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PREFACE 

Fourteen  years  ago,  when  I  began  to  study  the  life  of 
Garibaldi,  and  nine  years  ago,  when  I  published  the  last  of 
the  three  volumes  of  this  series,  I  certainly  did  not  expect 
that  I  was  going  to  serve  for  more  than  three  years  with  the 
Italian  army,  becoming  intimate  in  the  field  with  the  sons 
and  grandsons  of  men  recorded  in  these  pages,  in  the  final 
war  of  the  Risorgimento ,  waged,  during  its  first  year,  against 
that  very  Kaiser  Franz  Josef  whose  soldiers  hunted  Anita 
and  Garibaldi  in  1849. 

Before  the  war  history  seemed  to  most  men  a.  thing 
outside  the  main  current  of  life  ;  the  past  was  like  a  turbu- 
lent but  distant  ocean,  on  which  we  looked  out  through 
magic  casements  from  the  agreeable  bow-window  of  the 
present.  To-day  that  flood  has  broken  banks  ;  we  are 
ourselves  tossed  on  the  living  stream  of  history.  We 
have  been  at  war  with  Metternich  and  Bismarck. 

We  have  fought  for  the  principles  of  1688  and  1789.  We 
have  settled  the  undecided  issue  of  1848.  Cavour  and  Gari- 
baldi gave  us  Italy  for  an  ally,  while  Washington  and  Lincoln 
gave  us  America.  '  The  tombs  were  uncovered  ;  the  dead 
came  to  war.'  Each  nation  proved  to  be  that  which  its 
forefathers  had  made  it.  Because  of  the  strange,  romantic 
history  recorded  in  these  volumes,  Italy  in  our  day  fought 
on  the  side  of  freedom.  But  for  that  history  she  would 
stiU  have  been  a  province  of  germanised  Austria. 

The  paradox  of  Italy  is  this  :  her  civilisation  is  the 
oldest  in  modern  Europe,  while  she  herself  is  the  youngest 
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of  the  great  States.  In  the  thirteenth  century  of  our  era 
Italians  were  ahready  supreme  in  art,  in  Uterature,  and 
commerce,  and  in  the  appliances  and  amenities  of  civic 
and  civilised  life ;  but  the  Italian  State  and  the  ItaHan 
nation  sprang  into  being  only  sixty  years  ago.  The  events 
of  the  Risorgimento,  a  large  portion  of  which  are  recorded 
in  this  Garibaldian  trilogy,  are  therefore  to  the  Italian  of 
to-day  more  than  any  single  epoch  of  English  history  can 
be  to  us.  They  are  to  him  all  that  the  story  of  Washington 
and  Lincoln  together  are  to  the  American.  To  be  friends 
with  Italy,  we  must  begin  by  understanding  and  sympa- 
thising with  the  movement  that  gave  her  birth. 

In  this  edition  I  have  omitted  not  only  the  illustrations, 
but  the  elaborate  system  of  references  to  authorities  for 
statements  made,  which  in  Messrs.  Longmans'  Library 
Edition  occupy  so  jnany  pages  of  bibliography,  appendix, 
and  footnotes.  For  several  years  these  books  have  run  the 
gauntlet  of  historical  criticism,  clad  in  the  armour  of  those 
references — on  the  whole  with  a  singular  immunity.  I 
would,  therefore,  venture  to  refer  the  student  to  Messrs. 
Longmans'  edition.  The  present  reprint  has  been  arranged 
in  order  to  place  the  volumes  within  the  reach  of  a  larger 
class  of  reader.  1920. 
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GARIBALDI'S  DEFENCE 

OF  THE 

ROMAN  REPUBLIC 


INTRODUCTION 

Most  of  us,  when  we  visit  Rome,  go  up  on  the  morning 
after  our  arrival  to  the  heights  of  the  Janiculum,  and, 
standing  on  the  terrace  in  front  of  San  Pietro  in  Montorio, 
look  back  across  the  Tiber  at  the  city  spread  beneath  our 
feet,  in  all  its  mellow  tints  of  white,  and  red,  and  brown, 
broken  here  and  there  by  masses  of  dark  green  pine  and 
cypress,  and  by  shining  cupolas  raised  to  the  sun.  There 
it  all  lies  beneath  us,  the  heart  of  Europe  and  the  living 
chronicle  of  man's  long  march  to  civilisation  ;  for  there, 
we  know,  are  the  well-proportioned  piazzas  with  their 
ancient  columns  and  their  fountains  splashing  in  shade 
and  shine  around  the  sculptured  water-gods  of  the  Renais- 
sance ;  the  Forum  won  back  by  the  spade ;  and  the  first 
monuments  of  the  Christian  Conquest.  There  rise  the  naked 
hulks  of  giant  ruins  stripped  of  their  imperial  grandeur  long 
ago  by  hungry  generations  of  Papal  architects  ;  and  there,  on 
the  outskirts  of  the  town,  is  the  Pyramid  that  keeps  watch 
over  the  graves.  As  we  look  down  we  feel  the  presence  of 
all  the  centuries  of  European  history,  a  score  of  civilisations 
151  u 
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dead  and  lying  in  state  one  beside  the  other  ;  and  in  the 
midst  of  their  eternal  monuments  mankind  still  swarms 
and  labours,  after  all  its  strange  and  varied  experience, 
stni  intent  to  live,  stiU  busily  weaving  the  remote  future 
out  of  the  immemorial  past. 

And  then,  raising  our  eyes  to  the  far  horizon,  we  see 
the  well-known  shapes  of  those  hills  of  great  name,  shapes 
moulded  by  the  chance  spasms  of  volcanoes,  as  they  sank 
namelessly  to  rest  long  ago,  leaving  against  the  sky  ridges  and 
peaks  to  which  in  after  days  Consuls,  Emperors,  and  Popes 
of  Rome  looked  every  morning  as  on  familiar  faces.  There,  to 
the  north,  is  the  spine  of  Soracte,  famous  for  no  great  reason 
except  that  Horace  saw  it  from  Rome — and  yet  so  famous ; 
to  the  east,  grey,  gaunt  Lucretilis  pointing  at  the  blue  sky 
and  hiding  the  valley  of  his  Digentian  farm  ;  to  the  south, 
the  Alban  Mount  itself,  the  shape  of  which,  never  long  out 
of  sight,  is  like  the  presiding  genius  of  the  city — Alba 
haunting  us  still,*  as  it  haunted  Romulas  and  those  who 
left  its  wooded  slopes  to  colonise  the  Tiber  bank,  and  Gari- 
baldi as  he  ordered  the  battle  day  by  day  for  a  simimer 
month  on  this  very  Mount  Janiculum. 

Across  the  fifteen  miles  that  lie  between  the  roofs  of  the 

capital  and  this  great  semi-circle  of  sacred  hills,  rolls  sea-like 

the  Campagna  in  waves  of  bare,  open  country.    Over  it,  from 

the  day  when  the  Consul  Aulus  led  out  his  host  to  the 

Porcian  height  yonder,  to  the  day  when  Italy  entered  Rome 

under  Victor  Emmanuel,  the  armies  of  many  nations,  in 

many  ages,  for  many  causes,  have  come  and  gone,  and  each 

could  have  been  seen  slowly  crawling  over  the  vast  plain. 

In  the  solemn  hush  of  the  distance  on  which  we  gaze, 

through  the  clear  morning  air,  it  seems  as  if  that  semi-circle 

of  mountains  were  the  seats  of  a  Greek  theatre  whereon 

some  audience  of  patient  gods  were  watching  an  endless 

play,  as  if  Rome  were  the  stage  on  which  their  looks  were 

centred  from  the  distant  hills  to  north  and  east  and  south, 

*  See  Cloiigh's  Awpur  de  Voyage  end  of  Canto  i.,  written  during  the 
giege,  1849. 
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while  behind,  in  the  west,  meet  sea  and  sky,  a  background 
before  which  the  short-hved  actors  move.  It  was  in  this, 
the  greatest  theatre  in  the  world,  the  Eternal  City,  '  Sul 
teatro  delle  maggiori  grandezze  del  mondo,  neW  Urbe,'  as 
Garibaldi  called  it.  that  the  most  significant  and  moving 
scene  of  the  Risorgimento  was  played  out. 

And  yet  among  the  English  visitors  who  go  on  from  the 
platform  of  San  Pietro  in  Montorio  to  view  the  colossal 
equestrian  figure  of  Garibaldi  which  holds  the  Janiculan 
sky-line,  not  many  are  aware  how  very  close  to  this  statue 
raged  some  of  the  fiercest  fights  in  which  he  ever  took  part. 
For  his  sake,  or  for  Italy's,  turn  aside  a  few  steps  to  the 
Porta  San  Pancrazio.  Standing  under  its  archway  we 
look  out  of  Rome  westward,  up  a  country  road,  which  runs 
straight  for  two  hundred  yards,  and  then  splits  off  to  right 
and  left.  At  the  forking  of  the  ways  our  view  from  the 
city  gate  is  blocked  by  the  entrance  to  a  beautiful  garden, 
the  grounds  of  the  Pamfili-Doria.  Inside  that  garden  we  see 
a  slope  of  grass,  with  a  path  running  up  it  to  an  ornamental 
arch,  which  now  stands  where  the  Villa  Corsini  once  stood. 
Between  the  Porta  San  Pancrazio  and  this  other  archway 
on  the  hill  top,  some  four  hundred  paces  away,  Italy  poured 
out  her  best  blood.  On  that  narrow  white  road,  and  up 
that  green  slope,  and  in  the  old  battered  Villa  Vascello  on 
the  right  of  the  roadway  (still  left  like  Hougoumont  in 
honourable  ruin)  were  mowed  down  the  chosen  youth  of 
Italy,  the  men  who  would  have  been  called  to  make  her 
laws  and  lead  her  armies,  and  write  her  songs  and  history, 
when  her  day  came,  but  that  they  judged  it  necessary 
to  die  here  in  order  that  her  day  should  come.  It  was 
here  that  Italy  bought  Rome,  at  the  price  of  their  blood — 
here  at  the  San  Pancrazio  Gate,  in  1849,  that  her  claim  on 
Rome  was  staked  out  and  paid  for ;  twenty-one  years 
passed,  and  then,  in  1870,  the  debt  was  acquitted. 

That  there  shouild  ever  have  been  a  time  when  Mazzini 
ruled  Rome  and  Garibaldi  defended  her  walls,  sounds  like 
a  poet's  dream.     In  this  book  I  wish  to  record  the  facts 
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that  gave  shape  to  that  dream,  to  tell  the  story  of  the 
Siege  of  Rome,  than  which  there  is  no  more  moving  incident 
in  modem  history  ;  and,  in  the  last  six  chapters,  to  narrate 
the  events  that  followed  as  an  epilogue  to  the  siege — the 
Retreat  and  Escape  of  Garibaldi,  a  story  no  less  poetical 
and  no  less  dear  to  Italy's  heart,  though  more  neglected 
by  English  writers,  because  of  its  smaller  political  im- 
portance. These  later  events  are  the  march  of  Garibaldi 
across  Italy,  hunted  by  the  French,  Spanish  and  Neapolitan 
forces  through  Umbria  and  Tuscany,  into  a  network  of  four 
armies  of  Austrians  spread  over  northern  Umbria  and  the 
Romagna ;  the  extraordinary  feats  of  skill  and  energy 
with  which  the  greatest  of  guerilla  chiefs  again  and  again 
disentangled  his  little  band  of  followers  from  surrounding 
hosts,  and  carried  them  across  the  Apennine  watershed  to 
the  Adriatic  sea-board  ;  the  final  hunting  of  them  into 
the  territories  of  the  RepubUc  of  San  Marino,  by  Austrians, 
close  on  their  heels,  cruel  as  the  dragoons  of  Ciaverhouse, 
killing  or  torturing  those  whom  they  caught.  Then  the 
,  disbanding  of  the  bulk  of  the  Roman  forces  on  the  friendly 
neutral  territory  of  the  hill  Republic,  and  Garibaldi's 
rush  to  the  coast,  through  the  enemy's  cordon,  with  the 
last  two  hundred,  who  would  not,  merely  to  save  their 
lives,  give  up  the  sacred  war  so  long  as  Venice  held  out ; 
their  midnight  embarkation  in  the  fishing  boats  at  Cesen- 
atico ;  their  fatal  meeting,  on  the  way  to  Venice,  with  the 
Austrian  gun-boats ;  the  re-landing,  among  the  lagoons 
north  of  Ravenna,  of  Garibaldi  with  his  dying  wife  in  his 
arms,  in  company  with  Ugo  Bassi  and  Ciceruacchio,  who 
were  destined  in  a  few  days  to  fall  into  the  hands  of  the 
hunters  and  perish.  Not  so  Garibaldi.  I  shall  tell  how  the 
man  of  destiny,  wandering  in  the  marshes  and  the  pine- 
forest  of  Ravenna,  among  regiments  of  soldiers  seeking  for 
his  life  as  for  the  prize  of  the  war,  was  preserved  by  the 
strange  working  of  chance,  by  the  iron  courage  and  en- 
durance of  the  worn  Odysseus  himself,  and  by  the  craft, 
energy,  and  devotion  of  the  Romagnuols,  who  guarded  him 
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at  peril  of  their  lives,  as  the  West  countrymen  after  Wor- 
cester fight  guarded  a  less  preciorus  treasure. 

All  this,  and  his  escape  back  across  the  breadth  of 
Italy  to  the  Western  sea,  and  embarkation  in  the  Tuscan 
Maremma  for  lands  of  refuge  where  he  could  await  his 
great  day,  will,  together  with  the  siege  of  Rome,  form  the 
principal  theme  of  the  book.  The  first  half-dozen  chapters 
must  serve  to  introduce  the  subject  to  those  who  are  not 
familiar  with  the  history  of  Italy  and  of  Garibaldi. 

I  have  concealed  nothing  prosaic  and  nothing  discredit- 
able— neither  Garibaldi's  mistakes  during  the  siege,  nor  the 
misconduct  of  some  of  his  associates,  nor  the  hostihty  with 
which  part  of  the  rural  population  regarded  the  red-shirts. 

Hoping  to  make  the  story  of  the  defence  of  Rome, 
of  the  retreat  of  the  Garibaldians  and  the  escape  of  their 
chief  stand  out  in  all  its  details  of  place  and  colouring, 
I  have  not  only  visited  the  scenes  in  the  capital  and  near  it, 
but  have  walked  along  the  whole  route  traversed  by  Gari- 
baldi's column  from  the  gate  of  Rome  to  Cesenatico  on  the 
Adriatic,  and  have  visited  the  scenes  of  his  adventures 
near  Comacchio  and  Ravenna.  It  would,  perhaps,  be 
impossible  to  find  in  all  Europe  a  district  more  enchanting 
to  the  eye  by  its  shapes,  its  colours,  its  atmosphere,  or  one 
more  filled  with  famous  towns,  rivers  and  mountains,  than  the 
valleys  of  Tiber,  Nar,  Clanis,  Metaurus  and  Rubicon,  across 
which  they  marched.  Through  this  land  of  old  beauty 
I  have  followed  on  foot  their  track  of  pain  and  death,  with 
such  a  knowledge  of  where  they  went,  and  how  they  fared 
each  day,  as  is  not  often  the  fortune  of  pilgrims  who  trace 
the  steps  of  heroes.  To  come,  in  solitary  places,  upon  the 
very  wayside  fountains  at  which,  as  the  survivors  have 
recorded,  they  slaked  their  raging  thirst,  and  at  other  turns 
of  the  road  upon  springs  where  they  found  no  water  that 
terrible  July  ;  to  stand  on  the  hill  whence  they  last  saw  the 
dome  of  St.  Peter's,  and  that  other  hill  where  the  face  of 
Garibaldi  brightened  at  sight  of  the  Adriatic  ;  to  traverse 
the  oak  woods  through  which  they  marched  under  the  stars, 
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or  where  they  slept  through  the  long  Italian  noonday  ; 
to  draw  breath  in  the  quiet  monastery  gardens,  perched 
high  over  hills  of  olive  and  plains  of  vine,  wherein  they 
tasted  brief  hours  of  green  coolness  and  repose  ;  to  scale 
the  bare  mountains  up  which  they  dragged  their  little  piece 
of  cannon,  and  descend  the  gorge  where  at  the  last  they 
let  it  lie  when  the  Austrians  were  hard  upon  them  ;  to  see 
the  streets  and  piazzas  in  which  the  citizens  held  last 
festivals  of  the  tricolor  in  honour  of  their  passage,  and  the 
villages  where  the  rearguard  fought,  and  where  the  laggards 
were  killed  by  the  pursuers  ;  to  hear  the  waves  breaking  on 
the  mole  whence  the  last  of  the  army  put  to  sea  in  the 
midnight  storm  ;  to  stand  on  the  lonely  beach  and  sand- 
dunes  where  Garibaldi  waded  ashore  with  his  Anita  in  his 
arms,  and  in  the  room  of  the  farmhouse  where  he  watched 
her  die,  while  the  Austrians  might  at  any  moment  have 
been  knocking  at  the  door ;  to  see  these  places  and  to  find 
that  the  story  is  very  dear  to  rich  and  poor,  learned  and 
ignorant,  in  a  progressive  and  a  free  country,  conscious 
that  it  owes  progress  and  freedom  to  these  heroes,  both 
those  who  perished  and  those  who  survived — this  has  taught 
me  what  cannot  be  clearly  learnt  from  the  pages  of  Ruskin 
or  Symonds,  or  any  other  of  Italy's  melodious  mourners, 
that  she  is  not  dead  but  risen,  that  she  contains  not  only 
ruins  but  men,  that  she  is  not  the  home  of  ghosts,  but  the 
land  which  the  hving  share  with  their  immortal  ancestors 
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CHAPTER  I 

THE  TRAINING   OF   GARIBALDI 

And  other  spirits  there  are  standing  apart 

Upon  the  forehead  of  the  age  to  come  ; 
These,  these  will  give  the  world  another  heart, 

And  other  pulses.     Hear  ye  not  the  hum 
Of  mighty  workings  ? — 

Listen  awhile,  ye  nations,  and  be  dumb.' — Keats  (1817). 

In  these  words  one  who  never  lived  to  see  it  prophesied 
the  new  world.  It  was  two  years  after  Waterloo  a  time 
of  disillusion  and  of  fainting  by  the  way,  when  Europe, 
bled  white  by  the  man  who  was  to  have  been  her  saviour, 
was  again  prisoner  to  kings  whom  she  no  longer  reverenced. 
But,  in  fact,  as  Keats'  instinct  told  him  truly,  the  fields 
were  ready  for  sowing,  and  the  sowers  were  there  unseen. 
The  long  unyielding  sod  had  been  broken  up  by  the  Revolu- 
tionary ploughshare,  and  now  that  the  all  too  efficient 
ploughman  was  at  last  under  lock  and  key,  *  great  spirits  ' 
already  '  on  earth '  were  '  sojourning,'  each  destined  to 
cast  seed  of  his  own  into  the  tumbled  soil.  If  we  think 
whom  the  young  generation  contained  undistinguished 
in  its  ranks  when  Keats  published  these  lines  in  1817, 
we  shall  see  that  he  was  speaking  more  truly  than  even  he, 
in  his  poet's  ardour  and  optimism,  could  have  dared  to  hope. 
In  England  alone,  where  Shelley's  genius  was  on  tip-toe  for 
its  flight,  there  were  at  that  moment,  unknown  to  the  world, 
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and  unknown  to  themselves,  Darwin,  Carlyle,  Mill,  New- 
man, Gladstone,  Macaulay,  Cobden,  Dickens,  Tennyson  and 
Browning.  The  work  of  all  these  men  taken  together  was 
to  give  our  English  world  '  another  heart  and  other  pulses.' 

Nor  would  it  be  hard  to  draw  up  such  a  list  for  Con- 
tinental Europe,  headed  by  Heine,  Victor  Hugo  and  Wagner. 
But  the  strangest,  if  not  the  richest,  handful  of  fate's 
hidden  treasures  was  ripening  beneath  the  Italian  sky. 
In  the  year  that  Keats  wrote  there  might  have  been  seen 
in  the  harbour  of  Nice  (then  the  Italian  city  of  Nizza)  a 
sailor's  boy  of  ten  years  old,  playing  amid  the  cordage  of 
his  father's  vessel — by  name  Giuseppe  Garibaldi.  A  hun- 
dred miles  further  along  the  Riviera,  in  a  doctor's  house, 
in  one  of  those  narrow,  picturesque  alleys  that  crowd  the 
hillside  above  the  busy  port  of  Genoa,  was  another  boy  of 
twelve,  Giuseppe  Mazzini.  These  two  Josephs,  whom 
neither  birth  nor  favour  had  placed  above  their  brethren, 
were  destined  to  place  themselves  among  the  great  Four 
who  liberated  Italy.  And  it  was  these  two  sons  of  the 
people  who  were  to  make  that  liberation  worthy  of  the 
Muse,  raising  the  story  of  Italian  freedom  to  a  pinnacle 
of  history  far  above  common  nationalist  struggles,  which 
after  a  few  centuries  are  forgotten  by  all  save  students. 
The  sailor's  and  the  doctor's  sons  made  the  history  of 
Italy's  Resurrection  a  part  of  the  imperishable  and  inter- 
national poetry  of  the  European  races.  And,  as  regards 
their  effect  upon  their  own  time,  if  they  did  not  actually 
create,  at  least  they  ennobled  and  intensified,  the  liberal 
forces  which  it  was  given  to  one  wiser  and  more  cunning 
to  wield.  For  there  was  already  in  the  world,  in  1817, 
another  boy,  a  nobleman's  son,  by  name  Camillo  Cg-vour. 
The  fourth  of  the  great  liberators,  the  man  whom  these 
three  were  between  them  to  make  King  of  Italy,  was  not 
yet  bom. 

So  Keats  prophesied,  and  shortly  after  died  in  Rome. 
And  still,  over  the  plains  and  mountain  roads  of  Italy,  the 
Austrians  in  their  white  coats  and  shakos  moved  unceasingly, 
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on  their  fruitless,  mechanical  task  of  repression ;  stared  at 
with  a  vague  but  growing  antipathy  by  the  common  people, 
with  horror  by  Shelley,  and  with  disgust  by  Byron ;  *  while 
the  other  army  of  invaders,  the  English  '  milords,'  swelling 
with  the  pride  of  Waterloo,  each  with  his  carriage,  family, 
footman  and  '  Quarterly  Review '  complete,  looked  with  an 
indifferent  contempt  on  Austrians  and  Italians,  priests  and 
patriots,  and  with  hostile  inquisitiveness  at  the  rebel  poets 
of  their  own  race  and  caste.  In  such  a  world,  Mazzini, 
Garibaldi,  and  Cavour  grew  up,  each  among  his  fellows. 

Giuseppe  Garibaldi  was  born  at  Nice,  in  a  house  by  the 
sea  shore,  on  July  4, 1807,  as  a  subject  of  the  great  Emperor. 
On  Napoleon's  fall  he  became,  as  did  Mazzini  in  Genoa, 
a  subject  of  the  restored  royal  house  of  Piedmont,  which 
afterwards  condemned  him  to  death  for  treason  in  1834,  was 
obliged  to  hand  over  his  native  province  to  France  in  i860, 
and  in  the  same  year  received  Sicily  and  Naples  at  his  hands. 
The  inhabitants  of  Nice  were  in  part  French  and  in  part 
Italian  by  race.  But  Garibaldi's  family  was  pure  Italian,  f 
having  come  from  Chiavari  beyond  Genoa,  about  thirty 
years  before  he  was  bom.  During  his  boyhood,  Nice 
had  not  yet  been  completely  captured  by  the  invalids  and 
the  wealthy  of  all  countries,  but  still  belonged  to  the  natives, 
and  Giuseppe's  father,  Domenico,  an  honest  and  simple 
merchant  captain,  owning  the  little  vessel  in  which  he 
traded,  was  typical  of  the  best  sort  of  native,  though  him- 
self an  immigrant  from  Chiavari.  Like  Hans  Luther, 
Domenico  Garibaldi  gave  his  son  a  better  education  than  his 
slender  means  could  well  afford.    But  he  was  buying  costly 

♦  Byron  to  John  Murray,  Ravenna,  February  i6,  1821.  'As  for  news, 
the  Barbarians  are  marching  on  Naples,  and  if  they  lose  a  single  battle,  all 
Italy  will  be  up.  .  .  .  Letters  opened ! — to  be  sure  they  are,  and  that's  the 
reason  why  I  always  put  in  my  opinion  of  the  German  and  Austrian  scoun- 
drels :   there  is  not  an  Italian  who  loathes  them  more  than  I  do.' 

t  If,  as  the  name  is  held  to  indicate,  one  of  his  remote  ancestors  was 
sprung  from  the  Teuton  conquerors  in  the  dark  ages,  he  was  none  the  less 
an  Italian  than  a  man  of  the  name  of  Beauchamp  is,  for  that,  less  an 
Englishman. 
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seed  for  a  stony  soil,  and  it  was  with  difficulty  that  Giuseppe's 
parents  and  masters  managed,  until  he  was  fifteen,  to 
keep  him  intermittently  at  his  desk.  For  there  were  the 
mountains  behind  the  town,  where  he  roamed  truant, 
sometimes  far  afield,  with  a  cousin,  a  borrowed  gun  and  a 
game  pouch  ;  there  was  the  harbour  with  the  ships  and  the 
sailors  from  far  countries,  whose  presence  there  and  daily 
business  were  to  youth  a  standing  recommendation  of 
romance  as  the  common  and  natural  avocation  of  man  ; 
and  above  all  there  was  the  sea,  always  before  his  eyes, 
always  in  his  thoughts,  calling  its  child  to  its  bosom. 

Forty  years  on,  a  playmate  of  Garibaldi  described  his 
recollections  of  these  old  days  : — 

'  Though  Peppino  (Giuseppe)  was  a  bright,  brave  lad  who 
planned  all  sorts  of  adventures,  played  truant  when  he  could 
get  the  loan  of  a  gun  or  coax  one  of  the  fishermen  to  take  him  in 
their  boat,  went  oyster-trawling,  never  missed  the  tunny  festival 
at  Villafranca,  or  the  sardine  hauls  at  Limpia,  he  was  often 
thoughtful  and  silent,  and  when  he  had  a  book  that  interested 
him  would  lie  under  the  olive  trees  for  hours  reading,  and  then 
it  was  no  use  to  try  to  make  him  join  any  of  our  schemes  for 
mischief.  He  had  a  beautiful  voice,  and  knew  all  the  songs 
of  the  sailors  and  peasants,  and  a  good  many  French  ones 
besides.  Even  as  a  boy  we  all  looked  up  to  him  and  chose 
him  our  umpire,  while  the  little  ones  regarded  him  as  their 
natural  protector.  He  was  the  strongest  and  most  enduring 
swimmer  I  ever  knew,  and  a  very  fish  in  water.' 

And  so  the  education  of  books,  which  came  to  an  end 
in  1822,  never  amounted  to  very  much,  partly  through 
the  limitations  of  the  father's  purse,  but  still  more  through 
the  boy's  want  of  eagerness  for  learning.  He  was  taught 
a  little  Latin,  which  he  afterwards  forgot.  He  neglected 
the  opportunity  to  learn  from  one  of  his  masters  what 
he  calls  '  the  beautiful  tongue  of  Byron,'  and  picked  up 
English  only  in  later  years  when  he  became,  as  he  says, 
'  the  Benjamin  of  the  lords  of  the  ocean.'  *    But  he  learnt 

♦  His  love  of  the  English  became  with  him  a  romantic  passion,  answer- 
ing to  his  hatred  of  priests.     It  is  to  be  remembered  that  he  was  principally 
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reading  and  writing,  and  a  little  mathematics,  and  conceived 
a  devotion  at  least  to  the  '  idea  '  of  the  great  Italian  history 
and  literature  of  the  past.  Since  it  did  not  require  much 
application  for  a  Nizzardo  to  read  French  almost  as  well  as 
Italian,  he  was  enabled  to  taste  Voltaire  and  to  commit 
some  of  his  verses  to  memory.  But  he  loved  better  those 
of  Ugo  Foscolo,  the  liberal  poet  of  his  own  race  and  epoch, 
whose  glorious  lines  were  often  on  his  lips  from  the  be- 
ginning to  the  end  of  his  career,  and  whose  melody  often 
soothed  him  in  hours  of  pain.  Garibaldi's  companions  in 
South  America  observed  that  '  music  and  poetry  had  a 
magical  power  over  him.'  He  himself  often  expressed 
his  own  emotions  in  verse.  In  short  he  had  acquired  just 
enough  book  learning  to  feed  his  naturally  freedom-loving, 
romantic  and  poetical  disposition,  but  not  enough  to 
chasten  it,  or  to  train  his  mind  to  wide  understanding 
and  deep  reflection.  It  was  largely  owing  to  this,  that 
his  '  native  hue  of  resolution '  was  never,  either  for  good 
or  evil,  '  sicklied  o'er  with  the  pale  cast  of  thought,'  and 
that  his  '  enterprises  of  great  pith  and  moment '  were 
never  known  to  '  lose  the  name  of  action.' 

Such  was  the  boy  whom  his  parents,  fearful  of  the 
dangers  of  the  sea,  strove  to  bring  up  as  a  solid  landsmaji. 
But  they  had  entered  on  an  unequal  contest,  for  not  only 
had  they  no  moral  case  (the  father  being  himself  a  sailor), 
but  they  had  to  contend  against  a  character  which,  when 
roused,  was  the  most  obstinate  in  Europe,  and  a  nature 

conversant  with  two  classes  of  our  countrymen,  the  sea-going  population 
and  the  active  sympathisers  with  Italy. 

As  to  his  knowledge  of  English,  it  was  a  late  growth.  When  he  was 
first  in  North  America,  in  1850,  he  tells  us  he  only  '  knew  a  few  words  of 
English.*  Dr.  Spence  Watson  says  that  when  he  was  at  Newcastle,  a  few 
years  later,  '  he  spoke  English,'  but  it  was  still  '  very  imperfect.'  Sir 
Charles  Seely,  his  host  in  the  Isle  of  Wight  in  1864,  writes  that  he  then 
spoke  Enghsh  '  sufficiently  well  to  be  understood  when  conversing  with 
one  or  two  people  quietly,'  but  that  he  often  foimd  it  difficult  to  follow  a 
general  conversation  in  English  ;  '  I  see  him  now  with  a  puzzled  expression 
on  his  face.'  My  father  tells  me  that  he  fell  readily  into  English,  when 
be  met  Englishmen  by  chance  in  Italy  in  1867, 
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whereof  every  part  was  united  in  rebellion  against  the 
prospect  of  an  unad venturous  life.  And  there  was  yet  a 
third  party  in  the  family  disputes,  the  sea,  always  present, 
with  voice  and  look  encouraging  the  rebel. 

At  the  age  of  fifteen  Garibaldi  took  the  decisive  step. 
Let  him  teU  the  story  in  his  own  most  characteristic  fashion : 

'  Tired  of  school,  and  unable  to  endure  a  sedentary  life,  I 
propounded  one  day  to  some  companions  of  my  own  age,  to 
run  away  to  Genoa,  without  any  definite  plan,  but  meaning  in 
effect  to  seek  our  fortune.  No  sooner  said  than  done,  we  seized 
a  boat,  embarked  some  provisions  and  fishing-tackle,  and  sailed 
eastward.  We  were  already  off  Monaco,  when  a  vessel  sent 
by  my  good  father  overhauled  us,  and  brought  us  back  deeply 
humiliated.  An  Abbe  had  revealed  our  flight.  See  what  a 
coincidence  !  An  Abbe,  the  embryo  of  a  priest,  perhaps  sa^'ed 
me,  and  I  am  so  ungrateful  as  to  persecute  these  poor  priests  ! 
All  the  same,  a  priest  is  an  impostor,  and  I  devote  myself  to 
the  sacred  cult  of  truth. 

'  My  comrades  in  the  adventure,  whom  I  recall,  were  Cesare 
Parodi,  Raffaele  Deandreis  ;  I  have  forgotten  the  others. 

'  Here  it  gives  me  joy  to  bring  to  mind  the  young  men  of 
Nice  :  agile,  strong,  brave,  splendid  social  and  military  material, 
but  unfortunately  led  on  the  wrong  path,  first  by  the  priests, 
then  by  depravity  brought  in  from  foreign  parts,  which  has 
tuined  the  beautiful  Cimele  of  the  Romans  into  the  cosmopolitan 
seat  of  all  that  is  corrupt.' 

But  the  foiled  revolt  had  taken  effect  as  a  demonstra- 
tion, the  paternal  government  surrendered,  and  Giuseppe 
was  sent  to  sea  with  all  proper  constitutional  formalities, 
apparently  in  the  year  1822.  The  last  voyage  of  Shelley 
was  in  the  same  year  and  on  the  same  coast  as  the  first  of 
Garibaldi. 

From  the  age  of  fifteen  to  the  age  of  twenty-five  he 
worked  his  way  up  from  cabin-boy  to  captain  in  the 
merchant  craft  of  Nice.  He  applied  himself  strenuously  to 
all  the  learning  that  is  useful  to  one  who  commands  a  ship 
— mastering  the  necessary  mathematics,  geography,  astron- 
omy and   commercial   law.     '  I  set    to  work  with   books 
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by  myself,  and  all  my  practical  knowledge  I  owe  to  my 
first  captain,  Pesante  ;  the  rest  came  of  itself.' 

And  so  the  sea  became  the  real  school  of  Garibaldi ; 
it  was  there  that  his  body  and  mind  were  drilled  to  endure 
every  hardship,  and  his  qualities  as  a  man  of  action  trained 
as  only  the  sailor's  life  can  train  them.  But  whUe  his 
powers  were  developed  in  a  practical  direction,  his  ideas 
became  more  than  ever  romantic.  For  on  what  manner 
of  seas,  in  what  ships  was  he  sailing  ?  Not  on  the  well- 
policed  ocean  of  later  times,  more  orderly  than  a  London 
street,  but  in  the  Levant  during  the  Greek  War  of  Independ- 
ence ;  in  the  seas  of  old  romance,  of  pirates,  Turks  and 
revengeful  Giaours  with  long  guns  and  knives,  and  fierce, 
dark  faces ;  among  old  historic  tyrannies  cruel  as  fate,  and 
new-bom  hopes  of  liberty  fresh  and  dear  as  the  morning; 
among  the  sunburnt  isles  and  promontories  that  roused 
Byron's  jaded  passions  to  splendour,  that  were  even  at 
that  moment  witnessing  his  self-immolation  and  apotheosis  ; 
in  those  waters  young  Garibaldi  caught,  not  from  books  but 
from  the  words,  gestures  and  stories  of  men  in  earnest,  the 
only  true  gospel  of  Byron,  the  idea  that  was  constructive 
of  the  coming  epoch — the  belief  that  it  is  better  to  die  for 
freedom  than  to  live  a  slave. 

Three  times  on  these  seas  he  was  captured  and  robbed 
by  pirates.  It  was  a  world  of  which  Scott  or  Stevenson 
would  love  to  tell  enchanted  tales.  In  outward  appearance, 
too,  the  crews  and  the  ships  with  which  Garibaldi  sailed 
had  about  them  all  the  colour,  poetry  and  grace  of  the  old 
world.  From  his  own  loving  recollections  of  the  ship  in 
which  he  made  his  first  voyage,  it  would  seem  that  she  bore 
little  resemblance  to  the  famous  paddle-steamers  that  long 
afterwards  took  him  and  his  Thousand  to  Sicily  : 

'  How  beautiful  wert  thou,  O  bark  "  Costanza,"  whereon 
I  was  to  plough  the  Mediterranean,  and  then  the  Black  Sea, 
for  the  first  time  ! 

'  Thy  ample  sides,  thy  lithe  masts,  thy  large  deck,  and  even 
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thy  broad-breasted  female  figure-head,  will  remain  for  ever 
engraved  on  my  imagination.  How  gracefully  thy  San  Remo 
sailors,  true  types  of  our  brave  Ligurians,  swung  themselves 
about.  With  what  delight  I  sought  the  forecastle  to  hear  their 
songs  of  the  people,  their  harmonious  choruses  !  They  sang 
of  love,  and  softened  or  excited  me  with  an  emotion  that  I  was 
then  too  young  to  understand.  Ah  !  that  they  had  sung  to  me 
of  our  country — of  Italy,  of  rebellion,  of  slavery.  Alas  !  none 
had  taught  them  to  be  Italian  patriots,  champions  of  the  dignity 
of  mankind.  Who  was  there  to  tell  us  young  men  that  there 
was  an  Italy,  a  country  to  avenge,  to  redeem  ?  Who  ?  With 
the  priests  as  our  only  instructors  !  ' 

Garibaldi  had  not  been  brought  up  at  home  in  the  idea 
either  of  hberaUsm  or  of  Italy.  His  father  and  mother 
were  genuinely  pious  and  indifferently  conservative,  and  the 
Nizzard  sailors  had  not  been  touched  by  Carbonarism.  It 
was  on  his  voyages  in  the  Levant  that  he  first  came  across 
men  with  the  passion  for  Hberty,  and  it  was  beyond  the  sea 
that  he  first  met  Italian  patriots,  exiles  who  instructed  him 
that  he  had  a  country,  and  that  she  bled.  He,  too,  like 
these  Greeks,  had  a  country  for  which  to  fight.  What  a 
thought !  Nay,  what  a  passion  !  It  seized  him  in  early 
youth,  like  first  love — the  revelation  of  life.  Henceforth 
he  was  a  man  devoted,  with  an  aim  ahead  that  had  in  it 
nothing  of  self.  Italy  first,  Italy  last,  and  always  Italy  ! 
Nor  till  the  day  of  his  death  did  his  zeal  and  love  once 
waver.     He  believed  in  Italy  as  the  Saints  believed  in  God. 

The  second  of  his  numerous  voyages  was  a  short  one, 
coasting  along  Italy  in  his  father's  own  little  craft  {tart ana). 
They  touched  in  the  Papal  States,  and  Domenico  took  his 
boy  to  see  Rome.  Little  did  the  good  man  know  what 
he  was  doing.  The  emotion  with  which  the  most  poetically 
minded  of  the  world's  famous  warriors  looked  for  the  first 
time  on  the  Cohseum,  and  the  other  ruins  of  his  country's 
greatness,  has  been  described  by  himself.  That  emotion 
was  only  intensified  by  memory  and  years  of  longing  in 
exile ;  it  became  inextricably  associated  with  political 
ideas  which  were,  one  suspects,  not  quite  so  fully  developed 
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in  the  mind  of  the  youth  at  eighteen  as  the  man  afterwards 
thought. 

'  The  Rome,'  he  writes,  '  that  I  beheld  with  the  eyes  of  my 
youthful  imagination  was  the  Rome  of  the  future — the  Rome 
that,  shipwrecked,  dying,  banished  to  the  furthest  depths  of 
the  American  forests,  I  never  despaired  of ;  the  regenerating 
idea  of  a  great  nation,  the  dominant  thought  and  inspiration 
of  my  whole  life.' 

He  was,  in  fact,  to  spend  his  long  and  splendid  man- 
hood in  trying  to  fight  his  way  back  to  Rome.  The  second 
time  that  he  saw  the  city  was  more  than  twenty  years 
later,  when,  in  1848-49,  he  came  armed  to  defend  her.  Then 
another  eighteen  years  went  by,  and  he  saw  her  once  more, 
from  afar,  in  the  Mentana  campaign,  but  could  not  enter. 
Finally,  as  an  old  man,  he  followed  in,  when  Victor  Em- 
manuel had  opened  the  way.  And  now,  from  his  pedestal 
on  the  Janiculum,  he  seems  to  take  his  fill  of  the  sight,  of 
which  he  dreamed  all  his  life  long. 

At  the  age  of  twenty-four  (February  1832)  he  qualified 
officially  as  a  merchant  captain.  But  those  were  not 
times  when  such  a  man  as  Garibaldi  had  now  become 
would  long  pursue  a  peaceful  calling  under  a  despotic 
Government.  It  was  the  era  of  the  English  Reform  Bill ; 
of  the  Revolution  that  finally  drove  the  Bourbons  from 
France  ;  of  the  Carbonaro  risings  in  Central  Italy,  associated 
in  history  with  the  name  of  the  patriot  Giro  Menotti.  It 
was  once  again  a  moment  such  as  1789  had  seemed  to 
Wordsworth,  when  it  was  '  a  joy  to  be  alive  ' — though  there 
were  many  Italian  Liberals  who  did  not  experience  that 
particular  form  of  pleasure  for  long.  The  Austrians  put 
down  the  momentarily  successful  revolutions  in  Central- 
Italy,  with  the  usual  hecatomb  of  martyrs.  Brave  Menotti 
was  hanged  (1831).  But  on  the  ruins  of  the  Carbonaro 
lodges  the  Association  of  '  Young  Italy  '  was  at  once  formed 
by  Mazzini,  the  student  of  Genoa, 

The  back-wash  of  these  great  events  and  movements  of 
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Western  Europe  met  Garibaldi  far  across  the  waters  of  the 
Levant.  In  1832  the  young  captain  fell  in  with  a  group 
of  Saint-Simonians,  exiled  from  France,  who  indoctrinated 
him  with  their  gentle  revolutionary  mysticism.  Next  year, 
in  a  port  of  the  Black  Sea,  he  found  a  man  v/hom  he  was 
better  fitted  to  assist,  a  young  Genoese  named  Cuneo,  one 
of  Mazzini's  original  group,  who  told  him  of  *  Young  Italy,' 
and  that  it  was  his  duty  to  join  the  Association.  '  Columbus,' 
he  says,  '  was  not  as  happy  at  the  discovery  of  America, 
as  I  at  finding  a  man  actually  engaged  in  the  redemption 
of  our  country,'  Cuneo,  snatched  thus  suddenly  to  Gari- 
baldi's heart,  remained  one  of  the  best  and  closest  friends 
of  his  early  life,  both  in  Europe  and  America,  and  in  the 
year  1850  became  his  first  biographer. 

On  his  return  from  this  momentous  voyage,  Garibaldi 
hastened  to  Marseilles,  where  Mazzini  was  already  living  in 
exile  after  his  first  imprisonment.  The  two  met  here  for  the 
first  time,  and  Garibaldi  joined  '  Young  Italy,'  assuming  for 
the  purposes  of  the  Association  the  nom  de  guerre  of  '  Borel.' 

In  the  '  Manifesto  of  Young  Italy,'  issued  by  Mazzini 
in  1 83 1,  we  read  that  Italy  must  be  founded  on  '  the  three 
inseparable  bases  of  Independence,  Unity,  and  Liberty  ' — 
that  is,  the  Austrian  must  go,  the  various  small  States  must 
be  united  in  one,  and  democratic  government  with  liberty 
of  opinion  must  be  established.  This  dream  has  become 
solid  fact,  largely  because  of  the  zeal  with  which  the  mission- 
aries of  '  Young  Italy  '  in  the  'thirties  and  'forties  secretly 
pushed  their  prohibited  writings  throughout  the  length  and 
breadth  of  the  Peninsula.  Men  who  had  never  learnt  from 
the  Carbonari  anything  more  definite  than  a  passion  for 
liberty,  now  heard  of  Italian  unity,  of  democracy,  of  social 
reform.  But  the  Mazzinian  cult  was  more  than  a  political 
programme,  it  was  a  religious  and  ethical  movement, 
compelling  men  to  a  new  life  of  self-sacrifice.  It  was  as  a 
publishing  agency  for  its  Chief  that  the  '  Young  Italy  Asso- 
ciation '  did  its  great  work.  As  a  society  for  organising 
revolutions  it  was  even  more  futile  than  the  old  Carbonari. 
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One  part  of  the  new  programme,  which  Mazzini  con- 
sidered essential,  was  destined  to  failure.  The  form  of 
democratic  government,  he  said,  must  be  republican.  Now, 
in  the  'thirties  constitutional  monarchy  was  impossible 
for  Italy,  because  there  was  no  constitutional  monarch  ; 
Cavour  and  Victor  Emmanuel  had  not  yet  appeared,  and 
indeed  the  first  efforts  of  '  Young  Italy '  were  actually 
directed  against  the  House  of  Savoy,  in  whose  Kingdom  of 
Piedmont  the  movement  had  its  birth.  Victor  Emmanuel's 
father.  King  Charles  Albert,  though  he  hated  the  Austrian 
and  had  visions  of  the  ghost  of  Italy,  had  also  strong  clerical 
leanings,  and  was  in  his  political  nature  autocratic  rather 
than  constitutional ;  at  present  he  was  fully  in  the  league 
of  Italian  Governments,  for  the  surveillance  and  suppression 
of  Liberalism.  He  continued  the  censorship  in  the  clerical 
and  reactionary  interest,  so  that  in  his  dominions  men  read 
the  books  and  papers  of  Liberal  France  at  their  peril,  and  by 
stealth.  It  had  long  been  considered  an  offence  in  Mazzini 
that  '  he  walked  by  himself  at  night  absorbed  in  thought '  ; 
the  Governor  of  Genoa  had  complained  of  it  to  his  father, 
saying  :  '  We  don't  Uke  young  people  thinking  without 
knowing  the  subjects  of  their  thoughts.'  In  fact  the 
Government  was  less  odious  than  in  other  parts  of  the 
Peninsula,  only  because  it  was  independent  of  the  Austrian, 
and  because,  ruling  over  a  more  conservative  people,  it 
had  less  often  to  resort  to  violence  and  espionage.  But  if 
ever  Charles  Albert  was  met  by  the  spirit  of  revolt,  he  could 
show  himself  as  cruel  as  a  Bourbon,  though,  with  character- 
istic uncertainty  of  purpose,  the  mystic  allowed  his  con- 
science to  brood  over  his  cruelties  even  while  he  was 
committing  them.  And  so,  when  in  1833  *  Young  Italy ' 
began  to  conspire  against  him  in  earnest,  a  series  of  execu- 
tions and  tortures  by  courts-martial,  which  seem  to  have 
left  a  permanent  shade  of  melancholy  over  the  life  of  the 
King  who  ordered  them,  shocked  Europe,  and  goaded  the 
Mazzinians  to  a  desperate  attempt. 

The   main   plot   began   to   ripen  soon   after  Garibaldi 
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joined  the  headquarters  of  the  exiles  at  Marseilles.  There 
were  hopes  that  the  soldiers  would  join  the  rebellion,  for 
in  the  Piedmontese  army,  as  in  the  French  army  of  that 
date,  there  were  liberal  elements,  originating  in  that 
contempt  for  the  ancien  regime  and  its  representatives 
which  victory  under  Napoleon's  banners  had  taught  to 
the  Italian  veterans.  If  in  youth  one  has  trampled  on 
kings  and  monks,  from  Lisbon  to  Moscow,  one  does  not 
crouch  to  them  readily  in  later  years.  Besides,  many  to 
whom  Napoleon  had  opened  the  career  had  been  degraded 
in  rank  after  the  Restoration.  Relying  on  assistance 
from  such  malcontents,  Mazzini,  in  February  1834,  invaded 
Savoy  from  Swiss  territory,  with  a  cosmopolitan  crowd  of 
enthusiasts — Italians,  Poles,  Germans  and  French.  Mean- 
while the  seductive  Nizzard  captain,  with  the  open  coun- 
tenance and  long  curling  locks  of  chestnut-gold,  had  been 
sent  to  Genoa  to  win  over  the  fleet  to  revolution  ;  he 
deliberately  entered  the  Royal  Navy  with  the  object  of 
corrupting  it  from  its  allegiance. 

Although  Garibaldi  undertook  his  first  venture  against 
tyranny  with  the  readiness  that  he  so  often  showed 
when  asked  to  run  his  head  against  a  wall,  this  was 
not  one  of  those  walls  that  so  miraculously  fell  before 
him.  As  no  one  rose,  either  in  the  sea-ports  or  on  the 
Swiss  border,  Mazzini  in  a  few  days  was  back  in  Switzerland  ; 
while  Garibaldi,  disguised  as  a  peasant,  escaped  from 
Genoa  and  stole  across  the  mountains  to  Nice,  and  thence 
safely  into  France.  The  first  time  he  ever  read  his  name 
in  print  was  when,  on  reaching  Marseilles,  he  saw  in  the 
papers  that  the  Piedmontese  Government  had  condemned 
him  to  death,  a  proceeding  which  it  is  difficult  to  blame 
if  we  consider  that  he  was  known  to  the  authorities  only 
as  a  sailor  who  had  entered  the  Royal  service  in  order 
to  betray  it.  When  we  think  that  if  a  few  turns  of  the 
dice  had  gone  differently,  the  father  of  Victor  Emmanuel 
would  have  succeeded  in  snufiing  out  the  lives  of  Mazzini 
and  Garibaldi  at  this  point,  we  may  see  that  history  is 
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something  far  more  wonderful  than  a  process  of  evolution 
which  science  can  estimate  or  predict. 

When,  in  1864,  Garibaldi  came  to  our  island  to  receive, 
as  the  redeemer  of  Italy  and  the  chosen  hero  of  England, 
an  ovation  so  tremendous  that  it  frightened  Europe  and 
even  Palmerston  himself,  on  one  of  those  festal  occasions 
he  '  looked  through  all  the  roaring  and  the  wreaths  '  where 
sat  a  certain  patient,  neglected  figure,  come  among  the  rest 
to  honour  him,  and  his  heart  went  back  thirty  years  to 
the  days  when,  as  a  young  merchant  captain,  he  had  first 
seen  Mazzini  at  Marseilles.  Since  then  bitter  quarrels 
had  divided  them  ;  but  the  sight  of  his  old  friend  over- 
whelmed aU  meaner  thoughts  of  him. 

'  I  rise,'  said  Garibaldi  to  the  assembled  company,  '  to 
make  a  declaration  which  I  ought  to  have  made  long  since. 
Th^re  is  a  man  here  amongst  us  who  has  rendered  the 
greatest  services  to  our  country  and  to  the  cause  of  freedom. 
When  I  was  a  youth  and  had  only  aspirations  towards  good, 
I  sought  for  one  able  to  act  as  the  guide  and  counsellor  of 
my  youthful  years.  I  sought  such  a  guide  as  one  who  is 
athirst  seeks  the  water-spring.  I  found  this  man.  He  alone 
watched  when  all  around  slept,  he  alone  kept  and  fed  the 
sacred  flame.  .  .  .  This  man  is  Joseph  Mazzini  :  he  is  my 
friend  and  teacher.'  * 

Having  made  the  ports  of  Europe  too  hot  to  hold  him, 
Garibaldi  disappeared  from  the  Old  World  for  twelve  years 
(1836-48),  to  reappear  famous  when  next  his  country  had 
need  of  him.  Shortly  after  the  fiasco  at  Genoa,  he  found 
it  best  to  carry  his  fortunes  to  South  America,  whither, 
then,  as  now,  Italians,  discontented  with  their  prospects 
at  home,  often  betook  themselves.  The  Pilgrim  Fathers  of 
that  epoch,  who  showed  modem  Italy  the  way  to  her  New 
World,  were  not  numerous,  but  they  were  choice.     Many 

*  During  the  same  visit  of  1864,  they  met  in  the  Isle  of  Wight. 
'  As  soon  as  Garibaldi  saw  Mazzini  he  greeted  him  in  the  old  paiois  of 
the  lagoons  of  Genoa,  It  affected  Mazzini,  to  whom  it  brought  back 
scenes  of  their  early  career,  when  the  inspjratioa  of  Italiaq  freedom  first 
began,' 
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were  political  exiles.     As  the  friend   and  hero  of  these, 
Garibaldi  there  learned  war  and  leadership  : 

'  Having  first  within  his  ken 
What  a  man  might  do  with  men.' 

Scarcely  had  he  landed  in  South  America  (1836)  when 
he  formed  one  of  the  great  friendships  of  his  youth  with 
the  Genoese  exile  Rossetti.  They  became  like  David  and 
Jonathan.  Having  set  up  together  in  Rio  Janeiro  as  mer- 
chants, for  nine  months  they  traded  in  a  little  vessel  along 
the  eastern  coasts  of  the  Continent.  But  Garibaldi  was 
ah-eady  discontented  with  '  the  inglorious  arts  of  peace.' 
'  We  are  destined  for  greater  things,'  he  wrote  to  Cuneo, 
in  December  1836.  At  length,  on  the  invitation  of  another 
Italian  exile,  he  took  service  under  the  infant  Republic 
of  Rio  Grande  do  Sul,  which  was  then  beginning  a  struggle 
for  independence  against  the  BraziUan  Empire.*  As  the 
Republicans  had  not  yet  got  a  ship  at  sea,  the  appeal 
touched  Garibaldi's  sympathies  to  the  quick,  and  so  in  his 
thirtieth  year,  for  the  first  time  in  his  life,  he  turned  his 
hand  to  war,  as  a  buccaneer  with  letters  of  marque  from 
the  rebel  government.  He  and  his  friend  Rossetti  armed  a 
fishing  boat,  and  therein  set  out  with  a  dozen  companions 
to  wage  war  alone  against  the  giant  Empire  of  Brazil,  '  the 
first,'  he  tells  us,  '  to  unfurl  on  those  southern  coasts  the 
RepubUcan  banner  of  Rio  Grande,  a  banner  of  freedom.' 
Well  was  the  little  boat  called  Mazzini.  But  they  soon 
changed  it  for  a  larger  ship  which  they  had  captured,  and 
continued  the  struggle  with  ever-increasing  success. 

Gradually  Garibaldi's  warfare  became  amphibious,  and 
before  long,  celebrated  as  he  was  for  his  exploits  at  -sea, 
he  was  yet  more  celebrated  as  a  guerilla  chief,  leading 

*  '  A  strong  Spanish  element  existed  in  that  province  (Rio  Grande), — 
and  it  was  not  disposed  to  settle  down  quietly  under  Portugiiese  Imperial- 
ism, when  their  co-patriots  a  few  miles  farther  south  (in  Uruguay)  were 
enjoying  Republican  institutions.' — Winnington-Ingram,  93.  Brazil  con- 
quered, after  a  long  and  exhausting  struggle. 
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bodies  of  a  few  hundred,  sometimes  a  few  thousand  men, 
across  the  vast  upland  plains  and  forests  and  river  gorges 
of  the  Continent,  that  lay  between  the  Atlantic  and  the 
Parana  River.  The  cavalry,  who  were  often  the  more 
numerous  arm,  were  natives  of  the  wilderness,  horsemen 
bom  and  bred,  and  magnificently  mounted.  Their  favourite 
weapon  was  the  lance  ;  though  many  used  the  sabre,  to- 
gether with  the  lasso  or  the  bolas,  hunting  the  enemy  and 
casting  at  him,  as  they  had  learnt  to  do  in  pursuit  of  the  swift- 
footed  ostrich.  Otherwise  the  warfare  must  in  many  respects 
have  resembled  the  warfare  on  the  veldt.  It  was  necessary 
to  traverse  enormous  distances  across  country,  far  from  the 
haimts  of  man  ;  to  need  no  food  but  the  cattle  which  the 
troops  drove  with  them  and  slaughtered  at  meal  time, 
roasting  the  flesh  Homerically  on  green  spits ;  *  yet  always 
to  know  the  whereabouts  and  strength  of  the  enemy,  to  fall 
on  him  when  he  was  weaker,  and  when  he  was  stronger  to 
vanish  into  space  over  the  prairie  or  hide  in  the  dense  tropical 
forests.  Garibaldi,  after  he  had  faced  the  French  and 
Austrian  armies,  declared  that  no  civilised  troops  were 
such  skilled  horsemen,  so  Spartan  in  their  endurance  of  a 
campaign,  or  so  courageous  in  their  onset,  as  the  Gaucho 
and  Matrero  Spaniards  and  half-breeds,  or  the  freed  negro 
horse-breakers,  whom  he  led  to  these  nameless  scuffles  in 
the  wilderness. 

The  '  bright  breezy  uplands  '  of  Southern  Brazil  and 
Uruguay  are  more  fitted  for  guerilla  achievements  than 
the  dead  level  of  the  Pampas  proper,  which  stretches  away 
south  and  west  of  the  Plata  River  towards  the  Andes.  For 
the  provinces  over  which  Garibaldi  ranged  and  fought,  for 
the  most  part  consist  of  an  undulating  plateau,  raised  high 
on  a  barrier  of  precipices  above  the  sea  level,  cut  by  deep 
river  gorges  filled  with  forests  for  refuge,  and  traversed 
by  ridges  whence  a  soldier's  eye  could  scan  vast  tracts 
of  country  and  locate  enemies  and  friends. 

*  Garibaldi  in  1849  declared  that  he  had  '  lived  on  flesh  and  water  for 
five  years '  in  America. 
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These  new  scenes  and  actions  stirred  Garibaldi's  blood, 
touched  his  imagination,  called  out  his  latent  qualities, 
and  for  awhile  satisfied  his  exuberant  being.  In  his  old 
age,  as  he  sat  brooding,  restless,  discontented  with  the 
adoration  of  his  countrymen  whom  he  had  freed,  and  the 
applause  of  the  world  whose  heart  he  had  made  to  throb, 
the  old  man  looked  back  with  fond  regret  on  those  days  of 
youth  and  strength  and  speed,  on  the  still  virgin  plains, 
among  the  noble  wild  animals,  and  the  noble  wild  men  who 
had  followed  him  in  war  : 

'  The  vast  undulating  plains  of  Uruguay  (he  says)  present 
a  landscape  entirely  new  to  a  European,  and  more  particularly 
to  an  Italian,  accustomed  from  childhood  to  a  country  where 
every  inch  of  ground  is  covered  with  houses,  hedges,  or  other 
labour  of  man's  hands.  .  .  .  The  plains  are  covered  with  short 
grass  except  along  the  course  of  the  arroyos  (streamlets)  or  in 
the  canadas  (dips  in  the  ground)  overgrowm  with  maciega  (a 
tall,  reed-like  grass).  The  banks  of  the  rivers  and  the  sides  of 
the  arroyos  are  covered  with  fine  woods,  often  containing  timber 
of  a  tolerable  size.  These  lands,  so  favoured  by  nature,  are 
inhabited  chiefly  by  horses  and  cattle,  antelopes  and  ostriches. 
Man,  here  a  veritable  centaur,  rarely  visits  them. 

'  What  a  handsome  fellow  is  the  stalUon  of  the  Pampas ! 
His  lips  have  never  winced  at  the  iron  bit,  and  his  glossy  back, 
never  crossed  by  a  rider,  shines  like  a  diamond  in  the  sun. 
His  flowing,  uncombed  mane  floats  over  his  flanks  when,  as- 
sembhng  in  his  pride  the  scattered  mares,  or  flying  from  human 
pursuit,  he  outruns  the  wind. 

WTio  can  conceive  the  feelings  awakened  in  the  heart  of  a 
buccaneer  of  twenty- five  *  by  his  first  sight  of  that  untamed 
nature  ?  To-day,  December  20,  1871,  bending  with  stiffened 
hmbs  over  the  fire,  I  recall  with  emotion  those  scenes  of  the 
past,  when  life  seemed  to  smile  on  me,  in  the  presence  of  the 
most  magnificent  spectacle  I  ever  beheld.  I  for  my  part  am 
old  and  worn.  Where  are  those  splendid  horses  ?  Where  axe 
the  bulls,  the  antelopes,  the  ostriches  which  beautified  and 
enhvened  those  pleasant  hills  ?     Their  descendants  no  doubt 

•  He  was  really  about  thirty  when  he  first  visited  these  upland 
plateaus. 
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will  still  roam  over  these  fertile  pastures,  and  will  do  so  till 
steam  and  iron  come  to  increase  the  riches  of  the  soU,  but 
destroy  those  marvellous  scenes  of  nature.' 

Garibaldi  had,  perhaps,  the  most  romantic  life  that 
history  records,  for  it  had  all  the  trappings  as  well  as  the 
essence  of  romance.  Though  he  lived  in  the  nineteenth 
century,  it  was  yet  his  fortune  never  to  take  full  part  in 
the  common  prose  life  of  civilised  men,  and  so  he  never 
understood  it,  though  he  moved  it  profoundly,  like  a  great 
wind  blowing  off  an  unknown  shore.  He  never  had  educa- 
tion, either  intellectual,  diplomatic,  or  political ;  even  his 
mihtciry  training  was  that  of  the  guerilla  chief  ;  nor,  till 
he  was  past  learning,  did  he  experience  the  ordinary  life 
of  the  settled  citizen.  Though  all  must  acknowledge  that, 
by  the  secret  ordering  of  the  mysteries  of  birth,  he  had 
been  created  with  more  in  him  of  the  divine  than  any 
training  can  give,  yet  we  cannot  fail  to  perceive,  in  studying 
the  slight  records  of  the  first  forty  years  of  his  life,  how 
much  the  natural  tendencies  of  his  genius,  in  their  strength 
and  in  their  weakness,  were  enhanced  by  circumstance. 

And  so,  when  in  1848  he  returned  to  fight  for  Italy, 
in   the   full   strength   of  matured   manhood — at   the  time 

i  of  life  when  Cromwell  first  drew  sword — he  had  been  shel- 
tered, ever  since  he  went  to  sea  at  fifteen,  from  every 
influence  which  might  have  turned  him  into  an  ordinary 
man  or  an  ordinary  soldier. 

He  had  had  two  schools — the  seas  of  romance,  and 
the  plateaus  of  South  America.     He  had  lived  on  ship- 

•  board  and  in  the  saddle.  The  man  who  loved  Italy  as  even 
she  has  seldom  been  loved,  scarcely  knew  her.  The  soldier 
of  modem  enlightenment  was  himself  but  dimly  enlight- 
ened. Rather,  his  mind  was  like  a  vast  sea  cave,  filled  with 
the  murmur  of  dark  waters  at  flow  and  the  stirring  of 
nature's  greatest  forces,  lit  here  and  there  by  streaks  of 
glorious  sunshine  bursting  in  through  crevices  hewn  at 
random  in  its  rugged  sides.  He  had  all  the  distinctive 
qualities  of  the  hero,  in  their  highest  possible  degree,  and  in 
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their  very  simplest  form.  Courage  and  endurance  without 
limit ;  tenderness  to  man  and  to  all  living  things,  which 
was  never  blunted  by  a  life-time  of  war  in  two  hemispheres 
among  combatants  often  but  half  civihsed ;  the  power  to 
fill  men  with  ardour  by  his  presence  and  to  stir  them  by  his 
voice  to  great  deeds  ;  but  above  all  the  passion  to  be  striking 
a  blow  for  the  oppressed,  a  passion  which  could  not  be 
quenched  by  failure,  nor  checked  by  reason,  nor  sated  by 
success,  old  age,  and  the  worship  of  the  world. 

These  qualities,  perhaps,  could  not  have  existed  in  a 
degree  so  pre-eminent,  in  the  person  either  of  a  sage  or 
of  a  saint.  Without,  on  the  one  hand,  the  child-like  sim- 
plicity that  often  degenerated  into  foUy,  and  on  the  other 
hand,  the  fuU  store  of  common  human  passions  that  made 
him  one  with  the  multitude,  he  could  never  have  been  so 
ignorant  of  despair  and  doubt,  so  potent  to  overawe  his 
enemies,  to  spread  his  own  infectious  daring  among  his 
followers  and  to  carry  men  blindfold  into  enterprises  which 
would  have  been  madness  under  any  other  chief.  The 
crowning  work  of  his  life  was  in  i860,  when  he  landed  with 
a  thousand  iU-armed  volunteers  in  the  Island  of  Sicily, 
to  overcome  a  garrison  of  24,000  well-armed  and  well- 
disciplined  men.  Moltke  could  no  more  have  conquered 
Sicily  with  such  means,  than  Garibaldi  could  have  planned 
the  battle  of  Sedan. 

Such  was  the  hero  in  victory.  But  this  book  is  a  study 
of  the  hero  in  defeat ;  it  is  the  story  of  Garibaldi  in  1849, 
and  before  it  can  be  told,  it  is  necessary  to  introduce  the 
heroine,  his  Anita. 


CHAPTER  II 

ANITA — ^THE   LIFE   IN   SOUTH   AMERICA  AND  THE   RETURN 
TO   ITALY 

*  Oh  verdi,  interminabili,  deserte 
distese  della  Pampa  !  oh  pjiscolanti 
saure,  del  fren  della  sua  mano  esperte  ! 

Ivi  ella  crebbe  con  1'  alte  erbe  ondanti, 
ivi  Ei  le  apparve,  biondo  come  il  sole, 
e  la  guardo  con  gli  occhi  scintillanti  .  .  .' 

Marradi. — Rapsodia  Garibaldina. 

It  was  pait  of  Italy's  good  luck  in  Garibaldi,  that,  thanks 
to  his  splendid  physique  and  to  his  singular  fortune  in  the 
thick  of  battle,  he  survived  the  perils  of  these  dozen  years 
of  buccaneering  and  guerilla  war,  under  conditions  that 
would  have  killed  a  weaker  man,  even  without  the  inter- 
vention of  a  bullet.*  But  her  other  children  fell  fast 
around  him.  Rossetti,  and  many  exiles  worthy  of  her  love 
and  gratitude,  perished  one  after  the  other  by  shipwreck  or 
by  the  sword,  and  their  bones  were  lost  in  the  ocean,  or 
buried  in  the  strange  land.  Garibaldi  grieved  deeply  till 
the  end  of  his  life  that  their  graves  were  unmarked,  and 
their  memories  unknown  to  the  country  for  whom  they 
had  given  up  all  and  gone  to  die  so  far  away.     They  were, 

*  He  survived  the  dangers,  not  only  of  shipwreck  and  of  battle,  of 
starvation  and  of  exposure  in  those  vast  unreclaimed  lands,  but  even  the 
tender  mercies  of  his  enemies  t  once,  early  in  his  South  American  career, 
he  endured  two  hours  of  torture,  hung  up  by  his  wrists  from  the  beams 
in  the  prison  ceiling,  while  the  jeering  populace  looked  on  through  the 
doorway.  '  Such  agonies,'  he  says,  '  cannot  be  described.'  When  his 
torturer  (Millan)  afterwards  fell  into  his  hands,  he  astonished  his  South 
American  followers  by  refusing  to  see  the  man,  and  by  ordering  him  to  be 
set  free  on  the  spot. 
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indeed,  more  truly  her  martyrs  than  martyrs  of  those  Re- 
pubHcs  in  whose  service  they  fell.  Their  forgotten  names 
are  not  inscribed,  Uke  those  of  their  successors,  on  the 
municipal  tablets  of  famous  Italian  cities,  for  they  lived  in 
days  when  to  love  Italy  was  to  burn  with  unrequited  love. 

Garibaldi  had  no  fear  of  death,  but  he  had  a  poetic 
horror  of  the  oblivion  that  too  soon  overtakes  the  memory 
of  the  brave.  Once,  in  the  early  years  of  his  American 
buccaneering,  when  he  himself,  struck  down  on  deck  by  a 
bullet,  lay  for  several  days  at  the  point  of  death,  he  be- 
sought one  of  his  friends  to  bury  him  on  land,  earnestly 
entreating,  in  the  words  of  Ugo  Foscolo,  for 

'  a  stone 
To  mark  my  bones  from  the  unnumbered  bones 
Which  o'er  the  fields  and  waves  are  sown  by  death.*  * 

Not  long  after  that,  he  was  shipwrecked,  and  though  his 
famous  powers  of  swimming  brought  him  safe  to  land, 
several  of  his  dear  Italian  friends  sank  before  his  eyes,  in 
spite  of  his  efforts  to  save  them.  Thrown  ashore,  in  the 
Brazilian  Province  of  Santa  Caterina,  he  and  his  amphibi- 
ous following  at  once  took  part  as  soldiers  in  the  capture 
of  the  important  town  of  Laguna  ;  they  were  welcomed  as 
liberators  by  the  RepubHcan  inhabitants,  and  Garibaldi 
was  sent  on  board  the  captured  fleet  of  the  Imperialists, 
where  it  rode  in  the  lagoon  that  gives  its  name  to  the 
city.  It  was  in  the  year  1839.  He  paced  up  and  down  the 
deck  of  his  newly  acquired  flagship,  '  the  top-sail  schooner 
Itaparica,  of  seven  guns,'  but  he  was  in  no  victor's  mood. 
The  recent  loss  of  so  many  friends  had  struck  him  with 
melancholy,  and  he  began  to  feel  the  loneliness  of  Kis  life. 
His  heart  turned  to  the  natural  remedy.  The  ladies  of  the 
Central  States  of  South  America,  both  in  the  towns  and  in 

♦  '  un  sasso 

Che  distingua  le  mie  dalle  infinite 
Ossa  che  in  terra  e  in  mar  semina  morte.' 

Dei  Sepolcri,  lines  13-15. 
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the  up-country  ranches,  combined  many  of  the  exquisite 
graces  of  old  Spanish  refinement  and  courtesy  with  the 
greater  freedom  and  hardihood  of  a  race  of  settlers  in  a  new 
and  spacious  land  ;  nor  was  the  love  of  letters  and  poetry 
by  any  means  wanting  among  them.  Since  this  favourable 
opinion  was  formed  by  staid  English  merchants,  who 
travelled  widely  in  these  regions,  and  had  intimate  deal- 
ings with  its  inhabitants,  it  is  not  surprising  to  find  that 
it  was  also  the  experience  of  the  susceptible  and  romantic 
child  of  the  Mediterranean.  In  the  course  of  his  roving 
life  he  had  been,  several  times,  furiously,  but  briefly,  in 
love.  He  felt  that  he  must  now  win  for  himself  an  object 
on  which  he  could  fix  his  affections.  His  own  artless 
narrative  is  alone  worthy  to  introduce  Anita  : 

'  The  loss  of  Luigi,  Edoardo,  and  others  of  my  countrjrmen, 
left  me  utterly  isolated  ;  I  felt  quite  alone  in  the  world.  .  .  . 
I  needed  a  human  heart  to  love  me,  one  that  I  could  keep 
always  near  me.  I  felt  that  unless  I  found  one  immediately, 
life  would  become  intolerable.  .  .  .  By  chance  I  cast  my  eyes 
towards  the  houses  of  the  Barra,  a  tolerably  high  hill  on  the 
south  side  of  the  entrance  to  the  lagoon,  where  a  few  simple 
and  picturesque  dwellings  were  visible.  Outside  one  of  these, 
by  means  of  the  telescope  I  usually  carried  with  me  when  on 
deck,  I  espied  a  young  woman,  and  forthwith  gave  orders  for 
the  boat  to  be  got  out,  as  I  wished  to  go  ashore.' 

The  girl,  whose  dark  features  and  hair,  virile  carriage 
and  determined  face  he  had  examined  to  such  good  purpose 
through  his  telescope,  may  or  may  not  have  been  watching 
the  handsome  figure  on  the  deck.  At  least  she  knew 
well  enough  who  Garibaldi  was,  and  what  deeds  he  had 
done ;  for  he  was  already  to  the  rebels  of  Brazil  what  he 
afterwards  became  to  his  countrymen  in  Europe,  and  he 
had  just  taken  part  in  the  liberation  of  Anita's  native  town. 
Her  name  was  Anita  Riberas  ;  she  was  a  maiden  of  eighteen 
years  of  age,  and  her  father  had  betrothed,  or,  at  any  rate, 
promised  her,  to  a  suitor  whom  she  could  not  love. 

Meanwhile  Garibaldi  was  being  rowed  ashore  : 


38  GARIBALDI'S  DEFENCE  OF  ROME 

'  I  landed,  and,  making  for  the  houses  where  I  expected  to 
find  the  object  of  my  excursion,  I  had  just  given  up  hope  of 
seeing  her  again,  when  I  met  an  inhabitant  of  the  place  whose 
acquaintance  I  had  made  soon  after  our  arrival. 

'  He  invited  me  to  take  coffee  in  his  house ;  we  entered, 
and  the  first  person  who  met  my  eyes  was  the  damsel  who  had 
attracted  me  ashore.  .  .  .  We  both  remained  enraptured  and 
silent,  gazing  on  one  another  Uke  two  people  who  meet  not  for 
the  first  time,  and  seek  in  each  other's  faces  something  which 
makes  it  easier  to  recall  the  forgotten  past.  At  last  I  greeted 
her  by  saying,  Tu  devi  esser  mia,  "  Thou  oughtest  to  be  mine." 
I  could  speak  but  little  Portuguese,  and  uttered  the  bold  words 
in  Italian.  Yet  my  insolence  was  magnetic.  I  had  formed  a 
tie,  pronounced  a  decree,  which  death  alone  could  annul.' 

The  story  of  so  sudden  a  wooing  is  out  of  the  common  ; 
but  he  and  she  were  both  very  far  out  of  the  common. 
Garibaldi's  rash  pledging  of  himself  for  life  to  one  whom  he 
knew  so  little  is  consonant  with  his  character,  and  has  a 
close  parallel  in  an  action  of  his  later  life  which  chanced 
to  be  as  unfortunate  as  this  chanced  to  be  happy.  He  read 
in  Anita's  face  and  bearing  the  clear  imprint  of  all  those 
Amazonian  qualities  of  mind  and  body  that  made  her,  in 
fact,  the  only  possible  wife  worthy,  or  able,  to  bear  him 
company  in  flood  and  field,  and  mate  his  adventurous 
spirit  at  its  own  level.  She,  a  woman  most  direct  and 
valiant,  highly  strung,  too,  by  the  prospect  of  the  forced 
marriage  that  awaited  her,  suddenly  saw  face  to  face  the 
Hero  of  her  time  and  country,  with  his  lion-like  head  and 
flowing  mane  of  gold,  come  as  her  deliverer,  armed  with 
the  irresistible  might  of  his  will.  Who,  indeed,  would  have 
wished  to  resist,  when  love  flashed  from  those  '  small  pier- 
cing eyes,'  '  fuU  of  smouldering  fire,'  and  sounded  in  that 
voice,  so  '  calm  and  deliberate,'  yet  '  low  and  veiled,  almost 
tremulous  with  inner  emotion  '  ? 

That  power  of  personal  attraction  and  moral  dominion 
over  others,  with  which  Garibaldi  seems  to  have  been 
endowed  beyond  any  man  of  modem  times,  was  in  great 
part  due  to  something  in  his  voice  and  to  something  in  his 
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eyes.  Written  and  oral  traditions  alike  record  the  peculiar 
manner  in  which  the  light  of  those  eyes  changed  when  he 
was  deeply  moved.  General  Mitre,  who  knew  him  in  his 
South  American  days,  wrote  of  him  thus  : 

•  His  face  was  quiet  and  grave,  and  his  smile  appeared  on  it 
without  altering  that  character.  His  blue  eyes  alone  reveaied 
his  emotions,  by  taking  on  a  dark  colour  like  that  of  the  sea. 
which  while  it  remains  quiet  nurses  the  tempest  which  is  brooding 
in  its  depths.'  * 

Under  this  spell,  Anita  in  a  moment  gave  away  for 
ever  her  heart,  her  soul,  and  her  life. 

There  was  no  hope  that  her  other  suitor  would  forgo 
his  claim,  favoured  as  it  was  by  her  father,  and  since  in 
those  rough  times  and  lands  possession  was  nine  points  of 
the  law.  Garibaldi,  a  few  nights  later,  came  back  and 
carried  her  off  on  board  his  ship,  under  the  protection  of 
his  guns  and  mariners.  The  story  of  that  cutting-out  ex- 
pedition has  never  been  told  in  any  further  detail,  nor  is  it 
possible  to  say  whether  secrecy  sufficed  or  whether  force 
was  necessary. 

Such  was  the  beginning  of  a  love  story  of  nearly  ten 
years  of  married  life  which  none  of  the  world's  famous 
legends  of  love  surpass  in  romance  and  beauty.  But  it 
closed  in  the  tragedy  among  the  marshes  of  Ravenna. 
The  horrors  of  the  hour  when  she  died  in  his  arms,  a  martyr 
to  Italy  and  to  him,  for  awhile  darkened  his  spirit,  so  that 
he  failed  to  see  how  splendid  he  had  made  her  life,  how 
bright  was  the  place  her  life  and  death  would  take  in  his 
country's  history.  In  this  mood  he  bitterly  reproached 
himself — but  no  one  clearly  knows  for  what : 

■  I  had  come  upon  a  forbidden  treasure,  but  yet  a  treasure 
of  great  price.  If  guilt  there  was,  it  was  mine  alone.  And 
there  was  guilt.  Two  hearts  were  joined  in  infinite  love  ;  but 
an  innocent  existence  was  shattered.  She  is  dead ;  I  am 
wretched  ;    and  he  is  avenged,  yes,  avenged  !     On  the  day 

*  Dunne  told  Countess  Martinengo  Cesaresco  that  his  eyes  '  became 
intensely  black  when  he  was  excited.' 
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when,  vainly  hoping  to  bring  her  back  to  Ufe,  I  clasped  the  hand 
of  a  corpse,  with  bitter  tears  of  despair,  then  I  knew  the  evil 
I  had  wrought.     I  sinned  greatly,  but  I  sinned  alone.' 

The  publication  of  these  words  for  awhile  led  many  to 
suppose  that  Garibaldi  had  gone  off  with  another  man's 
wife.  But  the  evidence  of  his  South  American  friends,  the 
terms  of  his  marriage  certificate,  and  the  traditions  of  the 
Garibaldi  family,  have  made  it  clear  that  this  was  not  the 
case.  Anita  Riberas  was  about  to  be  married  against  her 
will  to  a  man  whom  she  did  not  love,  so  she  was  carried  off 
by  Garibaldi,  and  had  a  perfect  right  to  go  with  him.  But 
there  would  seem  to  be  some  mysterious  event,  hinted  at 
by  Garibaldi  in  these  words,  which  he  was  never  willing 
to  explain. 

Anita  and  her  lover  were  legally  married  as  soon  as  they 
returned  from  the  wilderness  to  civilisation,  at  Monte  Video, 
after  an  enforced  delay  of  more  than  two  years.*  Their 
sudden  resolve  to  cast  in  their  lot  together,  though  it  was 
the  rash  inspiration  of  a  moment,  was  approved  by  time. 
Neither  of  these  remarkable  persons  could  ever  have  married 
any  one  else  on  equal  terms.  The  elopement  with  Anita 
was  the  Sicilian  expedition  of  Garibaldi's  private  life ;  and 
for  Italy,  too,  he  had  won  a  heroine  and  a  story. 

She  was  not  by  birth  or  nature  an  Italian,  but  had  in 
her  veins  the  fighting  blood  of  the  race  that  ruled  on  horse- 
back the  deserts  of  Brazil.  It  had  been  the  custom  of  her 
father  to  take  her  about  with  him  on  his  fishing  and  hunt- 
ing expeditions.  This  Amazon  was  '  a  Creole  born,  but 
with  all  the  engaging  manners  of  the  senoritas  of  old  Spain. 
She  had  become,  from  the  habits  of  her  country,  a  splendid 
horse-woman,  and  it  was  a  sight  to  be  remembered,'^  wrote 
a  British  naval  officer,  who  saw  her  in  1846,  '  as  she  rode  a 
curvetting  animal  by  the  side  of  her  husband.'  Like  him, 
she  was  tender  as  well  as  brave,  and  her  only  uncontrolled 
passion  was  that  love  for  which  she  risked  her  life  so  often, 

*  The  marriage  certificate  is  dated  Church  of  St.  Francis  of  Assisi, 
Monte  Video,  March  26,  1842  {Guerzoni,  i.  152,  377-378). 
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and  lost  it  at  the  end.  She  was  an  excellent  mother,  except 
that  she  finally  chose  to  die  for  her  husband  rather  than  to 
live  for  her  children. 

Garibaldi's  companions  in  arms,  the  cultivated  Euro- 
peans in  the  Italian  campaign,  no  less  than  the  fighting 
men  in  South  America,  adored  her,  when  she  talked  with 
them  round  the  camp  fires,  when  she  nursed  them  in  sick- 
ness, and  when  she  rallied  their  breaking  ranks  on  the 
field  of  battle. 

So  these  two  sailed  away,  and  spent  their  honeymoon 
in  amphibious  warfare  along  the  coast  and  in  the  lagoons, 
fighting  at  close  quarters  against  desperate  odds.  In  her 
first  severe  action  Anita  was  knocked  down  on  deck  by  a 
cannon-ball,  on  the  top  of  three  dead  men.  Her  husband 
rushed  to  her  side,  but  she  was  already  on  her  feet,  and  as 
active  as  though  nothing  had  happened  to  discompose  her. 
On  another  occasion,  during  Garibaldi's  absence  on  shore, 
she  was  the  soul  of  the  battle  until  his  return. 

Before  long  they  were  ranging  the  hills  again,  far  in- 
land, at  the  head  of  the  Republican  armies. 

'  Anita  was  my  treasure,  and  no  less  zealous  than  myself 
for  the  sacred  cause  of  nations,  and  for  a  life  of  adventure. 
She  looked  upon  battles  as  a  pleasure,  and  the  hardships  of  camp 
life  as  a  pastime  ;  so  that,  however  things  might  turn  out, 
the  future  smiled  on  us,  and  the  vast  American  deserts  which 
unrolled  themselves  before  our  gaze  seemed  all  the  more  delight- 
ful and  beautiful  for  their  wildness.' 

What  spaces  of  earth  and  sky,  what  speed,  what  free- 
dom, what  glory  of  life  and  love  were  theirs,  as  they  galloped 
side  by  side,  and  slept  under  the  homely  stars. 

In  one  of  their  earliest  land  battles,  which  went  ill  for 
the  men  of  Rio  Grande,  she  was  captured  by  the  Imperi- 
alists, and  believed  that  Garibaldi  was  among  the  slain. 
She  obtained  leave  to  search  for  him,  and  turned  over  one 
corpse  after  another,  expecting  in  each  dead  face  to  see  the 
features  of  the  man  whom  she  loved.     When  she  found  that 
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he  had  not  been  left  on  the  field,  she  determined  to  effect 
her  own  escape  and  rejoin  him  at  all  hazards.  Slipping 
away  unnoticed  from  among  her  drunken  guards,  she 
plunged  into  the  tropical  forest  on  a  high-spirited  horse 
which  she  had  obtained  from  a  peasant,  crossed  sixty  miles 
of  the  most  dangerous  deserts  in  America,  alone,  without 
food,  swimming  great  rivers  in  flood  by  holding  on  to  her 
horse,  riding  through  hostile  pickets  at  the  passes  of  the 
hills  and  the  fords  of  the  streams,  who  took  the  wild  Amazon 
for  an  apparition  and  ran  away  in  panic.  After  four  days 
she  reached  Lages,  where  her  husband  soon  joined  her. 

Among  such  scenes  their  first  child  was  born  ;  they 
called  him  Menotti,  after  the  martyred  leader  of  the  Itahan 
revolutions  of  1831.  Between  their  elopement  and  his 
birth  they  had  had  no  rest  and  no  civilised  fife,  but  had 
been  wandering  over  the  sea  and  the  wilderness.  Anita 
had  been  present  at  several  battles,  and  endured  on  horse- 
back all  the  worst  hardships  of  campaigning  up  to  the 
time  of  her  confinement  (September  16,  1840).  Next,  she 
had  to  fly  into  the  wilderness  with  her  infant  of  twelve 
days  upon  the  saddle-bow.  She  and  Garibaldi  spent  the 
rainy  season  wandering,  with  dwindling  forces,  in  a  state 
httle  better  than  that  of  outlaws,  in  the  depth  of  the 
primaeval  forest,  where  alone  they  were  safe  from  the 
victorious  armies  of  Brazil.  Food  ran  short,  for  in  the 
forest  the  lasso  was  of  no  avail  ;  the  rain  fell  on  them 
unceasingly,  whether  they  marched  or  camped  ;  the  infant 
almost  died  of  cold. 

*  Anita,'  writes  her  husband,  '  was  in  constant  terror  at  the 
thought  of  losing  our  Menotti,  and  indeed  it  was  a  miracle 
that  we  saved  him.  In  the  steepest  parts  of  the  track,  and 
when  crossing  the  torrents,  I  carried  him,  then  three  months 
old,  slung  from  my  neck  by  a  handkerchief,  trying  to  keep  him 
warm  against  my  breast  and  with  my  breath.' 

This  sort  of  Robin  Hood  Ufe  could  not  go  on  for  ever, 
and  Garibaldi  perceived  that  he  must  choose  between  the 
service  of  Rio  Grande  and  his  duties  to  Anita  and  Menotti. 
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Remembering  that  Rio  Grande  was  not  the  land  that  had 
a  hen  on  his  life  and  family  and  everything  that  was  his, 
he  determined,  at  the  beginning  of  1842,  to  return  to  civi- 
lisation, and  seek  a  peaceful  home  in  Monte  Video,  the 
capital  of  the  Republic  of  Uruguay,  set  at  the  point  where 
the  ocean-going  ships  enter  the  Rio  de  la  Plata.  He  man- 
aged, on  his  way  thither,  to  lose  a  fine  herd  of  cattle,  the 
wages  of  his  six  years'  warfare,  arrived  at  Monte  Video  with 
nothing  in  the  world  besides  three  hundred  cattle  hides, 
not  a  dear  commodity  in  those  regions,  and  was  fain  to  earn 
a  precarious  Uvelihood  for  his  family  as  shipbroker  and 
teacher  of  mathematics.  But,  though  diligent,  he  was  not 
successful  in  the  arts  of  peace,  and  he  was  glad,  a  few  months 
later,  to  be  again  fighting  in  a  new  quarrel. 

Rosas,  the  celebrated  '  tjn-annos '  of  the  rival  Republic 
of  Argentina  (Buenos  Ayres),  on  the  other  side  of  the  Rio 
de  la  Plata,  threatened  Uruguay  (Monte  Video),  whose 
rulers  appealed  to  the  famous  stranger  within  their  gates. 
He  helped  to  make  them  a  navy,  and  taught  it  how  to  fight. 
But  that  was  not  all.  Monte  Video  contained  a  large 
foreign  population  of  French  and  Italians,  and  from  the 
latter  Garibaldi  raised  his  *  Italian  Legion,'  to  show  the 
jeering  Frenchmen  what  his  compatriots  could  do  in  war. 

This  Italian  Legion  of  Monte  Video  was  the  origin  of  the 
Garibaldians  proper.  It  was  the  first  considerable  body 
of  his  countrymen  whom  he  ever  commanded  on  land  ; 
most  of  the  men  were  poUtical  exiles  ;  it  was  they  who 
first  wore  the  famous  '  red  shirt ' ;  *   and  those  of  them  who 

*  The  reason  why  the  red  shirt  was  originally  chosen  for  the  Italian 
Legion  of  Monte  Video  is  not  known  with  certainty.  But  an  extremely 
probable,  because  very  prosaic,  solution  of  the  problem  is  as  follows : 

'  Its  adoption,'  writes  Admiral  Winnington-Ingram,  who  was  in  Monte 
Video  as  a  young  man  in  1846,  '  was  caused  by  the  necessity  of  clothing 
as  economically  as  possible  the  newly  raised  Legion,  and  a  liberal  offer 
having  been  made  by  a  mercantile  house  in  Monte  Video  to  sell  to  the 
Government,  at  reduced  prices,  a  stock  of  red  woollen  shirts  that  had  been 
intended  for  the  Buenos  Ayres  market,  which  was  now  closed  by  the 
blockade  established  there,  it  was  thought  too  good  a  chance  to  be  neglected, 
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Ccime  back  with  him  to  Europe  in  1848  imported  the  Gari- 
baldian  dress,  tradition,  and  methods  in  war  and  politics. 
The  idea  with  which  they  enUsted  was  to  fight  for  the 
liberties  of  Monte  Video  in  return  for  the  shelter  it  had 
given  them,  refusing  all  rich  rewards  ;  but  the  idea  behind 
was  to  prepare  for  another  struggle,  which,  as  Garibaldi 
said,  he  had  never  forgotten  even  '  in  the  depths  of  the 
American  forests.'  They  carried  '  a  black  flag  with  a 
volcano  in  the  midst — symbol  of  Italy  mourning,  with  the 
sacred  fire  in  her  heart ;  *  this  banner  can  to-day  be  seen 
in  the  Conservatori  Museum  on  the  Roman  Capitol. 

In  the  formation  and  training  of  this  force,  which  started 
a  tradition  afterwards  so  important  in  the  history  of  Europe, 
Garibaldi  was  assisted  by  the  veteran  patriot  Anzani,  to 
whom  he  deferred  more  than  to  any  other  man  in  the  course 
of  his  Ufe.  An  exile  from  his  country  since  182 1,  Anzani 
had  fought  for  liberty  in  Greece,  Spain,  Portugal,  and 
Brazil,  and  it  was  Garibaldi's  belief  that  if  he  had  lived  to 
fight  for  Italy  he  would  have  shown  the  world  that  he  was 
one  of  the  very  greatest  of  her  sons.  Another  of  his  most 
trusted  lieutenants  was  a  handsome  young  Milanese  exile  of 
the  name  of  Medici ;  having  served  his  apprenticeship  as  a 
warrior  of  Uberty  in  the  Carlist  wars,  he  had  been  in  England 
and  become  intimate  with  Mazzini,  and  had  now  come  to 
South  America  to  make  his  living  as  a  merchant  or,  as  he 
himself  afterwards  declared,  merely  because  of  weakness  in 
his  lungs  which  could  not  endure  the  English  climate.  But, 
arrived  in  America,  he  again  took  to  fighting,  attracted  by 
the  reputation  of  Garibaldi,  of  whom  he  had  heard  as  the 
rising  hope  of  the  Mazzinian  circle  in  Europe.  The  chief  at 
once  reposed  his  confidence  in  the  new-comer,  and  never 
had  reason  to  withdraw  it,  thoroughout  the  wars  and  revolu- 
tions of  many  famous  years. 

and  the  purchase  was,  therefore,  effected.  These  goods  had  been  intended 
to  be  worn  by  those  employed  ui  the  "  Saladeros,"  or  great  slaughtering 
and  salting  establishments  for  cattle  at  Ensenada,  and  other  places  in  the 
Argentine  provinces,  as  they  made  good  winter  clothing,  and  by  their 
colour  disguised  iii  a  measwe  the  Woody  work  the  men  bad  in  hand,' 
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The  Italian  Legion  saved  Monte  Video.  They  took  the 
leading  part  in  the  battles  close  round  the  capital,  when,  in 
1843  and  again  in  1846,  the  enemy  pressed  the  siege  hard. 
At  other  times  they  were  pre-eminent  as  the  heroes  of  the 
distant  war  along  the  banks  of  the  Uruguay  River,  where 
unnumbered  herds  of  cattle  and  horses  wandered  at  liberty 
over  the  vast  ranches  of  the  gauchos,  the  magnificent  but 
half-savage  patriarchs  of  that  rich  wilderness.  The  left 
bank  of  the  river  was  preserved  for  Monte  Video  in  the  early 
part  of  1846,  by  a  few  hundred  of  the  Italian  infantry 
under  Garibaldi,  who  defeated  Rosas'  linesmen,  and  formed 
an  impregnable  rock  amid  the  swarms  of  wild  gaucho  horse- 
men, who,  armed  with  spears,  sabres,  and  lassos,  carried 
on  the  war  between  the  two  Republics.*  The  most  notable 
of  these  actions,  fought  against  immensely  superior  numbers, 
was  the  battle  of  Sant'  Antonio,  near  Salto  (February,  1846), 
the  fame  of  which  spread  to  Europe. 

During  these  wars  of  Monte  Video,  Anita  stayed  in  the 
capital  and  minded  her  growing  family.  She  proved  as 
admirable  a  mother  and  housekeeper  as  she  had  been  a 
warrior ;  it  was  a  hard  struggle  against  poverty,  for  her 
husband  always  shared  what  little  he  had  with  others, 
while  at  the  same  time  he  refused  the  rewards  of  land, 
rank  and  wealth,  eagerly  proffered  by  the  state  which  he 
had  saved.  In  1843  one  of  the  most  respectable  merchants 
of  Monte  Video  called  the  attention  of  the  Minister  of  War 
to  the  fact  that 

'  in  the  house  of  Garibaldi,  the  commander  of  the  Italian 
Legion  and  of  the  national  fleet,  the  man  to  whom  Monte 
Video  owed  its  life  from  day  to  day,  no  light  was  lit  after  sun- 
down, because  candles  were  not  comprised  in  the  soldier's 
ration,  the  only  thing  Garibaldi  had  to  Hve  on.     The  Minister 

•  Garibaldi  writes  in  his  memoirs  :  '  I  have  heard  our  lads  (in  Europe) 
cry  "  Cavalry,  cavalry  !  "  and,  I  am  ashamed  to  say,  throw  down  their 
arms  and  fly,  often  at  a  false  alarm.  Cavalry !  Why,  the  Itahans  at  Sant' 
Antonio  and  the  Dayman  (battles  on  the  Uruguay)  laughed  at  the  first 
cavalry  in  the  world,  though  in  those  days  they  had  nothing  but  bad  flint- 
lock guns.' 
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thereupon  sent,  by  his  aide-de-camp,  G.  M.  Torres,  a  hundred 
patacconi  (500  francs)  to  Garibaldi,  who,  keeping  half  this  sum, 
gave  back  the  other  half  in  order  that  it  should  be  sent  to  the 
house  of  a  widow,  who,  according  to  him,  had  more  need  of  it. 
Fifty  patacconi  (250  francs)  was  the  only  money  that  Garibaldi 
had  from  the  RepubUc.  While  he  remained  among  us  his 
family  Uved  in  poverty  ;  he  was  never  dressed  differently  from 
the  soldiers  ;  often  his  friends  had  to  resort  to  subterfuges 
to  make  him  change  his  worn-out  clothes.  He  had  all  the 
inhabitants  of  Monte  Video  for  his  friends  ;  never  was  a  man 
there  more  universally  loved,  and  it  was  only  natural.' 

Of  this  period  several  stories  are  told,  as  humorous  as 
they  are  touching  :  how  the  saviour  of  Monte  Video  came 
home  one  evening  wrapped  up  to  the  chin,  having  given  away 
his  only  shirt  to  an  old  legionary  who  had  even  more  need  of 
it  than  he  ;  how  Anita  was  almost  weeping,  one  day,  to  find 
that  the  last  three  little  coins  had  vanished  from  the  recess 
where  she  kept  the  family  horde,  tiU  her  warrior  confessed 
that  he  had  stolen  them  to  buy  their  little  girl  a  toy,  and 
Teresita  herself  appeared  in  the  doorway  brandishing  the 
trophy  in  exculpation  of  the  offender ;  how  he  appeared 
one  day  on  parade  with  his  golden  locks  close  shorn,  because 
the  universal  and  passionate  adoration  of  him  by  the  ladies 
of  Monte  Video  distressed  Anita,  and  he  had,  for  her  rehef, 
despoiled  his  beauty. 

Garibaldi  often  visited  his  friends  of  the  British  Lega- 
tion, but  they  noticed  that  he  always  came  late  at  night, 
until  at  last  one  of  them  ventured  to  say  to  him  :  '  Why 
do  you  not  come  in  the  daytime  ?  You  are  always  sure  of 
a  welcome  here.'  Garibaldi  in  reply  flung  back  his  poncho, 
and  revealed  the  scanty  condition  of  his  clothing ;  though 
he  might  at  that  period  have  been  weU  oif ,  he  was  living  in 
rags  rather  than  take  the  money  of  the  struggling  Republic. 

Towards  the  end  of  his  residence  in  Monte  Video  he 
refused  rewards  of  land  from  the  Government,  and  per- 
suaded his  Legionaries  to  endure  this  self-chosen  poverty, 
partly  as  an  example  of  Republican  virtue,  much  needed  in 
those  latitudes,  and  partly  in  order  that  they  should  always 
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be  morally  free  to  throw  up  their  engagements  and  return 
to  Italy  at  the  shortest  possible  notice.  Garibaldi  was 
getting  ever  more  impatient  to  be  gone.  He  always  retained 
a  warm  feeling  for  the  people  of  Uruguay  as  '  a  very  lovable 
people  '  {ben  euro  popolo),  but  he  was  beginning  to  see 
through  their  politicians.  The  sordid  personal  ambitions, 
never  far  below  the  surface  in  South  American  affairs,  soon 
showed  themselves  in  such  a  way  that  even  Garibaldi, 
with  all  his  idealisation  of  a  Republic  battling  for  freedom, 
could  no  longer  be  blind  to  them. 

Ever  since  his  landing  in  America,  whenever  he  was 
not  buried  in  the  wilderness,  Garibaldi  had  been  in  con- 
stant touch  with  '  Young  Italy,'  corresponding  under  his 
old  association  name  of  '  Borel.'  And  now,  as  the  'forties 
rolled  by,  the  Montevidean  exiles  listened  year  by  year 
ever  more  eagerly  to  the  news  sent  by  their  friends  in 
Italy  and  in  London.  In  1844  they  heard  that  the  Italian 
tricolor  had  been  raised  in  the  Neapolitan  kingdom  by 
Attilo  and  Emilio  Bandiera,  and  that  the  two  gallant 
brothers,  together  with  Ricciotti,  had  been  taken  and  shot. 
Garibaldi  gave  his  younger  son  the  name  of  Ricciotti. 

But  then,  in  1847,  came  other  news.  The  liberal  and 
national  movement  had  swelled  so  high  that  it  had  pene- 
trated even  palace  walls.  Under  the  name  of  Pio  Nono,  a 
reforming  Pope  had  come  to  the  throne  ;  Savoy  and  Tuscany 
were  moving  towards  constitutionalism.  It  was  hoped  that 
the  whole  land,  governors  and  governed  alike,  would  soon 
be  arming  for  a  national  crusade  against  the  Austrians  in 
Milan  ;  and  in  December  1847  Garibaldi  lived  in  the  ex- 
pectation, which  now  seems  strange  indeed,  that  the  Pope 
or  the  Grand  Duke  of  Tuscany  would  employ  him  to  expel 
the  foreigner  from  the  Lombard  plain. 

Already  the  names  of  Garibaldi  and  his  Italian  Legion 
were  household  words  with  patriots  at  home.  The  fame 
of  Garibaldi's  achievements  had  been  diligently  nursed  by 
Mazzini's  secret   agencies,  and,  in  these   latter  months  of 
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freedom,  by  the  newly  emancipated  press  of  Tuscany,  Rome, 
and  Savoy.  Thus,  in  May  1848,  while  Garibaldi  was  actually 
crossing  the  ocean,  a  Dutch  artist,  named  Koelman,  was 
sitting  in  a  cafe  in  Rome,  when  he  heard  an  Italian  say, 
'  Garibaldi  is  coming  back  from  Monte  Video  !  '  '  Who  is 
Garibaldi  ?  '  said  the  foreigner ;  and  forthwith  supplied 
himself,  for  a  few  coppers,  with  a  pamphlet,  adorned  by 
a  portrait  of  the  eagerly  expected  chief,  recounting  his 
adventures  and  wars  in  the  western  world.  Incredulity 
was  the  first  impression  produced  upon  the  artist  by  a  story 
so  sensational ;  for  he  could  not  believe  that  heroes  of 
romance  still  existed,  or  that,  if  they  did,  they  coiild  have 
any  effect  upon  modern  Europe.  A  year  afterwards  the 
unbeliever  was  constrained  by  love  of  this  very  Garibaldi 
to  risk  his  life  in  defence  of  a  country  that  was  not  his  own, 
and  he  has  left  to  posterity  a  book  which  contains  a  living 
portrait  of  the  man  whom  he  learnt  to  adore. 

So  the  Garibaldian  legend  was  already  planted  in  Italy 
when  Anita,  with  her  children,  landed  at  Genoa  in  the 
spring  of  the  year  of  revolutions,  welcomed  to  her  new 
country  by  an  enthusiastic  crowd  of  citizens  cr5dng  Vivas 
for  Garibaldi  and  '  our  Garibaldi's  family. '  * 

A  few  months  later,  after  heart-breaking  delays  caused 
by  the  fears  of  the  Monte videan  Government  and  the 
English  merchants  about  the  defence  of  the  State,  Gari- 
baldi himself  followed  in  the  ship  Speranza,  with  the  fighting 
men,  somewhere  between  sixty  and  a  hundred  in  number. 
He  had  sent  over  his  wife  and  children  first  to  safe  quarters, 
because,  not  knowing  the  course  that  Italian  politics  had 
taken  in  the  first  months  of  1848,  he  was  prepared  to  have 
to  land  his  troops  in  the  territories  of  hostile  governments, 
and  to  meet,  very  possibly,  the  fate  of  the  Bandieras. 

The  Speranza  set  sail  on  April  15,  1848,  four  weeks 
after  the  population  of  Milan  had  risen  and  driven  Radetzky 
and  his  20,000  Austrians  out  of  the  city,  in  five  days  of  the 

*  The  three  children  were  Menotti,  Ricciotti,  and  Teresita.  Rosita  had 
died  in  America,  to  the  inexpressible  grief  of  her  parents. 
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hardest  and  most  glorious  street-fighting  in  the  annals  of 
revolution.  But  Garibaldi  and  his  companions  did  not 
know  of  these  actions,  as  their  ship  moved  on,  day  by  day 
and  night  after  night,  through  the  lonely  Atlantic.  They 
only  knew  that  they  were  going  '  towards  the  attainment  of 
the  passion  and  desire  of  their  lives.* 

'  That  thought  was  the  abundant  reward  for  the  perils, 
hardships,  and  sufferings  incidental  to  a  life  of  tribulation. 
Our  hearts  beat  high  with  lofty  enthusiasm.  If  the  right  hand, 
hardened  in  battles  far  away,  had  been  strong  in  an  ahen  cause, 
what  will  it  not  be  for  Italy  ?  ' 

And  so  these  men,  joyfully  self -de  voted,  sailed  to  their 
graves  and  their  glories  in  that  ship.  Since  they  were  alone 
upon  it,  with  no  unbelievers  there  to  mock  their  ceremonies, 
every  time  that  the  sun  went  down  in  ocean  they  stood  up  in 
a  circle  on  the  deck,  and  '  sang  for  evening  prayer  a  patriotic 
hymn.'  Thus  from  the  fulness  of  their  pure  hearts  did  those 
men,  about  to  die,  salute  their  mother.  Her  past  and 
future  sang  in  unison.  Old  Anzani,  type  of  the  proto- 
martyrs  who  had  given  their  lives  for  no  meed  of  fame  or 
thanks  in  the  bitter,  stifled  years  gone  by,  himself  sick  to 
death,  joined  feebly  in  the  chant  with  the  young  generation 
who  were  hastening  as  willing  victims  to  a  more  conspicuous, 
but  not  a  more  noble,  sacrifice.  And  with  the  other  voices 
blended  the  low,  rich  voice  of  the  deliverer  to  be — till  the 
song,  without  an  audience,  died  upon  the  waters'  waste. 


CHAPTER  III 
Italy's  failure  in  1848* 

'  What  bloom  of  hope  was  there  when  Austria  stood  like  an  iron  wall, 
2nd  their  own  ones  dashing  against  it  were  as  little  feeble  waves  that  left 
a  red  mark  and  no  more  ?  ' — George  Meredith  [Vittoria,  chap.  xvi.). 

V/hen  Garibaldi  left  Monte  Video,  in  April  1848,  he  was  still 
ignorant  of  the  events  which  had  revolutionised  Italy  in 
the  opening  months  of  the  year.  Fearing  that  the  govern- 
ments in  every  State  of  the  Peninsula  might  after  all  prove 
to  be  on  the  side  of  '  order,'  he  was  prepared  to  run  ashore 
somewhere  south  of  Leghorn,  on  the  wooded  Tuscan  coast, 
and  raise  the  tricolor  standard  in  the  wilderness,  unless  he 
received  further  advices  from  Mazzini,  with  whom  he  had 
made  arrangements  to  communicate  on  his  arrival  in 
European  waters. 

With  such  resolute  purpose  Garibaldi  and  his  comrades 
had  already  sailed  past  the  British  sentinels  into  the  Mediter- 
ranean, before  news,  which  had  for  some  time  been  stale 
in  Europe,  met  them  out  at  sea,  changing  the  whole  character 
of  their  expedition,  and  causing  them  to  reshape  their 
course  for  Piedmontese  territory.  The  tidings,  which  they 
first  gleaned  from  a  passing  vessel,  were  confirmed  and 
amplified  when  they  touched  at  a  little  port  town  on  the 
east  coast  of  Spain  to  procure  fresh  supplies,  chiefly  for 
the  benefit  of  the  dying  Anzani.  Garibaldi  thus  describes 
the  scene  : 

'  Captain  Gazzolo,  commanding  the  Sperama,  went  ashore, 
and  quickly  returned  on  board  with  news  to  turn  the  heads 

*  For  this  Chapter  see  Map  I.,  p.  19  above, 
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of  men  far  less  enthusiastic  than  ourselves.  Palermo,  Milan, 
Venice,  and  a  hundred  sister  cities,  had  brought  about  the 
momentous  revolution.  The  Piedmontese  army  was  pursuing 
the  scattered  remnants  of  the  Austrian  ;  and  all  Italy,  replying 
as  one  man  to  the  call  to  arms,  was  sending  her  contingents  of 
brave  men  to  the  holy  war.  The  efiect  produced  on  all  of  us 
by  this  news  may  be  better  imagined  than  described.  There 
was  a  rushing  on  deck,  embracing  one  another,  raving,  weeping 
for  very  joy.  Anzani  sprang  to  his  feet,  excitement  over- 
powering his  terrible  state  of  weakness.  Sacchi  absolutely 
insisted  on  being  taken  from  his  berth  and  carried  on  deck. 
"  Make  all  sail  !  "  was  the  general  cry.  ...  In  a  flash  the 
anchor  was  weighed  and  the  brigantine  under  sail.' 

And  so,  on  June  21,  they  arrived  at  Nice,  *  no  longer 
exiles,  no  longer  forced  to  fight  for  the  privilege  of  land- 
ing '  on  their  '  native  shores.'  The  whole  city  raged  with 
joy  round  the  man  who  had  stolen  away  fourteen  years 
before,  under  sentence  of  death,  and  Garibaldi,  who  had 
little  knowledge  of  the  real  state  of  the  Peninsula,  imagined 
that  he  was  landing  to  take  part  in  the  campaign  that  should 
decide  for  ever  the  liberation  of  Italy.  All  was  hope  and 
happiness,  for  here,  too,  he  found  Anita  and  his  children 
safely  awaiting  him,  and  his  old  mother  whom  he  loved  so 
well  and  had  not  seen  for  so  long.  Perhaps  it  was  the  last 
time  in  his  life  that'  he  was  altogether  contented.  '  Cer- 
tainly my  position  was  an  enviable  one,'  he  writes  of  that 
day.  '  I  am  deeply  touched,  remembering  those  sweet 
emotions  which  were  to  end  so  quickly  and  so  painfully.' 

The  first  grief  that  clouded  the  Italian  sky  for  Garibaldi 
was  the  immediate  death  of  Anzani,  the  only  man  in  his 
company  who  was  in  some  sense  his  equal,  '  that  truly 
great  Italian,  for  whom  all  Italy  should  by  rights  have 
mourned.  I  never  knew,'  he  wrote,  '  a  more  capable  and 
honourable  man,  or  a  soldier  of  loftier  character.' 

The  greatest  of  that  first  generation  of  Garibaldians  who 
had  shared  their  chief's  early  struggles  in  America,  Anzani, 
on  his  death-bed  at  Genoa,  spoke  his  famous  word  to  Medici, 
the  representative  of  the  young  men  who  lived  to  achieve 


52     GARIBALDI'S  DEFENCE  OF  ROME 

the  glories  of  Sicily  and  Naples.  Some  dispute  had  already 
cirisen  :  '  Do  not/  said  the  dying  patriot  to  Medici,  '  do  not 
be  too  hard  on  Garibaldi :  he  is  a  man  of  destiny  ;  a  great 
part  of  the  future  of  Italy  depends  on  him,  and  it  will  be  a 
grave  error  to  abandon  him.' 

Next  day  the  old  patriot  was  dead  ;  '  his  body  was  carried 
through  Liguria  and  Lombardy  to  be  buried  in  the  grave 
of  his  fathers,  at  Alzate,  his  native  place.'  He  had  been 
an  exile  from  Italy  for  twenty-seven  years,  but  when  he 
died  at  last  upon  her  soil  he  must  have  felt  certain  of  her 
approaching  liberation. 

The  good  news  which  had  met  Garibaldi  on  the  coast 
of  Spain,  although  it  was  true,  or  at  least  had  been  true 
at  one  moment,  was  not  the  whole  truth.  Nine-tenths  of 
the  soil  of  Italy  was,  indeed,  in  the  power  of  national  and 
constitutional  governments,  but,  although  each  monarch 
had  yielded  more  or  less  to  the  call  of  his  subjects  for  con- 
stitutionahsm,  neither  Ferdinand  of  Naples  nor  Leopold 
of  Tuscany,  nor  even  Pio  Nono — whose  accession  had 
given  the  first  impulse  to  the  movement — had  the  least 
intention  of  abdicating  their  thrones  in  favour  of  Italian 
unity.  The  instinct  of  self-preservation  made  them  jealous 
of  King  Charles  Albert  of  Piedmont,  who  had  abandoned 
his  reactionary  policy  in  order  to  head  the  national  crusade 
against  his  Austrian  neighbour  in  the  Lombard  plain,  and 
was  already  in  a  sense  bidding  for  the  crown  of  Italy,  which 
his  son  was  to  forge  and  wear.  The  chant  du  depart  of  the 
students  and  workmen  starting  for  the  battle-fields  of  the 
north  could  not  fail  to  sound  ominously  in  the  ears  of  the 
Pope,  the  Grand  Duke,  and  the  Neapolitan  King,  who  em- 
ployed the  executive  power  in  the  States  of  the  south 
and  centre,  not  in  organising  the  national  crusade,  but 
in  damping  its  ardours,  thwarting  the  departure  of  the 
volunteers,  and  preparing  for  reaction  at  home.  Their 
attitude  towards  the  national  struggle  against  Austria 
recalled  the  hstless  inactivity  of  Louis  XVL,  or  the  open 
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enmity  displayed  by  his  consort  in  the  first  great  storm  of 
revolutionary  war ;  but,  whereas  that  policy  was  fatal  to 
Louis,  and  not  to  France,  the  similar  policy  of  these  mon- 
archs  proved  immediately  fatal  to  Italy,  and  only  after  a 
dozen  years  recoiled  on  themselves. 

And  so,  when  Garibaldi  disembarked,  it  was  true  in 
theory  rather  than  in  practice  that  a  pan-Italian  war  was 
being  waged  against  Austria  on  the  Lombard  plain.  But 
at  least  the  struggle  in  the  North  engrossed  the  thoughts  of 
reactionaries  and  Liberals  in  every  part  of  Italy,  for  all 
knew  that  their  own  fate  was  involved  in  the  fate  of  Milan, 
the  key  by  which  alone  Austria  could  lock,  or  Piedmont 
unlock,  the  whole  Peninsula.  Then,  as  in  the  time  of 
Rivoli  and  Marengo,  as  afterwards  in  the  time  of  Magenta 
and  Solferino,  the  battles  lost  or  won  at  the  foot  of  the 
Alpine  passes,  and  in  the  vineyards  of  the  great  northern 
plain,  decided  what  must  be  the  approaching  fate  of  Naples, 
Florence,  and  the  Papal  territories. 

If  the  Italians  had  then  been  united  in  purpose  and 
in  policy,  as  they  were  in  1859,  they  could,  without  aid 
from  France  or  any  other  country,  have  hoisted  the  Aus- 
trians  over  the  Brenner  Pass  in  the  early  summer  of  1848. 
For  they  were  not  at  that  moment  fighting  an  Empire,  but 
only  an  army.  Austria-Hungary  had  gone  to  pieces,  Hun- 
garians and  Bohemians  had  established  their  independence, 
and  even  the  Viennese — for  centuries  the  bulwark  of  loyalty 
to  the  Hapsburg — were  expelling  the  Emperor  from  his 
capital.  While  the  central  fortress  of  Mettemich's  Euro- 
pean policy  was  being  stormed  by  the  mob,  France  and 
Germany  were  in  the  hands  of  revolutionists,  and  a  flood, 
not  like  that  of  1792,  flowing  eastward  from  France,  but 
spontaneously  rising  in  every  quarter  from  a  thousand 
wells,  submerged  the  landmarks,  palaces,  and  steeples  of 
old  Europe. 

Driven  out  of  Milan  by  the  heroism  of  its  citizens, 
Radetzky  had  at  the  end  of  March  fallen  back  into  the 
famous  '  Quadrilateral,'  the  four  great  fortresses  of  Verona, 
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Mantua,  Peschiera  and  Legnago,  which  guarded  the  mouth 
of  the  Brenner  Pass,  and  formed  Austria's  tete  de  pont, 
whence  she  could  debouch  into  Italy.  Here,  in  the  Quad- 
rilateral, the  old  order  stood  magnificently  at  bay.  North 
of  the  Alps  the  Austrian  Empire  had  ceased  to  exist,  but 
it  lived  in  the  camp  of  Radetzky,  where  Hungarians,  who 
in  their  own  country  were  Kossuthites  hostile  to  the  Em- 
peror, were  only  eager  to  slay  his  enemies.  The  habits 
engendered  by  discipline,  the  fraternal  bonds  of  esprit  de 
corps,  and  above  all  that  ignorant  contempt  for  the  Italians 
indigenous  in  the  transalpine  barbarian — a  feeling  old  as 
Attila,  old  as  Brennus — gave  to  Radetzky 's  troops  a  unity 
which  was  wanting  to  their  assailants.* 

That  want  of  unity  was  felt  everywhere  and  in  every- 
thing. It  was  not  merely  that  the  governments  of  Tuscany, 
Rome,  and  Naples  succeeded  in  making  the  volunteers 
from  two-thirds  of  the  Peninsula  comparatively  few  and  of 
no  great  service.  The  whole  North  was  engaged  in  the 
war,  but  the  North  itself  was  divided  by  factions.  It  was 
split  between  the  monarchical  party,  who  wanted  all  the 
liberated  provinces  to  vote  at  once  for  '  fusion  '  with  Pied- 
mont, and  the  Republicans,  who  looked  to  achieve  Italian 
unity  through  a  federation  of  democratic  States.  There 
was  local  jealousy  between  the  cities,  who  had  not  accepted, 
or  at  least  had  not  assimilated,  the  new  idea  of  national 
union  ;  and,  worst  of  all,  there  was  a  widespread  incapacity 
for  organisation  and  war,  inevitable  in  the  first  months  of 
liberty  among  a  people  whose  natural,  native  chiefs  had  so 
long  been  excluded  from  participation  in  government  and 
forced  to  be  idle  slaves  or  secret  conspirators. 

But,  in  Venice,  Manin  had  already  shown  that  Italy 
possessed  at  least  one  great  man  of  action.  By  marvellous 
audacity  and  wisdom  the  inspired  lawyer  procured  without 
bloodshed  the  withdrawal  of  the  Austrians  from  the  city. 
His  next  step,  the  proclamation  of  the  Venetian  Republic, 

*  The  patriotic  part  of  the  Italian  conscripts  had  deserted  from  the 
Austrian  army. 
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though  it  did  much  to  inspire  emulation  of  former  glories, 
did  not  make  for  unity  of  spirit.  It  drove  Charles  x\Ibert 
into  premature  intrigues  for  the  formal  annexation  to  Pied- 
mont of  territories  which  were  still  the  seat  of  a  doubtful 
war  with  Austria,  and  this  policy  in  turn  irritated  the  strict 
Mazzinians,  a  small  but  important  body  who  could  not 
forget  that  this  king  had  once  sought  to  take  their  lives, 
and  had  succeeded  in  taking  the  lives  of  the  dearest  friends 
of  their  youth.  Meanwhile  the  Provisional  Government  of 
Milan,  distracted  by  these  political  intrigues,  and  wanting 
in  practical  ability,  mismanaged  the  business  of  its  war 
department,  and  wasted  and  wearied  the  fervour  of  the 
Lombard  volunteers,  out  of  sheer  incapacity  ;  while  the 
Piedmontese  military  authorities,  suspicious  of  democratic 
enthusiasm,  and  professionally  contemptuous  of  irregular 
troops,  thwarted  the  volunteer  movement  with  deliberate 
intent. 

Charles  Albert  had  indeed  one  instrument  ready  sharp- 
ened in  his  hand,  the  splendid  regular  army  of  Piedmont, 
a  match  for  the  Austrians  by  the  highest  professional 
standards.  But  even  this  he  could  never  muster  enough 
resolution  to  use  in  a  straight  home-thrust.  In  March  he 
wasted  the  first  precious  days  after  the  rising  of  Milan, 
while  the  retreating  Austrians  might  have  been  cut  to 
pieces  before  they  reached  the  shelter  of  the  Quadrilateral ; 
in  May  he  ordered  a  retreat  from  the  half-won  battle  of 
Santa  Lucia,  near  Verona,  and  then  continued,  with  that 
strange  moral  timidity  in  war  which  was  so  much  in  con- 
trast to  his  physical  courage,  to  let  one  opportunity  after 
another  pass  by. 

Such  was  the  state  of  things  when  Garibaldi  arrived  at 
the  royal  headquarters  at  Roverbella  (July  3,  4)  and  loyally 
offered  his  sword  to  Charles  Albert.  He  was  then,  and 
remained  all  his  life,  a  Republican  ;  but  then,  as  later, 
he  was  ready  to  fight  for  popular  government  under  other 
forms  preferred  by  the  majority  of  his  countrymen,  rather 
than  blast  the  hopes  of  the  nation  by  creating  divisions 
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— a  more  truly  democratic  view,  perhaps,  than  intransigent 
sectarianism.  If,  in  1848,  Victor  Emmanuel  had  been  in 
his  father's  place,  he  would  have  welcomed  Garibaldi  with 
open  arms,  and  Cavour  would  have  known  how  to  exploit 
'  the  hero  of  Monte  Video  '  for  all  he  was  worth,  to  rekindle 
through  him  the  failing  enthusiasm  of  the  volunteers,  and 
to  reunite  the  Democratic  parties  to  the  throne.  But 
Charles  Albert  (or  his  constitutional  ministers,  for  it  is 
difficult  to  apportion  the  responsibility)  thought  it  enough 
to  show  courtesy  to  the  pardoned  traitor  of  1834,  ^.nd  his 
services  were  rejected  by  Piedmont.  Garibaldi  thereupon 
took  a  commission  under  the  incompetent  Provisional 
Government  of  Milan,  and  was  sent,  with  a  few  badly 
armed  and  ill-chosen  men,  to  Bergamo,  where  he  had  neither 
time  nor  opportunity  to  create  the  least  diversion  before 
the  disaster  fell  on  the  main  army. 

On  July  25  the  royal  forces  were  defeated  at  Custoza, 
in  spite  of  their  valour  and  good  conduct,  owing  to  bad 
generalship  and  the  breakdown  of  the  commissariat.  The 
army  was  not  destroyed,  nor  even  routed  ;  but  in  the  next 
ten  days  it  was  forced  back  from  one  point  to  another,  in  a 
series  of  ill-conducted  and  bravely-contested  engagements, 
until  it  was  finally  driven  into  Milan.  There  this  most 
unhappy  king  had  enough  sympathy  with  the  people  to 
be  exquisitely  sensitive  to  the  hatred  which  he  had  called 
down  on  himself  by  disappointing  all  the  national  hopes 
and  handing  back  the  gallant  Milanese  to  the  tyranny  from 
which  they  had  freed  themselves  in  March  without  his  aid. 
On  the  day  that  the  enraged  populace  besieged  him  in  the 
Greppi  Palace,  his  friends  could  see  how  pure  and  deep 
were  his  sufferings. 

'  He  was  on  foot,  deadly  pale,  and  aged  in  face  and  figure 
(writes  Delia  Rocca).  He  held  his  sword  tight  under  his  arm, 
and,  when  he  saw  me,  said,  "  Ah,  men  cher  La  Rocca,  quelle 
journ6e,  quelle  journ6e  !  "  I  shall  never  forget  the  tone  of  his 
voice.' 

On  August  5,  he  was  compelled  to  surrender  Milan  to 
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the  Austrians,  partly  because  the  Provisional  Government 
there  had  neglected  to  make  any  preparations  for  defence, 
or  even  for  feeding  their  Piedmontese  allies. 

■  The  army  evacuated  the  city  during  the  night.  A  few 
desperate  men  fired  on  the  soldiers,  as  they  sadly  defiled  through 
the  streets.  But  disaster  had  broken  down  the  misunder- 
standing ;  more  than  half  the  population,  it  was  estimated, 
fled  with  the  army,  indignant  at  Austrian  rule  ;  and,  tenderly 
assisted  by  the  soldiers,  the  terror-stricken  citizens  thronged 
the  roads  to  Piedmont.' 

By  their  heroic  '  five  days  '  of  street  fighting,  in  March, 
the  Milanese  had  won  less  than  five  months  of  liberty  ;  but 
they  had  registered  a  claim  upon  the  future,  and  Austrian 
rule  was  henceforth  too  odious  ever  again  to  seem  a  legal 
and  settled  government.  Italian  unity  had  failed  to  materi- 
alise because  Italians  were  not  yet  united  in  heart  and 
mind,  and  the  failure  had  been  the  more  sure  and  rapid, 
because  the  man  who  alone  could  have  saved  the  situation 
lacked  all  the  political  and  all  the  military  qualities  of  a 
Pater  Patrice.  But  if  Charles  Albert  was  not  the  father  of 
his  country,  he  was  the  father  of  Victor  Emmanuel. 

When,  four  days  after  the  evacuation  of  Milan,  the 
famous  Armistice  was  signed  between  Piedmont  and  Austria, 
it  was  scarcely  unnatural,  though  it  was  unjust,  in  the 
Democrats  to  think  that  the  king  had  betrayed  the  national 
cause  by  making  peace,  when  his  army  was,  as  they  be- 
heved,  intact — when  it  certainly  had  not  been  destroyed. 
And  least  of  all  men  could  Garibaldi,  and  those  who  had 
come  with  him  from  Monte  Video  to  sell  their  lives  for 
Italy's  freedom,  be  content  to  lay  down  their  arms  before 
they  had  seen  a  shot  fired  in  anger.  Kings  had  betrayed 
them  ;  let  them  appeal  to  the  peoples.  The  king  had 
made  peace  to  save  his  crown  ;  let  them  proclaim  a  '  people's 
war.'  In  this  mood  the  Garibaldians  carried  on  a  RepubU- 
can  campaign  against  Austria  in  the  Alps.  Mazzini  for 
some  days  had  accompanied  the  troops  as  standard-bearer. 
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carrying  a  flag  inscribed  with  his  own  famous  watchword 
'  God  and  the  People  '  {Dio  e  Popolo),  but  he  soon  left  for 
Switzerland.  In  the  short  time  since  Garibaldi's  landing  at 
Nice,  Mazzini  and  he  had  had  their  first  quarrel,  the  origin 
of  great  things  for  Italy  in  years  to  come. 

The  little  campagin,  a  personal  and  political  protest 
rather  than  a  real  war,  was  waged  for  two  or  three  weeks 
in  the  mountain  villages  round  the  south  of  Lakes  Maggiore 
and  Varese.  Next  to  their  leader,  his  young  lieutenant, 
Medici,  distinguished  himself  and  won  the  soldiers'  con- 
fidence. By  the  end  of  August,  Garibaldi  was  driven  across 
the  Swiss  border,  but  not  before  he  had  displayed  to  his 
countrymen  his  genius  in  guerilla  warfare,  and  so  ensured 
for  himself  the  enthusiastic  attachment  of  the  Democrats 
in  every  State  of  Italy.  The  affairs  at  Luino  and  Morazzone 
were  his  first  exploits  on  Italian  soil,  and  with  them  the 
last  efforts  to  expel  the  foreigner  in  the  year  1848  came 
to  an  end.  The  Austrian  had  recovered  all  his  Lombard 
and  Alpine  territories,  and  was  already  preparing  the  long 
siege  of  Manin  and  his  Venetians  in  their  island  city.* 

*  In  spite  of  his  comparatively  cold  reception  by  Charles  Albert  at 
Roverbella,  Garibaldi  had  not,  upon  the  whole,  reason  to  complain  of  his 
treatment  by  the  Piedmontese  authorities.  The  false  and  even  dangerous 
position  in  which  they  had  been  placed  in  relation  to  the  victorious  Aus- 
trians  by  his  refusal  to  be  bound  by  the  armistice  in  August,  would  have 
supplied  a  less  patriotic  government  with  ample  excuse  for  closing  the 
frontier  against  him  when  he  came  back  a  month  later  from  Switzerland. 
But  they  allowed  him  to  return  and  take  up  his  quarters,  unquestioned, 
among  his  own  people  at  Nice.  There  were,  indeed,  men  in  high  places 
in  Charles  Albert's  service  who  already  imderstood  his  value.  '  I  have 
visited  Garibaldi,'  wrote  General  La  Marmora  in  September ;  '  he  has  a 
fine  face,  rough,  but  frank.  I  am  ever  more  persuaded  that  in  good  hands 
he  would  be  useful.'  '  He  threw  himself  among  the  Republicans  to  fight, 
and  because  his  services  were  refused.  I  do  not  believe  he  is  a  Republican 
in  principle.  It  was  a  great  error  not  to  use  him.  When  there  is  another 
war,  he  is  a  man  to  employ.     Garibaldi  is  no  common  man.' 
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CONDITION  OF  THE  ROMAN  STATES  UNDER  THE  PAPACY, 
1815-46 — PIO  NONO  AND  THE  REFORM  MOVEMENTS, 
1846-48 

'  Pur  nell'  Ausonia  ancor  egra  e  acciecata 
Passeggian  tnici  le  adorate  larve. 
Passeggian  truci,  e  '1  diadema  e  il  manto 
De'  boreali  Vandali  ai  nepoti 
Vestendo,  al  scettro  sposano  la  croce  ; 
Onde  il  Tevere  e  1'  Amo  a  te  devoti, 
Liberty  santa  Dea,  cercan  la  foce 
Sdegnosamente  in  suon  quasi  di  pianto.' 

Ugo  Foscolo — Ode,  Bonaparte  Liberator e,  1797. 

Thus  the  redemption  of  Italy,  which  could  be  effected  only 
by  the  defeat  of  the  Austrians  in  the  North,  was  postponed, 
by  the  disunion  of  her  children,  for  another  decade.  Al- 
though it  was  a  grievous  thing  that  ten  more  years  of 
suffering  in  common  were  wanted  to  teach  all  ItaUans  that 
they  had  but  one  cause,  yet  it  was  well,  perhaps,  that  good 
generalship  or  French  interference  did  not,  in  1848,  give 
them  independence  before  they  were  ripe  for  union.  For  if 
independence  had  come  to  the  different  States  of  Italy 
without  union,  independence  itself  would  have  been  less 
stable  and  of  less  value.  As  yet  the  Papacy,  with  its 
scarcely  challenged  claim  to  reign  over  the  centre  of  the 
Peninsula,  stood  morally  and  geographically  in  the  way  of 
amalgamation  ;  even  Liberals  and  Nationalists  had  not  yet 
completely  envisaged  the  obligation  to  destroy  the  temporal 
power,  but  dreamed,  instead,  that  they  would  make  it 
Liberal,  But  events  were  to  take  place  in  the  twelve 
months  that  followed  Custoza,  which  for  ever  divided  the 
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Papacy  from  the  national  cause,  and  prepared  the  minds 
of  the  Pope's  subjects  to  throw  off  his  allegiance,  and  to 
merge  themselves  in  one  great  Kingdom  of  Italy. 

In  order  that  the  reader  may  understand  how  it  came 
about  that,  a  few  months  after  the  Austrians  had  driven 
Mazzini  and  Garibaldi  over  the  passes  into  Switzerland, 
they  were  shining  before  Europe  as  the  rival  Dioscuri  of 
a  Roman  Republic,  it  is  necessary  to  give  some  preliminary 
account  of  the  new  scene  and  the  new  actors,  of  the  Roman 
States,  and  the  various  regions,  classes,  and  parties  which 
they  embraced  within  their  limits. 

The  Roman  States,  as  a  glance  at  the  map  {at  end  of 
hook)  will  show,  stretched  from  sea  to  sea,  including  the 
Tiber  and  its  confluents  on  the  south-west  of  the  Apennine 
watershed,  and  on  the  north-eastern  side  the  great  plain 
of  the  Romagna,  in  the  angle  formed  by  the  Adriatic  and 
the  Po.  This  seaward  plain  of  the  Romagna,  studded  with 
famous  cities  like  Bolgona,  Forli,  Rimini,  Ravenna,  and 
tilled  by  a  comparatively  prosperous  peasantry,  was  cut 
off  by  the  highest  range  of  the  Apennine  mountains,  and 
distinguished  by  the  nature  of  its  soil  and  scenery  and  by 
the  character  of  its  people  from  the  arid,  backward  and 
poverty-stricken  Tiber  regions,  where  lay  the  seat  of  the 
Pontifical  Government. 

The  origin  of  the  unnatmral  subjection  of  the  Adriatic 
seaboard  to  the  rule  of  Rome  lay  remote  in  the  history  of 
the  dark  ages.  Romagna  and  the  Marches,  answering  re- 
spectively to  the  *  Exarchate  of  Ravenna '  and  the  '  Pentap- 
olis,*  had  been  the  last  pieces  of  Itahan  soil  preserved  by 
the  decaying  Empire  seated  at  Byzantimn.  When,  in.  the 
eighth  century,  the  Lombards  snatched  these  territories 
from  the  feeble  clutch  of  the  successors  of  Augustus,  the 
Pope  called  in  the  Prankish  kings,  who  rescued  the  cities 
of  the  Exarchate  and  Pentapolis  from  the  Lombards,  and 
made  them  over  to  the  only  power  that  seemed  any  longer 
to  represent  the  Roman  Empire  in  Italy,  namely,  '  To  the 
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Roman  Republic,  to  St.  Peter  and  to  his  Vicars  the  Popes 
of  Rome  for  ever.' 

From  that  time  forward  the  Romagna  had  been  re- 
tained, in  theory  at  least,  by  the  Pope,  and  at  the  close  of 
the  Middle  Ages  it  had  fallen  completely  under  his  sway, 
by  the  chance  of  war  and  diplomacy.  But  it  belonged, 
by  what  the  French  Jacobins  called  '  the  law  of  nature,' 
either  to  North  Italy  or  to  itself  alone.  Napoleon,  who 
in  his  youth  had  a  keen  eye  for  realities,  especially  in  his 
ancestral  land  of  Italy,  recognised  this  fact,  and  as  early 
as  1797  joined  the  Romagna  to  the  States  which  he  was 
creating  in  the  Po  valley.  For  nearly  twenty  years  before 
Waterloo  the  Romagnuols  had  enjoyed,  not  indeed  liberty, 
but  enUghtened  government  by  Italian  laymen  trained  on 
the  French  model,  the  best  code  of  laws  then  in  Europe, 
and  a  system  of  education  that  was  modem  instead  of 
mediaeval,  military  and  official  instead  of  clerical.  It  was 
during  this  French  occupation  that  the  seeds  of  religious 
scepticism  were  sown,  and  the  scientific  ideas  of  the  En- 
cyclopaedists became  familiar  to  the  educated  classes.  The 
Napoleonic  flame  was  not  a  pure  light,  but  in  Italy  it  broke 
like  the  day  on  those  who  sat  in  great  darkness.* 

But  the  French  rule  did  at  least  one  injury.  It  swept 
away  the  last  remnants  of  municipal  independence  within 
the  old  Papal  dominions,  f  In  mediaeval  times,  though  the 
Pope's  claims  extended  from  sea  to  sea,  yet  in  practice  not 
only  the  cities  of  the  Romagna,  but  the  Umbrian  hill  towns 
of  Perugia,  Assisi,  and  at  one  time  Orvieto,  had  to  all 

•  Napoleonic  rule  was  a  revelation  even  to  the  more  intelligent  of  the 
Italian  nobles.  For  instance,  it  started  the  Liberal  tradition  of  the  Paso- 
lini,  one  of  the  noble  families  of  the  Romagna  ;  we  read  that  '  the  frequent 
military  displays  at  Milan,  added  to  all  the  important  discussions  on  civil 
government  which  he  had  heard,  chiefly  through  his  imcle,  then  in  con- 
stant communication  with  the  Emperor  and  his  ministers,  had  great  in- 
fluence on  the  mind  of  Pietro  Desiderio,  and  made  him  a  Bonapartist  in 
his  opinions,  so  that  he  never  ceased  to  regret  and  to  praise  the  "  Code 
Napoleon,"  and  he  was  all  his  life  a  Liberal  in  politics.* 

t  Urabria,  and  Rome  itself,  were  annexed  to  the  French  Empire  in 
1809. 
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intents  been  sovereign  communities.  In  the  days  of  their 
independence  the  towns  of  Central  Italy  flourished  exceed- 
ingly ;  they  became  famous  for  saintship,  learning,  and  art, 
homes  of  St.  Francis,  of  Sigismondo  Malatesta's  scholar 
court,  of  Perugino  and  Raphael.  But  they  wasted  their 
life  blood  in  mutual  wars  and  internal  feuds  till,  in  the 
fifteenth  and  sixteenth  centuries,  one  by  one  they  fell, 
exhausted  by  their  sins,  imder  the  long  punishment  of  the 
Papal  rule.  That  government,  which  soon  afterwards  be- 
came an  embodiment  of  the  principles  of  the  Jesuits  and 
the  Inquisition,  effectually  extinguished  the  vigour  and 
learning  of  the  Renaissance,  together  with  the  political  and 
civil  liberties  of  laymen.  But  a  few  vestiges  of  local  self- 
government  lingered  on  until  the  French  occupation,  when 
Napoleon  swept  them  away  as  relics  of  a  system  not  his 
own.  After  Waterloo,  when  only  what  was  bad  in  the 
ancien  regime  was  restored,  the  loss  of  the  old  municipal 
independence  was  for  the  time  felt  as  a  great  evil,  although 
the  ground  was  thereby  left  all  the  more  clear  for  national 
union. 

Napoleon's  rule  had  not  been  popular,  but  the  memory 
of  it  soon  caused  the  Papacy  to  be  hated.  The  evils  of  the 
clerical  government,  perhaps  never  so  real,  were  certainly 
never  before  so  much  felt  as  between  1815  and  1846,  and 
they  were  felt  most  deeply  and  resented  most  effectually 
in  the  Romagna.  The  Romagnuol  peasantry,  a  proud  race 
of  fine  physique  and  noble  bearing,  were  always  among  the 
first  ItaUans  to  resent  oppression,  whether  that  of  French 
Republicans,  Austrians,  or  priests.  Their  virile  qualities 
had  marked  them  out  as  the  best  soldiers  in  Napoleon's 
Italian  regiments,  and  Byron,  when  he  lived  at  Ravenna, 
loved  to  take  a  canter  '  among  the  peasantry,  who  are  a 
savage,  resolute  race,  always  riding  with  guns  in  their 
hands.'  But  the  town  population  of  the  Romagna  pre- 
sented, perhaps,  a  still  finer  type.  Ravenna  and  Rimini — 
which  had  each  in  a  different  period  of  history  been  world- 
renowned  as  a  centre  of  civilisation,  art,  and  learning — and 
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above  all  Bologna,  with  its  University  and  its  European 
fame  as  one  of  the  chief  cities  of  Italy,  became,  after  the  fall 
of  Napoleon,  strongholds  of  the  most  undoubted  Liberalism 
in  the  Peninsula, 

Over  this  Romagnuol  community,  proud  of  its  past 
traditions,  and  struggling  towards  modem  progress,  the 
palsied  hand  was  now  again  stretched  from  beyond  the 
Apennines  ;  again  there  was  the  '  clutch  of  dead  men's 
fingers  in  live  flesh.'  The  rule  of  the  Pope  was  repre- 
sented in  the  '  Legations '  of  the  Romagna  by  Cardinal 
Legates,  who  were  not  properly  responsible  to  the  central 
government,  which  they  often  flouted,  and  were  not  respon- 
sible at  all  to  their  subjects,  whom  they  oppressed  at  pleasure, 
being  able  in  time  of  revolt  to  call  in  the  Austrian  troops 
from  across  the  border.  '  The  Turks  would  be  better,'  was 
a  saying  in  which  the  Romagnuols  summed  up  their  opinion 
of  the  government. 

Although  the  scandal  and  anarchy  were  worst  in  the 
Romagna,  because  there  the  resistance  was  hottest,  the 
principles  on  which  the  Cardinals  governed  the  Legations 
were  the  principles  on  which  the  priestly  government  was 
carried  on  everywhere  throughout  the  Papal  States.  Edu- 
cation, frowned  on  as  a  design  of  the  Liberals  to  revolu- 
tionise the  State,  was  so  successfully  discouraged  that,  in 
1837,  it  was  calculated  that  two  per  cent,  of  the  rural 
population  could  read,  and  not  very  much  more  of  the 
dwellers  in  the  towns.  What  education  there  was  remained 
under  the  special  survefllance  of  the  priestly  rulers,  affording 
a  subject  of  unedif5dng  discussion  between  them  and  their 
police.  In  the  Universities,  where  most  of  the  teaching 
had  to  be  given  in  Latin,  there  was  no  fear  of  its  being  too 
modem  ;  political  economy  was  a  forbidden  subject,  while 
Dante,  modern  literature,  and  the  theory  that  the  earth 
moved  round  the  sun,  were  all  suspect,  and  sometimes 
[prohibited.  Anyone  supposed  to  belong  to  the  dangerous 
[class  of  '  thinkers  '  was  shadowed  by  the  police,  even  if 
le  had  nothing  to  do  with  politics.     The  same  vague  dis- 
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trust  of  everything  not  mediaeval  led  Gregory  XVI.  to 
prohibit  the  intrusion  of  railways  and  telegraphs  into  his 
dominions. 

The  press  was  under  a  rigorous  censorship,  which  ex- 
cluded most  books  and  newspapers  of  any  importance, 
whether  Italian  or  foreign.  So  far  was  clerical  vigilance 
carried,  in  1845,  that  even  the  newspapers  of  the  British 
Islands  were  divided  into  classes  according  to  their  degrees 
of  impiety,  and  '  all  the  Protestant  and  so-called  Tory 
papers  '  were  placed  under  the  ban. 

The  hfe,  freedom,  and  property  of  no  one  who  was  not 
a  friend  to  Government  had  any  real  security  in  the  Papal 
States.  Long  lists  of  suspects  were  handed  about  between 
the  officers  spiritual  and  temporal,  whose  functions  over- 
lapped in  the  most  amazing  way.  The  houses  of  the  suspects 
were  perpetually  being  searched,  and  their  daily  goings 
out  and  in  were  watched  and  reported.  If  evidence  was 
lacking,  cardinals  did  not  stick  at  ordering  trivial  cir- 
cumstances to  be  tortured  into  proof,  and  certainly  the 
lower  officials  had  small  scruple  in  obeying  the  spirit  of 
their  instructions.  Strange  commands  were  issued  to 
the  citizens  of  this  Church-State,  sometimes  to  individuals, 
or  sometimes  to  thousands  at  a  time  ;  as,  for  example,  that 
they  should  keep  within  doors  between  sunset  and  sunrise, 
or  not  go  out  at  night  without  a  lantern  ;  that  they  should, 
under  compulsion,  '  perform  their  spiritual  exercises  for 
three  days  in  a  convent  chosen  by  the  bishop,'  or  confess 
once  a  month  before  an  approved  confessor.  Cruel  punish- 
ments were  enacted  for  neglect.  The  situation  of  a  '  thinker  ' 
driven  into  the  confessional  by  the  poUce  must  have  had 
piquancy.  What  did  gentlemen  in  this  interesting  position 
confide  to  the  holy  fathers  ? 

Heresy,  so  far  as  it  existed,  was  no  more  tolerated  than 
infideUty.  Even  the  English,  in  the  hey-day  of  their  power 
and  reputation  on  the  Continent,  were  not  allowed  a  church 
in  Rome,  but  had  to  be  content  to  worship  in  a  building 
outside  the  Porta  del  Popolo.      The  cosmopoHtan  artist 
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community,  which  afterwards  took  its  part  in  defending 
Republican  Rome  against  the  Pope,  loved  in  those  earlier 
days  to  stroll  on  Sunday  morning  in  the  Piazza  del  Popolo, 
to  see  the  English  famiHes  marching  out  of  the  gate  with 
firm  tread  and  Bible  under  arm,  to  this  humble  shrine  of 
their  proud  national  worship. 

Throughout  the  States  fines  were  imposed,  inns  and 
cafes  closed,  civil  rights  withdrawn,  at  the  whim  of  the 
officials.  There  was  no  pretence,  as  in  England  at  the 
same  period,  that  postal  letters  would  not  be  opened,  and 
their  contents  communicated  to  all  Governments  concerned. 
Worst  of  all,  any  man  was  Uable — and  Uable  almost  in 
proportion  to  his  public  spirit  and  desire  to  improve  the 
lot  of  his  fellows — to  see  the  inside  of  the  secret  cells  of 
Pesaro,  or  of  the  fortress  which  rises  on  the  grim  rock  of 
San  Leo  in  the  heart  of  the  wildest  Apennines.  In  times 
when  the  Government  was  specially  alarmed,  the  forms  of 
civiUsed  justice  were  laid  aside,  as  when,  in  1821,  many 
hundreds  of  men  and  women  were  imprisoned  or  banished, 
without  trial  and  without  accusation ;  as  when,  in  1824  and 
1844,  Special  Commissions  were  estabUshed.  presided  over 
by  persons  of  the  worst  character,  who  judged  with  an 
indifference  to  all  rules  of  law,  and  punished  with  a  ferocity 
that  shocked  even  the  Europe  of  that  day.  Tied  up  by  ropes 
to  the  walls  of  filthy  prisons,  or  to  the  '  galleys '  of  Civitavec- 
chia, or  more  mercifully  executed  by  gibbeting  or  '  shooting 
in  the  back,'  the  Pope's  enemies  perished  and  were  forgotten. 

Under  such  a  regime,  secret  societies  were  the  only 
means  of  promoting  ideas  of  reform  in  the  State,  or  even  of 
freely  studying  literature  and  exchanging  views  on  ordinary 
subjects.  The  Italian  genius  for  this  kind  of  subterranean 
life  was  not  wanting  to  the  occasion,  and  the  Carbonari, 
the  Freemasons,  and,  later, '  Young  Italy,'  kept  alive  thought 
and  politics,  which  took  a  revolutionary  trend  answering 
in  violence  to  the  degree  of  repression. 

To  combat  the  Liberal  secret  societies  the  Papal  Govern- 
ment had  various  agencies ;    besides  the  regular  police- 
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officers,   there  were  the  Inquisition,*  the  priesthood,  the 
sbirri,  and  the  centurioni. 

No  one  could  say  in  the  Papal  States  where  the  temporal 
power  ended  and  the  spiritual  began.  The  spiritual  courts 
kept  a  large  proportion  of  ordinary  judicial  business  in 
their  hands,  and  in  the  secular  courts  the  clergy  occupied 
the  highest  places  on  the  bench.  Not  only  the  ministry 
at  Rome,  but  the  bureaucracy  throughout  the  States,  was 
filled  with  clergy,  and  these  secular  authorities  (if  they  can 
be  so  called)  were  in  the  closest  touch  with  the  purely 
spiritual  authorities,  and  were  constantly  suppHed  from  that 
source  with  personal  information  about  suspects. 

'  While  the  police  harried  the  people  in  their  daily  lives,  the 
Inquisition  collected  the  secrets  of  the  confessional,  and  launched 
its  spiritual  thunders  on  the  unconforming.  An  edict  is  extant 
by  the  Inquisition-General  of  Pesaro  in  1841,  commanding  all 
people  to  inform  against  heretics,  Jews,  and  sorcerers,  those 
who  have  impeded  the  Holy  Office,  or  made  satires  against  the 
pope  and  clergy.* 

A  bishop  would  receive  from  '  the  Director  of  Police ' 
Hsts  of  those  who  were  '  suspect '  in  his  diocese,  accompanied 
by  the  request  to  send  in  reports  of  discoveries  made  about 
them  through  the  spiritual  channels  at  his  command,  and 
delation  by  a  parish  priest  was  enough  to  bring  about  the 
disappearance  of  a  supposed  Liberal.  Under  such  a  system 
it  was  believed  then,  and  is  in  the  highest  degree  probable, 
that  political  and  religious  reasons  were  sometimes  only 
the  cloak  for  the  ruin  of  individuals  who  were  the  victims 
of  personal  jealousy,  or  stood  in  the  way  of  sinister  designs,  f 

*  In  1843  the  Inquisition  issued  an  edict  against  the  Jews  in  the 
Pontifical  States,  containing,  among  other  insolent  restrictions,  on  their 
personal  liberty,  the  provision  that  '  no  Israelite  shall  entertain  amicable 
relations  with  Christians ' ;  those  who  violate  this  mle  '  will  incur  the 
punishments  of  the  Holy  Inquisition.'  The  spirit  satirised  in  Browning's 
Holy  Cross  Day  was  still  very  much  alive  among  the  Papal  governors. 

t  Byron,  who  knew  persons  and  parties  at  Ravenna  extremely  well, 
and  .was  regarded  as  '  the  chief  of  the  Liberals,'  noticed  that  in  the  pro- 
scriptions (without  trial)  of  1821,  in  Ravenna  alone  ten  persons  suffered 
who  were  really  supporters  of  the  Government. 
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But  there  were  also  classes  of  lay  helpers  who  assisted 
the  ecclesiastics  to  perform  these  functions.  The  '  spies,' 
then  famiUar  figures  on  the  Continent  of  Europe,  as  they 
had  been  in  England  under  the  regime  of  Pitt,  were  the 
special  curse  of  Italy.  They  made  life  intolerable  by  their 
insolence,  ubiquity,  and  treachery ;  they  sat  with  men  at 
their  meals,  they  whispered  with  them  in  the  market- 
place ;  they  entered  the  lodges  of  the  Carbonari  and  helped 
to  hatch  the  plots  which  they  afterwards  betrayed.  Indeed, 
the  only  way  to  carry  on  the  secret  societies  at  all  was  to 
limit  the  activity  of  the  spies  by  putting  the  fear  of  death 
into  their  hearts.  Under  the  Papacy,  as  under  the  Czardom, 
assassination  was  the  only  means  of  self-defence  against  a 
government  which  not  only  did  not  protect  liberty,  property, 
or  life,  but  used  every  instrument  of  force  and  fraud  to 
deprive  men  of  the  simplest  rights  of  humanity.  But, 
for  all  that,  the  Carbonari  of  the  Romagna  were  greatly 
to  blame  for  the  regular  system  of  assassination  which  they 
carried  on — beginning  a  few  years  after  Waterloo — not 
merely  against  spies,  but  against  governors,  soldiers,  and 
police  ;  though  in  Italy  more  discriminating  weapons  were 
used  than  the  bomb,  that  chooses  its  victims  by  chance. 
Byron,  who  was  hand  in  glove  with  the  Carbonari,  and  hved 
during  the  winter  of  1820-21  in  daily  hopes  of  a  *  row,' 
eager  to  take  his  place  in  the  fighting-line,  was  disgusted 
by  the  system  of  assassination  which  his  allies  employed, 
sometimes  under  his  very  windows.  On  one  December 
night  he  caused  his  servants  to  carry  into  his  own  house  the 
dying  Commandant  of  Ravenna,  with  five  slugs  in  his  body, 
because  no  one  else  dared  touch  him,  as  he  lay  bleeding  in 
the  street,  for  fear  of  the  assassins.  A  generation  later,  not 
only  scrupulous  Liberals  like  Farini,  but  Orsini  himself — who 
afterwards  attempted  to  murder  Napoleon  III. — regarded 
the  assassinations  in  the  Romagna  as  wicked  and  harmful, 
and  helped  effectually  to  suppress  them. 

The  rulers,  at  any  rate,  did  not  regard  assassination  as 
wrong  in  itself,  for  they  employed  it  as  readily  as  their 
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opponents,  who  at  least  had  the  excuse  that  they  possessed 
no  other  weapon.  The  Papal  assassins,  organised  in  the 
Centurioni  bands,  an  offshoot  of  the  famous  San-Fedist 
society,  appeared  openly,  in  Romagna  and  the  Marches, 
assuming  the  name  and  uniform  of  Pontifical  Volunteers, 
while  in  the  other  parts  of  the  Papal  dominions  they  re- 
mained a  secret  society,  answering  to  the  Carbonari.  The 
San-Fedists,  who  protected  the  Holy  Faith  sometimes  by 
the  dagger  at  midnight,  sometimes  by  open  ruf&anism  in 
the  broad  day,  were  permitted  by  Government  to  *  beat  or 
kill,  at  their  pleasure,  any  man  dubbed  Liberal,  Freemason, 
or  Carbonaro,'  until,  to  neglect  attendance  at  mass,  or  even 
to  grow  one's  beard,  was  enough  to  expose  one  to  assault 
by  these  bravos.*  Thus  the  tradition  of  the  bloody  feuds, 
which  had  made  Ufe  intolerable  in  the  Italy  of  the  Middle 
Ages,  was  continued  in  the  Romagna  in  the  stabbing  and 
shooting  matches  between  the  Carbonari  and  Centurioni. 
Yet  it  is  only  fair  on  both  political  parties  to  remember  that 
the  blood-feud  was  custom  of  the  country  quite  apart  from 
politics :  the  peasantry,  whom  Bjn-on  loved  to  see  riding 
armed,  were  not  armed  for  mere  show,  but  because  at  any 
turn  of  the  road  they  might  meet  the  wrong  man.  f  In  view 
of  these  facts,  some  may  be  surprised  that  the  sporadic 

♦  The  wearing  of  beards  was  the  sign  of  advanced  principles ;  it  was 
prohibited  in  Sicily  as  late  as  the  time  of  the  Crimean  War,  when  the 
Sardinian  Consul  at  Trapani  had  to  invoke  his  consular  rights  to  save 
himself  from  being  forcibly  shaved  by  the  police. 

t  E.g.,  Byron's  letter  (February  14,  1821).  '  Heard  the  particulars 
of  the  late  fray  at  Russi,  a  town  not  far  from  this  (Ravenna).  It  is  exactly 
the  fact  of  Romeo  and  Giulietta — not  Romeo,  as  the  Barbarian  writes  it. 
Two  families  of  contadini  (peasants)  are  at  feud.  At  a  ball  the  yoimger 
part  of  the  families  forget  their  quarrel,  and  dance  together.  An*  old  man 
of  one  of  them  enters,  and  reproves  the  young  men  for  dancing  with  the 
females  of  the  opposite  family.  The  male  relatives  of  the  latter  resent  this. 
Both  parties  rush  home  and  arm  themselves.  They  meet  directly,  by 
moonlight,  in  the  public  way,  and  fight  it  out.  Three  are  killed  on  the 
spot,  and  six  wounded,  most  of  them  dangerously — pretty  well  for  two 
families,  methinks,  and  all  fact,  of  the  last  week.  Another  assassination 
has  taken  place  at  Cesena — ^in  all  about  forty  in  Romagna  within  the  last 
three  months.    These  people  retain  much  of  the  Middle  Ages.' 
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outburst  of  terrorism  that  greatly  marred  the  Democratic 
triumph  in  the  Roman  States  in  1848-49  were  not  even 
worse  than  they  actually  were,  and  that  it  was  found  pos- 
sible to  suppress  them  under  Mazzini's  regime  of  toleration 
and  liberty.  But  that  recipe,  if  combined  with  stem  justice 
to  murderers,  is,  in  truth,  the  only  sedative  in  such  cases 
of  chronic  inflammation. 

If  this  abominable  Government  had  only  been  the 
bayonet  rule  of  the  Austrian  veterans  themselves,  it  would 
have  been  less  shameful  to  endure.  But  the  system  which 
the  Austrians  were  again  and  again  caUed  in  to  re-estabUsh 
over  the  rebels  of  the  Romagna  was  not  miUtarism,  or  the 
rule  of  men  with  Uke  passions  to  the  governed,  but  the 
supremacy  of  that  strange  third  sex  which  the  Roman 
Church  creates  by  training  men  up  from  boyhood  in  a 
world  that  is  not  the  world  of  men.  To  Uve  under  the 
Austrians,  after  they  themselves  had  suppressed  rebellion 
in  fair  fight,  to  see  the  white-coats  scourging  the  prisoners 
they  had  taken  in  fight  and  the  women  who  were  the  prize 
of  war,  was  the  old  pain  of  the  world  known  to  captured 
Troy  and  Carthage.  But  to  be  first  knocked  down  by  the 
Austrians  and  then  put  back  to  live  under  the  direct  control 
and  daily  espionage  of  priests,  to  be  liable  to  imprisonment 
and  ruin  if  one  displeased  the  black  skirt,  was  worse  than 
pain.  It  was  as  though  some  indefinable  horror,  at  once 
monstrous  and  despised,  at  once  eerie  and  most  material, 
were  in  one's  house  and  lord  of  it.  We  English,  Hving  in 
a  land  and  in  a  generation  where  these  things  are  so  far  away, 
where  the  spiritual  guides  of  an  honourable  religious  minority 
claim  the  voluntary  obedience  to  which  they  have  a  perfect 
right,  since  it  is  voluntarily  given,  we  to-day  are  apt  to  be 
either  angry  or  amused  at  the  kind  of  physical  horror  which 
Garibaldi  and  his  Roman  followers  felt  for  the  priests  of  the 
reactionary  party.  But  if  we  honestly  try  to  put  ourselves 
into  their  place  and  time,  we  may  or  may  not  think  their 
expressions  exaggerated  ;  we  cannot  think  them  unnatiural. 

Such  was  the  government  of  the  Roman  States  from 
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Waterloo  to  1846,  culminating  in  the  proverbial  obscurant- 
ism of  Gregory  XVI.,  who,  elected  in  time  to  suppress  the 
movements  of  1831  with  the  utmost  cruelty,  misruled  for 
fifteen  years,  flouting  the  protests  of  the  French  and  English 
press,  and  putting  off  the  representations  of  the  Powers  of 
Europe  by  wUes  akin  to  those  of  the  Turk. 

Such,  at  least,  was  the  Papal  Power  as  it  presented  itself 
to  the  middle  and  artisan  classes,  and  to  the  more  intelligent 
and  prosperous  of  the  peasantry,  especially  in  the  Romagna. 
But  to  the  majority,  perhaps,  of  the  Pope's  subjects  his 
rule  appeared  in  a  different  light,  if  it  can  be  said  to  have 
appeared  to  them  in  any  light  at  all.  The  men  and  women 
of  the  Umbrian  Apennines  who,  bent  with  toil  and  withered 
by  starvation  and  poverty,  tilled  the  hills  of  olive  and  the 
valleys  thinly  clad  with  vines,  or  staggered  down  under 
burdens  of  brushwood  from  the  grey  mountains  above — or  the 
malaria-stricken  herdsmen  of  the  deserts  that  surrounded 
Rome — what  did  they  know  of  liberty,  or  what  was  it  to 
them  if  Italy  bled  ?  They  did  not  suffer  from  spies,  for 
they  had  no  politics.  The  censorship  was  no  grievance  to 
them,  for  they  could  not  read.  The  priest  was  lord  of  their 
lives,  but  he  was  their  only  visible  friend.  If  the  Catholic 
Church  tends  by  its  general  influence  to  keep  people  poor 
and  ignorant,  it  knows  how  to  sweeten  ignorance  and 
poverty.  Anyone  who  has  strayed  off  the  beaten  tracks  in 
Southern  Europe,  especiaUy  in  mountain  districts,  knows 
the  strange  beauty  and  pathos,  so  far  removed  from  any- 
thing English,  of  a  whole  community  living  a  kind  of  Ufe 
that  seems  as  old  as  the  hills  around  them — all  of  them  poor, 
all  struggling  unaided  by  modem  science  to  wring  the  daily 
pittance  from  the  unmastered  forces  of  nature,  while  in  their 
midst  one  poor  priest  and  one  poor  church  remain  as  the 
only  help,  the  only  symbol  of  the  larger  world  outside, 
and  of  ages  not  absolutely  pre-historic.  Such  isolated 
conditions  are  now  rapidly  disappearing,  though  a  few 
valleys  of  the  Italian  Alps  still  touchingly  show  the  type. 
But  in  the  first  half  of  the  nineteenth  century  the  Papal 
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States  were  a  preserve  of  such  communities.  The  very 
regime  which  checked  railways  and  prevented  the  develop- 
ment of  science  and  manufactures,  prolonged  for  many  a 
parish  priest  the  undisputed  mastery  of  the  hamlet.  As  a 
whole,  the  clergy  of  the  Roman  States  were  unfavourable 
specimens  of  their  profession  ;  but  no  one  can  doubt  that 
many  of  the  vUlage  priests  deserved  the  love,  as  certainly 
many  enjoyed  the  obedience,  of  their  feUow  poor. 

These  conditions  were  not  found  in  the  rich  plains  of 
the  Romagna ;  but  on  the  west  side  of  the  Apennines,  and 
especially  in  the  neighbcurhood  of  the  capital,  the  poverty 
and  superstition  of  the  people  and  the  power  of  the  priest 
were  very  great  indeed.  In  Rome  itself,  where  the  ignorance 
of  the  population  was  only  slightly  less  than  outside  the 
walls,*  devotion  to  the  Pope  was  the  predominant  feeling 
until  1847,  in  spite  of  some  vigorous  seeds  of  Liberalism. 
The  governors  of  Rome  still  knew  how  to  supply  the  popu- 
lace of  the  capital  with  a  modicum  of  panis  and  a  consider- 
able quantity  of  circenses. 

'  The  characteristic  note  of  this  period  was  struck  by  the 
feasts  and  holidays  which  were  celebrated  on  every  possible 
occasion.  Amidst  all  this  political  tyranny,  financial  bank- 
ruptcy, and  administrative  disorder,  the  populace  manifested 
a  sceptical  indifference  in  all  matters.  As  long  as  they  were 
able  to  enjoy  the  horse-races  in  Piazza  Navona,  varied  by 
boating,  for  which  purpose  the  Piazza  used  to  be  flooded  with 
three  feet  of  water,  and  the  spectacle  of  fireworks  and  balloon 
ascensions,  as  long  as  the  Pope  authorised  the  Carnival  orgies 
and  Ottohrate  (October  beanfeasts)  with  their  almost  pagan 
rites,  and  as  long  as  the  subventions  passed  on  by  the  convents 
and  the  ■  houses  of  the  Cardinals  to  the  indigent  classes  were 
sufficiently  substantial,  they  were  satisfied.' 

Napoleon's  rule  in  the  valley  of  the  Tiber  had  been 
shorter  (1809-14)  and  more  unpopular  than  in  the  Ro- 
magnuol  Legations.  His  dramatic  brutalities  against  the 
aged  Pius  VIL  had  done  more  to  increase  the  sentimental 

*  It  was  calculated  that  ten  per  cent,  could  read. 
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loyalty  of  the  Pope's  Umbrian  and  Roman  subjects  than 
any  benefits  conferred  by  the  brief  French  administration 
had  done  to  shake  it.  But  the  execrable  government  of 
the  thirty  years  after  Waterloo  forced  the  growth  of  dis- 
content and  secret  association  in  the  towns  and  larger 
villages  in  every  part  of  the  Papal  States.  Such  was  the 
state  of  things  when,  in  1846,  on  the  death  of  the  detested 
Gregory  XVI.,  Mastai  Ferretti  was  elected  to  the  chair  of 
St.  Peter,  and  took  the  name  of  Pio  Nono  (Pius  IX.). 

. ^  The  good  man,  who  was  to  illustrate  in  his  own  person 

the  ineffectual  tragedy  of  Liberal  CathoHcism,  exclaimed, 
when  he  heard  what  had  befallen  him  :  *  My  God,  they  want 
to  make  a  Napoleon  of  me,  who  am  only  a  poor  country 
parson  I  '  But  the  task  of  reconciling  the  mediaeval  and  the 
modem  world,  to  which  in  the  first  months  of  his  popedom 
he  addressed  himself  amid  the  grateful  applause  of  Europe, 
would  have  been  far  beyond  the  powers  of  Napoleon  him- 
self. All  that  Pio  Nono  could  contribute  to  the  solution 
of  the  impossible  problem  was  a  stock  of  mild  benevolence 
towards  everybody,  which  was  not  completely  exhausted 
until  he  had  been  some  two  years  on  the  uneasy  throne. 
He  recalled  the  exiles  ;  he  let  the  prisoners  out  of  the  secret 
cells  and  the  galleys  ;  he  gave  partial  freedom  of  speech  and 
press.  Then  he  looked  round  for  gratitude,  and  it  came  in 
floods  of  ecstatic,  demonstrative  Italian  humanity,  torch- 
light processions  and  crowds  kneeling  at  his  feet.  As 
though  to  add  to  his  popularity,  the  Austrians,  in  August 
1847,  occupied  Ferrara  as  a  protest  against  the  Liberal 
movement  in  his  territories.  The  cult  of  Pio  Nono  was  for 
some  months  the  reHgion  of  Italy,  and  of  Liberals  and  exiles 
all  over  the  world.  Even  Garibaldi,  in  Monte  Video,  and 
Mazzini,  in  London,  shared  the  enthusiasm  of  the  hour. 

But  that  was  the  high-water  mark  of  the  movement  for 
reconciling  the  Papacy  to  Liberalism,  for  Pio  Nono  had  not 
the  least  idea  what  to  do  with  the  situation  which  he  had 
created.  The  prisoners  whom  he  had  released,  the  press 
and  speakers  whom  he  had  set  talking,  the  exiles  returning 
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with  the  bitterness  that  exile  always  breeds,  quarrelled 
with  his  clerical  ministry  and  wanted  to  put  vigour  and  a 
democratic  spirit  into  the  approaching  war  so  as  to  expel 
the  foreigner  from  Italian  soil,  while  the  Pope  only  wished 
to  defend  his  northern  borders  against  the  encroachments 
of  the  Austrian  troops.  The  demonstrations  of  gratitude, 
which  so  much  embarrassed  him,  did  not  abate,  but  they 
gradually  changed  their  tone,  becoming  dictatorial,  then 
threatening,  and  finally  irresistible.  Throughout  1847  the 
agitation  raged  in  every  town  of  the  Papal  States,  against 
the  administration  which  was  still  unreformed,  and  the 
clerical  bureaucracy  which  was  still  in  power.  Only  the 
courage  and  effectiveness  of  the  governing  caste  were  gone, 
so  that  in  many  places  anarchy  succeeded  to  oppression, 
the  blood-feud  was  worse  than  ever,  and  the  sbirri  and  the 
San-Fedist  Centurioni,  being  more  exposed  to  the  popular 
vengeance,  were  fain  to  re-establish  their  waning  authority 
by  spasmodic  outbursts  of  terrorism. 

In  Rome  itself  the  conversion  of  the  people  from  sen- 
timental loyalty  to  the  Papacy  to  revolutionary  Liberahsm 
was  rapidly  carried  on  under  the  particularly  convenient 
form  of  the  cult  of  a  supposed  Liberal  Pope.  The  leader — 
one  might  say  the  creator — of  the  Roman  democratic  party 
was  the  good-natured  and  voluble  dealer  in  horses  and  wine, 
Angelo  Brunetti,  better  known  by  his  pet  name  Ciceruacchio, 
given  him  in  his  infancy  by  his  mother  and  her  gossips 
to  denote  his  plumpness,  for  which  throughout  life  he 
remained  famous.  '  A  man  of  the  people,'  handsome  and 
strong — half  Cleon,  half  Rienzi — deservedly  loved  by  his 
fellow-citizens  long  before  he  took  to  politics,  he  had  all 
the  characteristics  of  the  famous  Roman  wine-carriers,  who 
formed  a  democratic  aristocracy  or  close  caste  among  the 
picturesque  mediaeval  population  of  the  Rome  of  that  day. 
Ignorant,  simple,  enthusiastic,  humorous,  kind,  and  without 
guile  or  maUce,  Ciceruacchio  spoke  to  the  plebs  in  the 
natural  eloquence  of  the  Italian  market-place  ;  at  first  his 
theme  was  the  Pope's  goodness  (and  Pio  Nono  had  no  more 
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sincere  friend),  then,  as  the  months  went  by,  he  spoke  more 
of  the  evil  counsellors  at  the  good  Pope's  ear,  and  finally 
of  Rome's  ancient  greatness,  the  Republican  virtues  and 
victories  that  had  been  before  ever  the  Pope  was.  His 
audience,  whom  this  honest  and  really  simple  man  led  so 
subtly  towards  new  ideals,  consisted  largely  of  the  Tras- 
teverines,  who  were  to  Rome  what  the  Lazzaroni  were  to 
Naples,  its  most  characteristic  and  primitive  inhabitants. 
They  dwelt  in  those  famous  Tiber-side  slums,  crushed  in 
between  the  river  and  the  Janiculan  hiU,  where  the  early 
Christians  had  first  spread  the  faith  in  what  was  then  the 
poor  Jewish  quarter  of  the  Imperial  City.  The  modem 
dwellers  in  Trastevere,  until  Ciceruacchio  emancipated 
them,  were  more  proud  of  the  presence  of  the  Pope  in 
Rome  than  impatient  of  his  despotism.  During  the  dis- 
turbances of  1831  feeling  in  the  capital  had  been  on  the 
side  of  Government.  The  bad  reign  of  Gregory  XVI.  had 
done  much  to  prepare  men's  minds  for  change,  and  in  the 
early  months  of  Pio  Nono's  mild  regime  Liberalism  became 
prevalent  among  the  people  of  Rome. 

All  through  1847  the  agitation  continued,  and  the  Pope, 
as  his  wisest  friend  Rossi  remarked,  squandered  the  treasures 
of  his  popularity.  At  last,  when  the  news  of  the  grant  of 
Constitutions  in  Naples,  Tuscany,  and  Piedmont,  followed 
by  the  Revolution  in  Paris,  had  stirred  the  Roman  mob 
to  a  frenzy  of  emulation,  Pio  Nono,  in  March  1848,  was 
forced  to  concede  a  Fundamental  Statute,  which  did  not 
indeed  surrender  the  power  of  the  Pope  and  cardinals, 
but  associated  with  them  a  council  of  elected  deputies 
to  aid  them  in  their  legislative  functions.  There  was  a 
strictly  Umited  franchise,  and  it  was  confined  to  persons 
wilHng  to  profess  the  Catholic  faith.  At  the  same  time 
that  he  granted  this  not  very  satisfactory  charter,  Pio 
Nono  changed  his  clerical  ministry  for  one  in  which  more 
than  half  the  portfolios  were  held  by  laymen.  While  the 
Pope  was  making  these  concessions,  the  Austrians  were 
expelled  from  Milan  and  the  Lombard  war  began. 
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Two  months  later  a  more  Liberal  ministry  was  installed, 
in  which  Mamiani  was  the  leading  spirit.  If  he  had  been 
given  a  free  hand,  Mamiani  would  not  only  have  put  vigour 
into  the  war  in  Lombardy,  but  would  have  Hberahsed  the 
domestic  institutions  of  the  Papal  States,  and  thereby 
secured  them  from  absorption  in  a  united  Italy.  But  this 
would  have  involved  relegating  the  Pope  as  temporal  ruler 
to  a  status  similar  to  that  of  the  King  of  England — a  monarch 
who  reigns,  but  does  not  govern  ;  and  under  those  conditions 
Clericalism  would  have  had  to  come  to  terms  with  the 
people.  Consent  to  such  a  poUcy  would  have  marked  out 
the  Pope,  in  the  eyes  of  the  clergy  and  the  cardinals,  as  the 
enemy  of  what  they  called  religion.  Such  a  position  would 
have  been  impossible  for  the  head  of  the  Catholic  Church, 
and  would  not  have  lasted  for  long,  even  had  Pio  Nono 
desired  to  create  it.  But  he  had  no  such  wish.*  He  was 
growing  frightened  at  the  course  of  events,  angry  with  the 
Liberals,  fearful  of  estranging  the  German  CathoUcs,  and 
irritated  to  find  that  he  had  been  forced  against  his  wiU 
into  an  offensive  war  against  Austria.  As  some  12,000  of 
his  subjects  were  taking  the  field  in  his  name  in  Lombardy, 
he  cut  the  ground  from  under  their  feet  by  the  famous 
'  Allocution,'  of  April  29,  1848,  in  which  he  declared  that  the 
idea  of  waging  an  offensive  war  on  Austria  was  '  far  from 
his  thoughts.'  From  that  day  onwards  he  had  forfeited 
the  sympathy  of  all  good  Italians,  and  was  compelled  to 
rely  more  than  ever  on  the  support  of  the  clericals  and 
San-Fedists. 

Then  came  Custoza,  followed  by  the  Austrian  recovery 
of  Milan,  and  the  end  of  the  Lombard  war  (August).  Im- 
mediately the  democratic  movement  broke  out  in  Central 

*  Mrs.  Browning,  in  1848,  wrote  in  Casa  Guidi: — 
'  But  only  the  ninth  Pius  after  eight. 

When  all's  praised  most.     At  best  and  hopefullest. 
He's  Pope — we  want  a  man  !  his  heart  beats  warm. 

But  like  the  Prince  enchanted  to  the  waist, 
He  sits  in  stone  and  hardens  by  a  charm 
Into  the  marble  of  his  throne  high-placed.* 
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Italy  in  wild  agitation  and  alarm.  The  Moderates  were 
discredited,  having  failed  to  carry  with  them  the  Pope  and 
the  Tuscan  Grand  Duke.  The  supposed  betrayal  of  the 
national  cause  by  Charles  Albert  at  Milan  made  all  forms 
of  monarchy  suspect.  A  crusade  of  national  repubhcan 
defence  against  Austria  was  preached  by  the  extremists  of 
the  clubs,  who  found  ready  Usteners  at  that  juncture  in  the 
average  Liberal,  both  in  Tuscany  and  the  Papal  States. 
Now,  if  ever,  the  Mazzinian  ideals  would  control  the  real 
course  of  events. 

Such  was  the  state  of  things  in  Central   Italy  when 
Garibaldi,  in  October  1848,  appeared  upon  the  scene. 


CHAPTER  V 

THE  DEMOCRATIC  PROTEST  IN  CENTRAL  ITALY,  OCTOBER 
1848-FEBRUARY  1849 — MURDER  OF  ROSSI — FORMATION 
OF  garibaldi's  legion — THE  ROMAN  REPUBLIC  * 

'  Yet,  Freedom  !  yet  thy  banner  torn,  but  flying. 
Streams  like  the  thunderstorm  against  the  wind.' 

Childe  Harold,  iv. 

In  the  autumn  of  1848,  Garibaldi,  having  returned  from 
his  brief  campaign  in  the  Alps  to  the  Piedmontese  Riviera, 
was  looking  round  for  some  other  scene  to  which  he  and 
his  companions  could  carry  the  '  People's  War.'  His  eye 
fell  first  upon  Sicily,  still  in  arms  against  its  king.  Fer- 
dinand II.,  King  of  Naples  and  Sicily,  having  by  force  and 
fraud  recovered  his  absolute  power  on  the  mainland,  was 
attempting  to  reduce  the  rebeUious  island  by  those  methods 
of  Turkish  barbarism  which  won  him  the  cognomen  of 
Bomha.'\  The  residuary  of  the  name  and  traditions  of 
the  great  house  of  Bourbon,  Ferdinand  stands  in  history 
as  the  type  of  what  all  tyranny  must  come  to  at  the  last ; 
from  Louis  XIV.  to  Bomba  the  step  is  not  so  long  as  it 
seems.  In  1851,  after  he  had  re-established  his  power 
in  every  part  of  his  dominions,  he  drew  down  on  himself 
the  terrible  visitation  of  Gladstone,  and  was  pilloried 
before  Europe  in  the  '  Letters  to  the  Earl  of  Aberdeen.' 
But  he  died  upon  the  throne,  and  it  was  his  son  who,  in 
i860,  was  chased  out  of  his  kingdoms  by  Garibaldi. 

*  For  this  Chapter  see  large  map  of  Central  Italy  at  end  of  book. 

t  Bomba  means  '  a  shell.'  He  won  the  name  by  the  destruction  of 
Messina  by  bombardment,  accompanied  by  massacre  of  the  inhabitants 
without  respect  to  age  or  sex,  September  1-7,  184.S. 

77 
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Eleven  j^ears  and  seven  months  before  the  hour  approved 
by  fate,  Garibaldi  for  the  first  time  sailed  from  Genoa  to 
liberate  Sicily  (October  1848).  He  had  with  him  some 
seventy  companions,  of  whom  more  than  half  had  come 
with  him  from  South  America ;  since  most  of  them  were 
officers,  they  were  prepared  to  enlist  and  command  a 
legion,  but  were  not  sufficiently  numerous  to  take  the 
field  themselves  before  they  had  recruited  a  force  to  follow 
them.  On  the  way  to  Sicily  they  touched  at  Leghorn, 
where  the  populace  so  strongly  urged  Garibaldi  to  land  with 
his  men  that  he  consented  to  come  on  shore,  and  thence- 
forth, for  one  eventful  year,  was  involved  in  the  war  and 
politics  of  Central  Italy.* 

Garibaldi,  in  yielding  to  the  prayers  of  the  Democrats 
of  Leghorn,  had  felt  that  Sicily  was  too  far  from  the  real 
scene  of  action,  that  the  fate  of  the  island  could  not  affect 
the  fate  of  the  peninsula,  but  that  Ferdinand's  power 
might,  on  the  other  hand,  be  given  its  mortal  wound  by 
a  march  on  Naples.  He  had  not  been  disembarked  many 
hours  before  he  sent  a  characteristic  telegram  to  the  Grand 
Duke's  Ministers  at  Florence,  asking  them  whether  they 
would  put  him  at  the  head  of  the  Tuscan  forces  to  operate 
against  the  Neapolitan  Bourbon — *  Yes  or  no  ;  Garibaldi.' 

Another  reason  against  proceeding  to  so  remote  a 
point  as  Sicily  was  that  the  war  against  Austria  in  the 
North  might  be  renewed  at  any  moment.  Already  Pied- 
mont, meditating  a  denunciation  of  the  armistice  and  a 
rush  on  Milan,  had  begun  to  negotiate  for  the  aid  of  Tuscany 
and  Rome.  But  the  ministers  of  the  Pope  and  of  the  Grand 
Duke,  representing  for  the  moment  the  Moderate  party,  were 
more  anxious  to  keep  down  the  Democrats  at  home  .than 
to  enter  on  a  perilous  crusade  in  Lombardy ;  it  was,  how- 
ever, doubtful  if  they  could  resist  the  cry  of  the  town 
populations  for  war.     The  position  was  the  more  strained 

*  Anita  had  sailed  from  Genoa  with  her  husband,  but  returned  to  her 
children  at  Nice,  from  either  Leghorn  or  Florence.  She  joined  him  again 
at  Rieti,  in  the  following  February  or  March. 
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because  Austria  was  cleariy  unwilling  to  allow  the  existence 
in  Central  Italy  of  Governments  even  partially  constitu- 
tional, and  had  already  in  August  violated  the  Papal 
territory  by  attacking  Bologna.  There  the  invaders  had 
been  repulsed  by  the  valour  of  the  mob,  and  the  Democrats 
pointed  to  the  defence  of  Bologna  as  a  sequel  to  the  Five 
Days  of  Milan,  another  proof  that  the  people  always  won 
when  not  burdened  by  Royal  leadership.  Enraged  with 
Austria,  furious  with  their  own  rulers,  the  clubs  in  the 
Tuscan  and  the  Papal  cities  were  agitating  fiercely  for 
revolution  at  home  as  a  preliminary  to  a  second  Lombard 
crusade. 

The  Moderates  in  their  last  struggle  to  retain  power 
were  nobly  represented  by  Guerrazzi  in  Florence,  and 
Pellegrino  Rossi  in  Rome.  Guerrazzi  was  at  heart  a 
Liberal  and  a  NationaHst,  whereas  Rossi  was  an  adminis- 
trative reformer  only ;  but  at  this  moment  each  of  them, 
with  little  support  from  public  opinion,  and  with  no  en- 
thusiastic party  behind  him,  was  opposed  alike  by  the 
Democrats  who  strove  for  an  immediate  victory  and  by 
the  Clericals  who  worked  for  the  reaction  by  impartially 
hastening  the  downfall  of  every  constitutional  Government. 
Ministers,  scarcely  able  to  maintain  their  footing  in  such 
a  whirlwind,  were  exasperated  by  the  news  that  Garibaldi, 
who  was  no  halcyon,  had  come  to  them  from  the  sea. 
Their  only  thought  was  how  to  get  rid  of  him  again. 

Guerrazzi,  for  his  part,  readily  agreed  that  the  Gari- 
baldians  should  be  passed  through  the  Tuscan  territory 
into  Romagna.  He  hurried  them  through  to  Florence, 
where  they  had  a  grand  reception  from  the  people,  and 
thence  with  all  haste  up  the  passes  that  lead  over  the 
Apennines  towards  Bologna.  If  the  warm  invitation  to 
land  given  to  Garibaldi  by  the  inhabitants  of  Leghorn 
had  raised  in  him  hopes  of  recruiting  large  numbers  for 
his  Legion  in  Tuscany,  he  was  disappointed.  The  some- 
what cosmopohtan  sea-port  where  he  had  been  pressed  to 
disembark  was  more  Democratic  than  the  average  Tuscan 
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town,  and  in  the  rural  districts,  the  peasants,  under  the 
influence  of  the  priests  and  nobles,  were  afraid  of  a  strenuous 
anti-Austrian  policy  which  would  involve  conscription, 
taxation,  and  war.  The  Tuscans  were  not  like  the  hardy 
Piedmontese  or  the  fierce  Romagnuols.*  Their  Grand 
Duke  Leopold  had  been  for  many  years  the  least  unpopular 
monarch  in  Italy  :  aU  that  Robert  Browning,  in  his  capacity 
as  Republican  of  Florence,  could  find  to  say  against  him, 
was  to  call  him  a  dotard.  |  So,  by  the  time  that  Garibaldi 
and  his  officers  reached  Filigare,  on  the  borders  of  the  Tuscan 
and  Papal  territory,  they  and  their  Legion  did  not  muster 
much  more  than  a  hundred  men  all  told. 

*  Mrs.  Browning,  who  saw  the  whole  course  of  revolution  and  reaction 
in  Florence,  in  1848-49,  from  Casa  Guidi  Windows,  speaks,  in  Part  II., 
with  scorn  of  the  unwcirlike  character  of  the  Tuscan  Revolutionists,  of 
whom  she  had  expected  greater  things  when  she  wrote  Part  I.  : — 
'  You  say  we  failed  in  duty,  we  who  wore 
Black  velvet  like  Italian  democrats. 

Who  slashed  oiu:  sleeves  like  patriots,  nor  forswore 
The  true  republic  in  the  form  of  hats  ? 

We  chased  the  archbishop  from  the  Duomo  door. 
We  chalked  the  walls  with  bloody  caveats 

Against  all  tyrants.     If  we  did  not  fight         # 
Exactly,  we  fired  muskets  up  the  air 
To  show  that  victory  was  ours  of  right. 

'  We  proved  that  Austria  was  dislodged,  or  would. 
Or  should  be,  and  that  Tuscany  in  arms 

Shoiofe?,  would  dislodge  her,  ending  the  old  feud  ; 
And  yet,  to  leave  our  piazzas,  shops,  and  farms, 

For  the  simple  sake  of  fighting,  was  not  good — 
We  proved  that  also.' 
It  was  this  sort  of  thing  that  made  Garibaldi  sometimes  feel  and 
speak  so  bitterly  of  some  of  his  coimtrjTnen,  in  spite  of  his  devotion  and 
gratitude  to  the  heroes  to  whom  he  owed  his  successes.  He  came  back  from 
South  America  from  among  a  sparse  and  turbulent  population  of  rough- 
riders,  always  ready  for  the  hardships  of  campaign  and  the  dangers  of 
battle,  and,  in  contrast  to  them,  he  natvu-ally  found  some  of  the  Italians 
of  Europe  '  imwarlike.' 

t  '  When  the  hour  is  ripe,  and  a  certain  dotard 
Is  pitched,  no  parcel  that  needs  invoicing. 
To  the  worst  side  of  the  Mont  Saint  Gothard, 
We  shall  begin  by  way  of  rejoicing.' 

Old  Pictures  of  Florence. 
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On  entering  the  Roman  States,  Garibaldi  found  an 
opponent  worthy  to  be  measured  against  him.  Pio  Nono 
had  now  for  some  time  broken  with  the  Liberal  ministry  of 
Mamiani :  and  in  the  middle  of  September  he  committed 
his  affairs  to  the  man  who  might  have  done  much  to  save 
the  Papal  authority  if  he  had  been  trusted  twelve  months 
before.  Pellegrino  Rossi,  an  Italian  by  birth,  but  in 
training  and  ideas  a  Genevan  and  French  publicist  of  the 
conservative  school  of  Guizot,  had  recently  been  diplomatic 
agent  for  France  at  Rome,  and  had  in  that  capacity  won  the 
personal  confidence  of  the  Pope.  He  was  detested  both  by 
the  Clericals  and  by  the  Democrats  ;  for  his  object  was  to 
preserve  the  Temporal  Power,  with  but  a  slight  infusion 
of  the  principle  of  self-government,  by  reforming  and 
modernising  the  clerical  bureaucracy.  He  was  confident 
that  any  State  could  be  saved,  any  political  problem  solved, 
by  enlightened  administration.  He  represented  a  type 
commoner  in  the  days  of  Napoleon  I.  than  in  his  own 
day  when  fervid  Liberalism  struggled  with  obscurantism  for 
the  possession  of  the  world.  He  certainly  knew  what  good 
administration  was,  but  he  disbeUeved  in  self-government, 
and  he  was  unnecessarily  offensive  and  unsympathetic 
towards  those  whom  he  despised.  It  can  easily  be  imagined 
that  one  who  had  discussed  poUtical  theory  with  the  grave 
oligarchs  of  Geneva  and  sat  at  the  feet  of  Guizot,  had  not 
much  respect  for  the  men  who  at  that  moment  led  the 
Democratic  party  in  the  streets  of  Rome  and  in  the  Council 
of  Deputies.  He  was  not  likely  to  admire  the  merits  of 
Ciceruacchio,  and  he  was  certain  to  be  disgusted  by  his 
faults ;  while  such  a  man  as  Sterbini  deserved  all  his 
contempt. 

Entering  on  office  late  in  September  1848,  Rossi  at 
once  took  the  State  in  hand.  He  inaugurated  schemes  for 
telegraphs  and  railways,  began  to  reform  the  finances  at 
the  expense  of  the  clergy,  and  attempted  to  clean  out  the 
corrupt  civil  service.  These  steps  would  have  been  enough 
to  alienate  the  Ultramontane  party,  even  if  he  had  not 
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been  a  notorious  '  thinker  '  with  a  Protestant  wife.     But 
with  no  less  vigour  he  proceeded  to  alienate  the  Liberals.] 
He  was  against  Italian  unity  *  he  cultivated  the  friendshij 
of   King  Ferdinand,   driving  Neapolitan   refugees   out   o£| 
the  Papal    States ;    he  disliked    Piedmont,   and   had   noj 
real  intention  of  helping  to  win  North  Italy  for  Charles! 
Albert,  so  that  the  Albertists  soon  realised  that  he  was^ 
the  most  serious  obstacle  to  the  realisation  of  their  hopes. 
With  the  Democrats  he  kept  no  terms  even  in  appearance, 
but  proceeded  to  put  down  the  agitation  in  the  Roman 
States  by  a  strong  coercive  policy.     Much  of  his  work 
in  this  respect  was  salutary,  consisting  of  the  suppression 
of  anarchy  and  violence ;   and  this  part  of  it  was  taken  up 
again  six  months  later  by  Mazzini.     But  Rossi  meant  not 
only  to  suppress  disorder,  but  to  stop  the  agitation  and  to 
crush  the  Democrats. 

In  pursuance  of  this  policy,  Rossi  had  first  to  turn  hi 
attention  to  Bologna,  which  he  himself  had  the  honoui! 
to  represent  in  the  Council  of  Deputies.  The  second  city 
in  the  Papal  States,  it  was  even  more  unanimously  Libera 
than  Ravenna  and  Rimini,  and  perhaps  for  that  reason  wa 
less  addicted  to  feuds  and  to  political  crime.  But,  unfor-f 
tunately,  after  the  splendid  repulse  of  the  Austrians  by 
the  Bolognese  on  August  8,  their  town  fell  for  a  shorl 
time  under  the  domination  of  a  set  of  bloodthirsty  rascals, 
many  of  them  the  wreckage  of  the  defeated  armies  drifting 
homewards  from  the  Lombard  campaign.  Under  a  more 
or  less  sincere  pretence  of  taking  popular  vengeance  on  the 
sbirri  of  the  old  regime,  the  Terrorists  hunted  their  enemies 
along  the  arcades  that  adorn  the  streets  of  Bologna,  anc 
massacred  them  in  the  open  day.  The  terror  was,,  indeed^ 
suppressed,  largely  by  the  efforts  of  the  Moderate  Libera 
Farini,  and  with  the  grateful  assent  of  the  populace 
but,  when  Rossi  became  minister  at  Rome,  Bologna  was  stil 
in  the  power  of  the  more  respectable  part  of  the  Democratic 
mob,  imder  the  leadership  of  Father  Gavazzi, 

The  allegiance  of  the  Bolognese  was  at  this  time  paid  tc 
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two  remarkable  churchmen,  both  of  the  Bamabite  order — 
Gavazzi  and  Ugo  Bassi.  Gavazzi  was  a  native  of  the  town, 
Bassi  of  the  district,  of  Bologna.  Both  had  been  pro- 
foundly impressed  by  the  wrongs  of  Italy,  and  by  the  sins 
of  the  Church  to  which  they  belonged.  Both  used  their 
powers  of  eloquence,  not  only  to  call  sinners  to  repentance, 
and  Italians  to  patriotic  sacrifice,  but  also  to  denounce  the 
evils  of  Rome  in  a  manner  hearty  enough  to  have  satisfied 
her  traditional  enemies.  But  there  was  a  difference  between 
the  two  men,  in  character,  if  not  in  opinion.  Ugo  Bassi 
was  a  saint,  and  had  been  well  known  as  such  to  the  cholera- 
stricken  population  of  Palermo  long  before  his  political 
career  began  ;  he  is  well  worthy  to  be  the  hero  of  the  beauti- 
ful historical  and  religious  poem  of  Mrs.  Hamilton  King.* 
But  in  Father  Gavazzi,  besides  much  that  was  strong  and 
genuine,  there  was  a  certain  strain  of  vulgarity;  after  the 
extinction  of  Italian  Hberty,  in  1849,  he  went  on  starring 
tours  in  the  Anglo-Saxon  world,  and  fed  the  British  public 
on  highly  seasoned  food,  during  the  campaign  against 
'  Papal  aggression '  which  our  grandfathers  were  then 
enjoying.  However,  it  is  only  a  question  of  taste,  for 
Gavazzi  was  a  true  patriot  and  a  genuine  enthusiast. 

These  two  members  of  the  Church  militant  and  rebel- 
Uous  had  established  their  hold  over  Bologna  in  the  Easter 
of  1848,  when  they  preached  the  crusade  calling  the  youth 
to  arms  for  the  first  Lombard  war.  It  was  a  memorable 
scene,  for  the  place,  the  audience,  the  occasion,  and  one  at 
least  of  the  two  preachers,  were  not  unworthy  to  rouse  the 
best  feelings  of  the  historic  Italian  race  which  Savonarola 
had  stirred  to  a  hke  brief  fury  of  moral  and  political 
enthusiasm.  The  Bolognese  assembled  in  the  Piazza 
of  their  town  surrounded  by  the  stately  symbols  of  its 
past  greatness — the  mediaeval  Municipio  on  one  side,  and 
on  another  the  broad  facade  of  San  Petronio,  left  unfinished 
since  the  generation  capable  of  such  splendid  sculpture 
had  passed  away.  In  that  great  open  space  (where  to-day 
*  The  Disciples. 
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Victor  Emmanuel  rides  in  bronze,  and  the  doves  sit  a  score 
at  a  time  on  his  saddle  and  his  horse's  mane,  as  though 
the  Re  Galantuomo  were  carrying  them  to  market)  the 
people  of  Bologna  stood  and  listened  in  that  first  Easter 
of  Italy's  hope.  From  the  steps  of  San  Petronio  Gavazzi 
and  Ugo  Bassi  preached,  stirring  the  crowd  to  paroxysms 
of  emotion,  of  which  much,  no  doubt,  was  passing  and 
sensational,  but  much  also  profound  and  lasting.  Men 
offered  their  lives,  mothers  their  sons,  and  those  who  could 
not  go  to  the  war  their  wealth. 

A  sad  half-year  had  now  gone  by,  and  the  soldiers  and 
the  preachers  of  the  crusade  had  come  back  defeated. 
But  Gavazzi  was  still,  in  the  autumn  of  1848,  the  uncrowned 
king  of  Bologna,  and  Rossi  had  no  sooner  assumed  power 
at  Rome  than  he  determined  that  the  preacher  should  be 
crushed.  He  sent  for  his  friend  General  Zucchi,  an  old 
soldier  of  the  First  Napoleon,  and  commissioned  him  to  go 
to  Bologna  and  put  down  the  Democrats. 

When,  therefore.  Garibaldi,  coming  from  Florence  in 
November  1848,  descended  on  this  city,  he  was  touching  the ' 
most  sensitive  spot  in  the  body  politic  of  the  Roman  States. 
It  was  not  likely  that  General  Zucchi  would  welcome  the 
cadre  of  a  formidable  Democratic  army,  bent  on  recruiting 
and  agitation  ;  when,  therefore,  the  Garibaldians  arrived  at 
Filigare  (November  9)  they  found  their  descent  into  Papal 
territory  blocked  by  some  400  Swiss  mercenaries.  Even 
if  their  chief  had  been  willing  to  commence  civil  war, 
he  had  not  the  force  to  cut  his  way  through.  The  plains 
of  the  Romagna,  the  recruiting  ground  at  which  he  was 
aiming,  lay  in  front  of  him  like  the  promised  land,  But 
how  could  he  reach  it  ?  He  was  indeed  in  evil  plight. 
His  men,  iU  clothed  and  fed,  were  exposed  on  the  mountains 
in  snow  a  foot  deep.  Guerrazzi  refused  to  let  them  return 
through  Tuscany  ;  Zucchi  barred  their  advance.  Was  it 
for  this.  Garibaldi  bitterly  exclaimed,  that  they  had  crossed 
the  Atlantic,  to  be  starved  and  betrayed  by  their  country- 
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men  ?  He  had,  indeed,  as  little  cause  to  love  the  Moderate 
governments  as  they  had  to  love  him. 

At  this  critical  juncture  in  his  career,  the  populace 
of  Bologna,  led  by  Father  Gavazzi,  came  to  his  rescue. 
Taking  advantage  of  the  momentary  absence  of  General 
Zucchi  at  Ferrara,  they  rose  in  formidable  numbers  to  protest 
against  the  exclusion  of  their  hero,  and  cried  out  to  the 
officer  in  command  :  '  Either  our  brothers  come  here,  or 
you  come  down  from  that  balcony.'  So  Garibaldi  was 
allowed  to  enter  Bologna  alone,  and  was  conducted  in  torch- 
light procession  to  the  famous  Hotel  Brun.  A  few  days 
later  he  was  permitted  to  fetch  down  his  men  from  Filigare  ; 
they  did  not  enter  the  city  itself,  but  turned  off  outside  the 
gates  along  the  road  to  Ravenna.  During  his  stay  in 
Bologna  their  chief  had  been  in  deep  consultation  on  the 
subject  of  recruiting  with'  the  rich  young  radical,  Angelo 
Masina — who  was  himself  raising  his  gallant  squadron 
of  lancers — and  with  other  leaders  of  the  Democratic 
party  whose  local  information  and  influence  did  much  to 
enable  Garibaldi  to  enlist  in  Romagna  his  legion  of  '  men 
who  knew  how  to  die.' 

The  compromise  to  which  General  Zucchi  had  been  forced 
by  the  Bolognese  to  consent,  was  that  the  Garibaldians 
should  pass  through  the  Romagna  to  Ravenna,  and  there 
take  ship  for  Venice,  which  was  holding  out  under  Manin 
against  the  Austrians.  Masina  and  his  lancers  were  also  to 
sail  for  Venice  from  Comacchio.  In  this  way  Rossi  would 
be  well  rid  of  the  fighters  :  with  the  talkers  he  would 
know  how  to  deal.  But  Garibaldi  and  Masina,  who  were 
determined  to  stay  near  Ravenna  at  least  until  they  had 
recruited  formidable  bodies  of  men,  were  not  anxious  to  sail 
at  aU  if  any  better  opportunity  offered,  preferring,  if  pos- 
sible, to  head  an  invasion  of  Austrian  or  Neapolitan  territory 
rather  than  go  to  Venice  merely  to  die  there  in  the  last 
ditch.  Rossi  and  Zucchi  were  no  less  resolved  that  they 
should  sail  forthwith,  and  there  is  every  reason  to  suppose 
that  the  dispute  between  characters  so  determined  would 
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have  been  settled  in  the  streets  of  Ravenna,  by  a  battle 
in  which  the  Garibaldians  and  the  populace  would  have 
fought  together  against  the  Swiss  regiments  sent  there 
to  enforce  the  embarkation.  Meanwhile,  Father  Gavazzi 
had  been  arrested  by  Zucchi,  at  Rossi's  orders.  But  the 
civil  strife  imminent  in  the  provinces  was  averted  by  a 
base  crime  in  Rome.  News  reached  Ravenna,  on  November 
i8,  that,  three  days  before,  Pellegrino  Rossi  had  been 
murdered. 

The  last  letter  that  Rossi  ever  wrote  to  General  Zucchi, 
thanking  him  for  his  efforts  against  the  Democrats  in 
Romagna,  breathed  stem  resolves  of  coercion  : 

It  seems  (he  v^Tote)  that  the  disaffected  will  attempt  some 
folly  at  the  opening  of  the  chambers.  So  much  the  worse  fori 
them  if  they  carry  out  their  plans.  The  Government  is  deter- 
mined to  imitate  you.     Farewell,  dear  friend.' 

In  this  spirit  Rossi  introduced  a  strong  force  of  loyal  Cara- 
binieri  into  Rome,  and  paraded  them  along  the  Corso, 
while  his  proclamations  took  a  menacing  tone.  On  the 
other  side  the  Democratic  press  attacked  him  fiercely,  and 
stirred  up  feehng  on  behalf  of  Garibaldi,  whom  they  de- 
clared to  be  treated  disgracefully.  The  revolutionary  party, 
of  which  Ciceruacchio  was  the  leading  spirit,  had  won 
over  many  of  the  troops,  both  volunteers  and  regulars, 
and  in  the  capital,  as  at  Ravenna,  street  fighting  seemed 
about  to  commence,  when  the  dagger  took  the  place  of 
the  sword. 

The  history  of  the  assassination  plot  against  Rossi  is 
hard  to  unravel ;  but  there  is  a  concurrence  of  first-hand 
testimony  as  to  the  man  who  did  the  deed.  The  nnirderer 
was  Luigi  Brunetti,  the  elder  son  of  Ciceruacchio,  acting! 
with  or  without  his  father's  knowledge,  as  may  be,  but 
certainly  at  the  instigation  of  the  vile  politician,  Sterbini, 
and  with  the  co-operation  of  some  of  the  Reduci  volunteers. 

November  15  was  the  day  fixed  for  the  opening  of  the 
new  session  of  the  Council  of  Deputies,  in  the  Palazzo  della, 
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Cancelleria,  when  Rossi  was  to  speak  on  behalf  of  the 
Government.  The  first  warning  of  danger  was  the  news 
brought  him  when  he  was  about  to  start,  that  the  crowd 
round  the  entrance  was  in  a  hostile  and  even  dangerous 
mood,  but  it  was  late  to  make  new  arrangements,  he  was  a 
brave  man,  and  he  determined  not  to  keep  Rome  waiting. 
The  Piazza  in  which  he  dismounted  from  his  carriage  was 
closely  packed  by  a  concourse  of  the  mixed  character  usual 
on  such  an  occasion,  but  in  the  entrance  lobby  of  the  Palace 
and  at  the  foot  of  the  staircase,  a  group  of  blackguards 
were  conspicuous  in  the  uniforms  of  the  Volunteers  returned 
from  the  Lombard  campaign,  and  known  as  the  Reduci — 
a  corps  that  contained  better  elements.  As  Rossi's  tall 
figure  drew  near  them,  they  raised  a  yeU  of  execration, 
but  he  pushed  his  way  through  to  the  staircase,  showing 
on  his  pale,  intellectual  features  the  scorn  he  felt  for  such 
enemies.  He  had  his  feet  on  the  lowest  steps,  when  a  man 
struck  him  on  the  side,  and  as  he  turned  his  head  Luigi 
Brunetti  on  the  other  side  took  advantage  of  this  move- 
ment to  stab  him  in  the  neck.     No  second  blow  was  needed. 

The  Reduci  were  in  possession  of  the  place,  and  protest 
was  dangerous.  But  two  young  Democrats  who  had  come 
on  purpose  to  prevent  the  murder — Nino  Costa,  the  artist- 
patriot  afterwards  so  famous,  and  his  friend  Grandoni,  who 
from  his  close  connection  with  the  Reduci  had  heard  enough 
to  fear  that  a  crime  was  intended — raised  loud  cries  of  anger, 
and  barely  escaped  from  the  throng  with  their  lives.  Even 
Costa  never  did  a  braver  or  better  thing  for  Italy. 

It  would  have  been  well  if  the  same  spirit  had  been 
shown  elsewhere.  The  Deputies  in  the  Chamber  above, 
who  had  not  yet  produced  a  Democratic  chief  capable  of 
saving  the  State  or  even  of  leading  a  party  with  decency, 
dispersed  in  bewilderment  and  fear,  without  reprobating 
the  murder  done  at  their  door  or  making  any  demonstration 
to  discourage  the  assassins.  During  the  rest  of  the  day 
the  authorities  and  the  mass  of  the  people — Democrats, 
Moderates,  and  Clericals  alike — remained  inactive  :    many 
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were  relieved  that  Rossi  was  gone,  and  nearly  all  were 
afraid  of  those  who  had  despatched  him.  So  little  was  done 
in  the  interests  of  order  and  common  humanity  that,  at 
nightfall,  a  small  crowd — rather  more  than  a  hundred  in 
number — ventured  to  howl  brutalities  under  the  victim's 
house,  so  that  his  widow  must  have  heard  the  odious  in- 
cantation : 

'  Benedetta  quella  mano 
Che  il  Rossi  pugnalo.'  * 

It  was  not  a  proud  day  for  the  Senate  and  people  of  Rome. 

To  posterity  few  political  murders  appear  more  exe- 
crable ;  but,  at  the  time,  the  democratic  and  the  nationalist 
spirit,  which  Rossi  had  set  himself  to  curb,  ran  so  high  that 
the  feeUng  was  that  of  relief,  if  not  of  joy.  An  analogy 
to  the  state  of  public  sentiment  can  be  found  in  the  rejoic- 
ings throughout  England  at  the  murder  of  Buckingham. 
The  political  situations  in  the  two  cases  were  not  wholly 
different,  and  in  the  matter  of  taking  human  life  Italian 
civihsation  was,  perhaps,  at  very  much  the  same  stage  of 
evolution  in  1848  as  English  civilisation  had  been  two 
hundred  and  twenty  years  before,  when  the  '  killing  affray  ' 
was  only  just  in  process  of  d5dng  out. 

So  general  was  the  sense  of  relief  throughout  the  Papal 
States  that  it  affected  persons  who,  if  they  had  consulted 
their  private  conscience  alone,  would  have  been  deeply 
indignant  at  the  murder.  Margaret  Fuller,  the  friend  of 
Emerson  and  Carlyle,  the  flower  of  Bostonian  intellect  in 
its  great  days,  wrote  to  her  mother,  from  Rome  : 

'  For  me,  I  never  thought  to  have  heard  of  a  violent  death 
with  satisfaction  ;  but  this  act  affected  me  as  one  of  terrible 
justice.' 

But  it  is  much  more  sad  to  have  to  record  the  words  of 
Garibaldi's  Memorie : 

'  The  ancient  Metropolis  of  the  world,  worthy  once  more  of 
her  former  glory,  freed  herself  on  that  day  from  the  most  for- 

*  '  Blessed  be  the  hand  which  stabbed  Rossi.' 
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midable  satellite  of  tyranny,  and  bathed  the  marble  steps  of 
the  Capitol  with  his  blood.  A  young  Roman  had  recovered 
the  steel  of  Marcus  Brutus.' 

It  is  true  that  he  also  says  : 

'  As  a  follower  of  Beccaria,  I  am  opposed  to  capital  punish- 
ment, and  therefore  I  blame  the  dagger  of  Brutus.' 

Nothing  illustrates  more  clearly  than  this  passage  the 
intellectual  confusion  of  Garibaldi's  mind,  and  the  mass  of 
unassimilated  theories  and  historical  ideals  that  fermented 
there.  His  only  reason  for  rejecting  the  classical  examples 
of  tyrannicide,  which  the  youth  of  his  age  and  country  were 
brought  up  to  admire  as  the  model  of  ancient  virtue,  is, 
so  he  tells  us,  his  objection  to  all  capital  punishment. 
Yet  nothing  was  more  characteristic  of  the  discipline  which 
he  maintained  in  his  Legion  than  the  readiness  with  which 
he  had  his  men  shot  for  acts  of  theft  or  violence,  a  readi- 
ness which,  being  tempered  with  humanity,  was  useful  and 
even  indispensable.  The  restraint  which  he  managed  to 
impose  upon  the  turbulent  spirits  under  his  command, 
among  whom  the  element  of  *  Jacobinism  '  was  always 
latent,  was  largely  due  to  his  employment  of  this  extreme 
rigour.  Officers  who  accompanied  his  retreat  from  Rome 
in  the  following  summer  tell  us  that  on  that  march  '  he  had 
two  punishments  :  reprimand  and  death.'  How  then  could 
he  disapprove  of  political  assassination  on  the  ground  that 
he  objected  to  the  death  penalty  ? 

On  the  other  hand  it  would  not  be  fair  to  deduce,  from 
his  foolish  words  about  Rossi's  murder,  that  he  ever  had 
anything  to  do  with  assassination  plots,  or  that  he  was 
callous  in  taking  the  lives  of  his  enemies.  The  very  oppo- 
site is  the  established  truth.  It  must  be  laid  to  the  credit, 
not  of  his  head,  but  of  his  heart,  that  the  brutal  school 
of  South  American  warfare,  the  cruelties  of  Austrians, 
Papalists,  and  Neapolitans,  the  low  standard  of  some 
of  his  own  Italian  followers,  and  the  violent  sentiments 
natural  to  the  revolutionary  party  of  which  he  became 
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the  leader,  had  no  deteriorating  effect  on  his  action.  His 
political  passions  never  led  him  to  commit  a  deed  incon- 
sistent with  the  tenderness  of  his  nature  and  his  constant 
perception  of  the  brotherhood  of  man.  The  priests,  against 
whom  he  is  perpetually  inveighing  in  his  Memorie,  were 
safe  in  his  hands.*  He  constantly  spared  disguised  mili- 
tary spies  who,  by  the  law  and  custom  of  war,  had 
fairly  forfeited  their  lives.  It  was  his  special  care  to 
save  the  lives  of  his  enemies  in  battle,  and  for  the  van- 
quished foe  he  was  all  tenderness  and  respect.  In  the 
long  course  of  his  many  campaigns  and  dictatorships  he 
kept  himself  singularly  free  from  the  unnecessary  shedding 
of  blood  ;  and  foul  murder,  like  that  of  Rossi,  was  as  far 
from  his  methods  of  action  as  an5rthing  could  be.  The 
tenderest  of  the  brave,  he  took  thought  not  only  for 
men  and  women,  but  for  the  joys  and  sufferings  of 
animals ;  ever  since  the  day  when,  as  a  child,  he  had 
cried  over  the  wounded  grasshopper,  he  was  brother  to 
every  living  thing.  He  could  not  endure  that  a  bird 
should  be  caged,  nor  allow  an  animal  to  be  struck  in 
his  presence.  It  pained  him  even  to  see  .flowers  plucked, 
or  a  bough  wantonly  broken,  because  '  the  great  Spirit  of 
Eternal  Life  is  in  everything.'  During  his  Dictatorship 
in  Naples,  in  i860,  he  spent,  in  trjdng  to  remedy  the  con- 
dition of  the  cab-horses,  much  time  which  others  thought 
he  should  have  given  to  tasks  of  government  in  time  of 
crisis  ;  and  in  the  following  year,  when  he  was  the  most 
famous  man  in  Europe,  he  thought  it  natural  to  go  out  at 
night  in  the  rain  to  seek  a  strayed  lamb  among  the  rocks 
and  brushwood  of  Caprera. 

And  yet,  under  the  influence  of  passion  and  sentiment, 
he  could  write  foolish  stuff  about  Rossi's  murder.  No 
wonder  there  were  men  who  said  that  he  had  '  a  heart  of 
gold  and  the  brains  of  an  ox.' 

*  The  negative  evidence  of  this  throughout  his  career  is  complete.  He 
had  already,  at  Forli,  severely  rebuked  the  mob  for  raising  the  cry  '  Morte 
ai  preti.' 
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Though  the  method  of  Rossi's  removal  from  power 
alienates  much  of  our  sympathy  with  his  opponents,  it 
should  not  blind  us  to  the  fact  that  the  minister  was  trying 
to  apply  the  juste  milieu  to  a  situation  which  was  revolu- 
tionary in  all  its  passions  and  in  aU  its  opportunities.  He 
discouraged  the  forces  making  for  vigorous  initiative  and 
national  war  against  Austria,  and  tried  to  execute  a  domestic 
reform  in  the  Papal  States  while  putting  down  the  reform- 
ing party.  Even  his  personal  supporters,  the  enlightened 
men  who  led  the  small  Moderate  party,  much  as  they 
disUked  the  Democrats,  seem  to  have  recognised  his  mis- 
take in  refusing  to  join  Piedmont  in  the  attack  on  Austria. 
Pasolini  and  Minghetti,  summoned  to  the  Quirinal  a  few 
hours  after  Rossi  had  fallen,  were  consulted  as  to  the 
formation  of  a  new  ministry.  Though  filled  with  the  first 
grief  and  horror  at  the  murder  of  their  friend,  they  mas- 
tered their  passionate  resentment  against  the  slayers  enough 
to  tell  the  Pope  that  no  Government  could  be  carried  on 
'  which  persisted  in  holding  aloof  from  the  war  of  national 
independence.'  But  if  Pio  Nono  had  been  unwilling  to 
fight  for  Italy  before  Rossi's  murder,  he  was  not  Hkely 
to  consent  now,  and  the  voice  of  such  a  man  as  Pasolini 
was  never  again  to  win  credence  in  those  counsels.  The 
long  reign  of  a  more  sinister  influence  had  begun :  for  the 
shock  which  Rossi's  death  gave  to  Pio  Nono  hastened 
the  last  stages  of  a  process,  which  from  the  moment 
of  his  accession  had  been  sure  and  rapid — the  supposed 
Liberal  of  two  years  back  had  become  as  other  Popes, 
and  had  taken  Cardinal  AntoneUi  as  his  counsellor  and 
guide. 

If  anything  more  was  lacking  to  fix  the  supremacy  of 
Antonelli's  will  over  the  weak  mind,  it  was  supplied  by 
the  conduct  of  the  Roman  mob  on  the  day  after  the  murder. 
On  November  16  they  demonstrated  against  the  Quirinal, 
fired  at  the  Swiss  Guard,  and  tried  to  coerce  the  Pope  by 
the  same  methods  of  personal  intimidation  which  the  mob 
of  Paris  had  employed  on  their  famous  visit  to  the  Tuileries, 
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in  June  1792  ;    but  Pio  Nono  showed  the  same  powers  of 
passive  resistance  to  outrag    as  Louis  XVI. 

The  situation  was  not  one  that  could  last  long,  and, 
on  November  24,  the  Pope  fled,  disguised  as  a  simple  priest. 
The  flight  from  the  guarded  Palace  in  the  heart  of  the 
capital  to  the  frontier  of  the  State  closely  resembled  the 
flight  to  Varennes,  except  that  it  was  ably  and  successfully 
conducted.  The  French  Ambassador,  D'Harcourt,  though 
a  party  to  the  plot,  appeared. to  some  extent  as  its  dupe, 
for  the  carriage  containing  the  fugitives  drove,  not  towards 
Civitavecchia  and  France,  but  southwards  along  the  Appian 
Way  to  Gaeta  in  Neapolitan  territory.  The  choice  of  route 
was  significant  of  the  fact  that  henceforth  the  Papacy  I 
stood  for  all  that  was  most  opposed  to  Italian  aspirations, 
for  all  that  was  most  retrograde  in  politics  and  in  religion. 
Pio  Nono  had  gone  to  become  the  guest  of  King  Bomba  ; 
to  put  himself,  as  a  clerical  writer  of  the  day  justly  said, 
'  under  the  filial  protection  of  a  pious  and  ever  celebrated 
monarch.' 

The  news  that  the  Pope  had  gone  was  to  many  of  the 
iUiterate  populace  of  Rome  much  what  the  news  that  the 
Ka'ba  had  disappeared  would  be  to  the  people  of  Mecca. 
The  consternation  was  great.  Many  of  the  Trasteverines, 
newly  converted  to  the  radicalism  of  Ciceruacchio,  still 
regarded  the  Pope  much  as  the  African  savage  regards  his 
idol ;  they  would  beat  their  fetish  if  he  refused  to  do  what 
they  wanted,  but  they  still  vaguely  believed  in  his  thauma- 
turgic  powers,  and  felt  for  him  a  kind  of  family  affection 
growing  out  of  an  intimacy  fourteen  centuries  old.  Besides, 
from  a  commercial  point  of  view,  the  Pope  was  to  Rome 
what  Diana  was  to  Ephesus.  In  fact,  it  is  thought  that 
if  Pio  Nono  had  been  ready  to  treat,  he  would  have  been 
welcomed  back  in  a  few  months.  But  from  Gaeta  he  asked, 
not  for  terms,  but  for  submission,  and  this  policy  put  the 
game  into  the  hands  of  the  stronger  spirits  in  Rome,  whose 
Republican  propaganda  gained  ground  every  day.  In- 
dignation with  Antonelli  and  the  Neapolitan  gang  that 
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now  surrounded  the  Pope  gave  popularity  to  Mazzini's 
doctrine  that  Rome  would  not  lose  in  ceasing  to  be  the 
capital  of  the  Catholic  world,  if  she  became  instead  the 
capital  of  the  Republican  world,  and  more  particularly  of 
the  Italian  Repubhc.  The  Mazzinian  dream  was  pre- 
sented in  the  glowing  colours  of  oratory  to  that  impression- 
able populace,  which  was  capable,  to  a  degree  scarcely  to 
be  understood  by  the  English  mind,  of  sympathy  with 
murder  one  month,  and  of  exalted  idealism  the  next.  The 
word  was  passed  round,  and  the  Republican  chiefs  came 
flocking  to  Rome  from  all  parts  of  Italy. 

These  events  at  Rome  had  their  effect  on  the  growth 
and  fortunes  of  the  infant  Legion  in  the  Romagna.  After 
Rossi's  murder,  the  voyage  to  Venice  could  safely  be  post- 
poned, since  Garibaldi  and  his  infantry  at  Ravenna,  Masina 
and  his  lancers  in  the  island  city  of  Comacchio,  could  now 
be  easily  protected  by  the  inhabitants  from  the  discouraged 
soldiers  of  Zucchi.  Indeed,  they  were  soon  strong  enough 
to  protect  themselves,  for  Masina  and  Garibaldi  became 
fast  friends,  and,  on  November  23,  united  their  forces ; 
the  forty-two  lancers,  in  their  red  fezzes  and  picturesque 
uniform,  came  to  join  the  Legionaries,  and  acted  thence- 
forth as  the  Garibaldian  cavalry.  Meanwhile  the  work  of 
enlistment  proceeded  so  rapidly  in  the  best  of  all  possible 
recruiting  grounds,  that,  at  the  end  of  November,  the  Legion 
left  Ravenna  more  than  500  strong. 

This  regiment,  which  was  to  play  the  principal  part  in 
the  Garibaldian  epic  of  1849,  "^^^  known  as  Garibaldi's 
or  the  First  ItaUan  Legion,  in  memory  of  the  Italian 
Legion  of  Monte  Video,  from  which  it  was  descended. 
Among  the  officers,  the  majority  were  natives  of  Piedmont 
or  the  Austrian  provinces  of  the  north  ;  and  as  many  as 
twenty-two  were  Italians  who  had  come  home  with  their 
chief  from  Monte  Video,  besides  two  of  South  American 
extraction.  Of  the  sergeants  and  men  the  predominating 
element  at  this  early  stage  was  Romagnuol,  and,  until  the 
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end,  the  region  best  represented  was  the  Romagna.  But 
there  were  also  many  from  Austrian  Lombardy  and  Venetia, 
and  later  on  from  Umbria  and  the  Tiber  Valley. 

There  were  few  peasants  in  the  Legion.  The  great 
majority  belonged  to  the  commercial  and  artisan  classes, 
from  whom  were  chosen  out,  by  a  process  of  voluntary 
natural  selection,  the  most  intelligent  and  enthusiastic 
partisans  of  Reform,  together  with  the  most  adventurous 
spirits  and  the  lovers  of  a  roving  life.  There  were  a  large  I 
number  of  '  students  '  in  the  ranks.  The  young  men  of  ' 
the  Universities,  who  played  so  great  a  part  in  the  wars 
and  politics  of  the  Risorgimento,  were  individually  and 
collectively  conscious  of  the  many  ways  in  which  the  retro- 
grade Italian  Governments  closed  the  various  professional 
careers  open  to  the  educated  middle  class  in  France  or. 
England.  Their  studies,  too,  led  them  to  believe  that 
Italy  was  the  heir  of  great  glory,  and  that  freedom  had* 
been  the  watchword  both  of  the  classical  Republics  and 
of  the  mediaeval  cities  in  their  best  days.  Therefore,  by 
interest  and  conviction  alike,  the  students  were  partisans 
of  the  movement  of  emancipation,  and  not  only  supplied 
the  prophets,  theorists,  and  statesmen  who  redeemed  Italy, 
but  offered  themselves  by  scores  and  hundreds  as  the 
common  food  for  powder. 

One  element  in  the  Legion,  which  gave  its  enemies  a 
right  to  blaspheme,  consisted  of  a  few  convicts  whom  Gari- 
baldi had  admitted,  under  the  characteristic  delusion  that 
to  fight  for  Italy  would  cure  all  moral  diseases — a  point 
on  which  some  of  these  gentlemen  eventually  undeceived^ 
him. 

But,  on  the  whole,  he  was  not  far  wrong  when  he  called 
his  Legionaries  *  the  cultivated  classes  of  the  towns.'  *  And 
these  shopkeepers,  workmen,  and  students  were  quite  equal, 

*  The  Dutch  artist,  Koelman,  describes  how,  at  a  midnight  watch  at 
one  of  the  old  gates  of  Rome,  in  May  1849,  he  was  thrilled  by  hearing  the 
common  sentry  (of  Garibaldi's  Legion)  sing  to  the  stars  a  stanza  of  Tasso's 
Gerusalemme  Liberata. 
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as  the  event  proved,  to  pass  the  severest  physical  tests  of 
war,  which  must  indeed  have  tried  the  pluck  of  the  numer- 
ous lads  of  fourteen  to  sixteen  years  of  age,  who  were  in 
this,  as  in  subsequent  campaigns,  a  familiar  feature  in  the 
armies  of  Garibaldi.  Sufferings  were  more  readily  borne 
because  of  the  example  set  by  a  chief  who,  even  in  the 
midst  of  plenty,  ate  and  drank  most  sparingly,  and  accepted 
the  return  of  privation  as  the  natural  lot  of  man.  His 
followers  were  ready  to  endure  much  at  the  request  of  a 
famous  soldier,  the  more  so  since  he,  being  himself  a  man 
of  the  people,  and  withal  of  a  most  tender  and  human 
heart,  was  able  to  speak  with  them  on  terms  of  equality 
about  those  whom  they  loved,  to  share  their  private  griefs 
and  hopes,  especially  when  they  were  wounded,  and  to 
show  a  particular  care  and  kindness  for  the  younger 
volunteers  who  had  run  away  from  school  to  fight  for 
Italy,  and  to  whom  he  stood  in  some  sort  in  place  of 
a  father. 

From  the  first  the  Legionaries  had  much  to  endure, 
since  their  chief  had  as  yet  no  war-chest,  and  no  support 
from  Government.  When  they  left  Ravenna  they  were 
iU-armed,  ill-clad,  and  without  uniform — except  Masina's 
handful  of  Bolognese  lancers,  equipped  at  their  own  ex- 
pense and  that  of  their  wealthy  Colonel,  and  the  red- 
shirted  staff  officers  and  orderlies  from  South  America, 
who  alone  represented  the  pomp  and  circumstance  of 
war. 

And  so  this  ragged  regiment  of  fine  fellows  wandered 
about  for  the  rest  of  the  winter  through  Umbria  and  the 
Marches,  spreading  the  democratic  gospel,  and  creating  for 
themselves  a  reputation  of  many  colours.  When  they 
entered  a  town,  the  inhabitants,  instructed  by  the  fears 
of  priests  and  of  Moderates,  looked  anxiously  from  their 
windows  at  the  entrance  of  the  '  bandits,'  though  they 
often  became  friendly  when  they  had  seen  and  spoken  to 
the  young  men,  who  were  above  the  average  of  education 
and  intelligence.     But  the  decided  and  often  unpleasing 
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manner  in  which  the  Legionaries  expressed  their  Repub- 
licanism gave  offence  to  some ;  others  were  alienated  by 
the  insults  occasionally  offered  to  monks,  priests,  and  their 
relics,  though  Garibaldi  punished  such  conduct  most  severely. 
By  the  disciphne  of  the  pillory  {berlina),  prison  and  capital 
punishment,  he  restrained  the  plundering  propensities  of 
his  corps  within  closer  limits  than  those  usually  observed 
by  the  soldiers  of  the  period.  But  though  his  privates 
were  not  allowed  to  rob,  the  officicil  requisitions  which  he 
was  forced  to  make,  as  General,  from  the  half-wiUing  com- 
munes in  order  to  feed  and  pay  his  men  at  all,  and  the 
imcertainty  whether  the  Central  Government  would  ever 
reimburse  the  localities,  made  it  difficult  to  be  enthusiastic 
for  such  expensive  guests. 

In  the  middle  of  December,  Garibaldi,  accompanied  by 
Masina,  left  his  men  for  a  few  days  and  paid  a  flying  visit 
to  Rome,  which  he  had  not  seen  since  his  memorable  journey 
with  his  father  twenty-three  years  before.  He  now  once 
more  went  to  gaze  on  the  Capitol  and  the  Coliseum,  which 
to  him  were  the  symbols,  not  merely  (as  they  are  to  us)  of 
time  at  war  with  human  splendour  and  permanence,  but  of 
the  past  and  future  of  his  own  dear  land,  and  of  the  cause 
which  inspired  his  life.  These  ruins  were  to  him  the  title- 
deeds  of  Italy. 

But  he  had  the  good  sense  to  forbid  the  Clubs  to  con- 
duct him  in  procession  to  the  Capitol.  Such  triumphs, 
he  said,  had  first  to  be  won  ;  when  Italy  was  freed,  he 
would  himself  invite  them  to  come  with  him.  The  rebuke 
was  well  timed,  for  it  was  his  part  to  teach  the  ItaUans, 
and  the  Romans  not  least,  how  much  of  the  bitter  bread  of 
war  and  suffering  was  needed  to  justify  the  intolerable 
deal  of  sack  represented  by  so  many  speeches,  processions, 
and  classical  allusions.  He  made  friends,  however,  with 
Ciceruacchio  and  the  other  Republican  leaders.  The 
Provisional  Government,  not  yet  completely  in  touch  with 
democratic  sentiment,  looked  askance  at  him,  and  would 
do  little  to  help  his  Legion,  which  was  again  suffering  from 
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want  in  the  cold  of  the  Apennine  winter.  So  he  returned, 
discontented,  to  his  men  at  FoUgno  in  Umbria. 

But  events  were  moving  inevitably  towards  a  Republic, 
to  which  form  of  government,  since  the  Pope  would  not 
treat,  there  was  no  alternative.  In  February  a  Constituent 
Assembly  was  summoned,  and  Garibaldi  again  went  to  Rome, 
as  representative  of  the  City  of  Macerata,*  where  his  presence 
with  the  Legion  had  won  him  popularity.  On  February  8, 
1849,  he  took  an  enthusiastic  part  in  the  proclamation  of 
the  Roman  Republic. 

One  of  the  first  acts  of  the  new  State,  carried  by  a 
unanimous  vote  of  the  Assembly,  was  to  naturalise  Mazzini, 
who  at  the  beginning  of  March  arrived  in  Rome,  welcomed 
as  its  latest  and  greatest  citizen.  The  sordid  period  of 
the  Democratic  revolution  was  over,  and  its  period  of 
idealism  and  heroism  had  begun.  Mazzini  speedily  removed 
the  elements  of  crime  and  coercion  from  the  popular  Govern- 
ment, and  replaced  them  by  a  spirit  of  tolerance  and  liberty 
almost  unexampled  in  time  of  national  danger.  Garibaldi 
gave  to  the  warfare  of  the  extreme  Republicans  something  of 
the  spirit  of  Thermopylae,  so  often  mouthed  by  orators  whose 
stock-in-trade  was  classical  history,  but  at  last  brought  by 
the  red-shirts  into  the  region  of  fact.  Little  as  they  liked 
one  another,  these  two  men  between  them  turned  a  rather 
limp  revolutionary  movement,  begun  in  murder  and  frothy 
talk  of  the  Clubs,  into  one  of  the  great  scenes  of  history. 
The  Roman  Republic  showed  the  faults,  but  it  showed  yet 
more  abundantly  the  virtues,  of  its  origin  as  the  work 
of  an  extreme  faction.  Its  history  is  full  of  that  appeal 
to  the  ideal  in  man  that  often  guides  the  life  of  individuals, 
but  finds  little  direct  representation  in  the  government 
of  the  world,  except  in  those  rare,  brief  moments  of  crisis 
and  of  concentrated  passion  when  some  despised  '  ideologue  ' 
is  lifted  to  the  top  of  the  plunging  wave. 

*  In  the  Marches,  south  of  Ancona  ;  not  Macerata  Feltria.  Outside 
this  town  there  is  a  particularly  fine  statue  of  him  as  he  looked  in  1849, 
with  long  hair. 
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'  I  entered  the  City  one  evening  (writes  Mazzini)  with  a  deep 
sense  of  awe,  almost  of  worship.  Rome  was  to  me  as,  in  spite 
of  her  present  degradation  she  still  is,  the  Temple  of  humanity. 
From  Rome  will  one  day  spring  the  religious  transformation 
destined  for  the  third  time  to  bestow  moral  unity  upon  Europe. 
As  I  passed  through  the  Porta  del  Popolo,  I  felt  an  electric  thrill 
run  through  me — a  spring  of  new  life.' 


CHAPTER  VI 

THE   REPUBLIC,   MAZZINI,   AND  THE  POWERS — OUDINOT 
ADVANCES  ON   ROME 

'  We  must  act  like  men  who  have  the  enemy  at  their  gates,  and  at  the 
same  time  like  men  who  are  working  for  eternity.' — Mazzini,  in  the  Assem- 
bly, Rome,  1849.     {Note  autobiografiche.) 

One  of  the  first  things  that  Mazzini  did  after  his  entry  into 
Rome  was  to  visit  the  American  lady  whom  he  had  met  so 
often  in  England  with  the  Carlyles  and  others  of  that 
circle. 

'Last  night,'  wrote  Margaret  Fuller,  on  March  9,  '  I  heard  a 
ring  ;  then  somebody  speak  my  name  ;  the  voice  struck  me  at 
once.  He  looks,  more  divine  than  ever,  after  all  his  new, 
strange  sufferings.  .  .  .  He  stayed  two  hours,  and  we  talked, 
though  rapidly,  of  everything.  He  hopes  to  come  often,  but 
the  crisis  is  tremendous  and  all  will  come  on  him  ;  since,  if 
anyone  can  save  Italy  from  her  foes,  inward  and  outward,  it 
will  be  he.  But  he  is  very  doubtful  whether  this  be  possible  ; 
the  foes  are  too  many,  too  strong,  too  subtle.' 

Six  weeks  later  he  again  admitted  to  Arthur  Clough  the 
probability  that  the  Roman  Republic  would  fall. 

Mazzini's  Government,  the  defence  of  the  Janiculum, 
and  the  battles  and  marches  of  Garibaldi,  could  not  save 
the  new  State.  Yet  these  events  hastened  the  gradual 
approach  of  unity,  by  giving  a  new  character  to  the  local 
pride  of  the  Romans,  and  marking  out  Rome  to  all  the 
world  as  the  capital  of  Italy  and  the  only  acceptable  goal 
of  the  national  aspirations. 

Desperation  was  the  mood  of  the  hour.  The  Kings  and 
the  Moderates,  said  the  Republicans,  have  betrayed  the 
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People  :  let  the  People  take  their  cause  into  their  own 
hands — let  us  have  no  more  half  measures.  '  Dare  !  and 
dare  !  and  dare  again  !  '  So  Danton  had  said  when  the 
Austrian  armies  threatened  the  life  of  the  mother  of  modern 
RepubUcs.  And  so  now,  in  effect,  said  the  Roman  Demo- 
crats ;  but  theirs  was  the  daring  of  men  who,  at  bottom, 
have  Uttle  hope  of  immediate  success.  The  ardour  for  the 
Mazzinian  Republic  was  less  forcible  and  effective  than 
the  French  fury  of  1793,  but  it  was  purer  in  its  moral 
conception.  It  was  less  effective,  because  it  was  strong 
only  in  the  towns  ;  the  peasant  of  the  Apennines  could  not 
be  roused  to  take  arms,  as  Jacques  Bonhomme  had  been 
roused,  to  form  the  battahons  of  national  defence.  But 
the  Roman  Republic  was  not  cruel,  and  its  advent  was 
followed,  not  by  the  increase,  but  by  the  suppression  of 
terrorism.  In  the  first  months  of  1849  the  new  State  fell 
under  the  influence  of  men  much  better  than  the  Sterbinis 
and  Carlo  Bonapartes  who  had  been  prominent  in  Rome 
at  the  time  of  the  murder  of  Rossi.  The  newly  elected 
Constituent  Assembly  was  a  finer  body,  or,  at  any  rate, 
had  far  better  guidance,  than  the  late  Council  of  Deputies. 
Armellini  the  Roman  lawyer,  Muzzarelli  the  Liberal  prelate, 
and  the  gentle  Saffi  from  Forli  in  the  Romagna,  led  the 
Assembly  in  the  early  weeks  of  the  Republic,  and  at  the  end 
of  March  ungrudgingly  yielded  the  real  power  to  Mazzini, 
when  the  triumvirate  was  formed.  Until  then  he  was  only 
a  member  of  the  Assembly,  but  from  the  moment  of  his  first 
entrj^  into  Rome  he  was  its  leading  citizen  and  its  real 
political  chief. 

It  was  the  hope  of  Mazzini,  with  which  he  inspired  the 
people  of  Rome,  to  unite  the  whole  peninsula  in  one  Republic. 
He  dreamed  that  the  work  of  liberation,  starting  from 
Rome,  would  spread  from  State  to  State,  in  an  order  of 
geographical  expansion  exactly  the  reverse  of  that  by 
which  Italian  unity  was  in  the  end  effected. 

Tuscany  and  Naples  were  the  nearest  neighbours.  The 
Tuscan  Republic  had  been  proclaimed  ten  days  after  that 
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of  Rome,  and  Mazzini,  on  his  way  south,  had  stopped  to  take 
a  leading  part  in  the  revolution,  effected  at  a  meeting  held 
under  Orcagna's  loggia  in  Florence  (February  i8),  though 
he  failed  to  persuade  the  Tuscans  to  incorporate  their 
Republic  with  that  of  Rome.  It  was  clear  that  they 
would  be  of  little  help  in  the  coming  death  struggle  against 
the  armies  of  old  Europe,  for  the  forces  of  reaction  within 
Tuscany  itself  were  enough  to  render  the  overthrow  of  the 
Democrats  probable  even  without  foreign  interference. 

On  the  side  of  Naples,  the  foe  was  already  in  arms  at 
the  gate,  for  King  Ferdinand,  rejoicing  in  his  new  moral 
position  as  protector  of  the  Pope,  hoped  to  forestall  Austria 
and  France  in  the  race  to  re-establish  the  Temporal  Power. 
Had  not  his  large,  though  not  very  efficient  armies  been 
already  threatening  the  Roman  border,  the  Republic  would 
perhaps  have  granted  the  request  of  Garibaldi  and  his  men  to 
be  allowed  to  go  to  the  assistance  of  King  Charles  Albert 
against  the  Austrians,  in  the  fatal  Novara  campaign  (March 
14-23)- 

Charles  Albert,  who,  in  fighting  and  suffering  with  Italy 
in  the  Lombard  war,  had  learnt  too  late  to  sympathise 
with  the  people,  was  a  Liberal,  perhaps  for  the  first  time  in 
his  life,  during  the  six  months  that  followed  the  surrender 
of  Milan  to  the  Austrians  and  the  armistice  of  August  1848. 
Though  he  himself  was  safe  in  Turin,  he  could  not  forget 
those  scenes  of  the  retreat  through  Milan,  and  the  cries  of 
a  people  thrust  back  into  slavery.  He  was  a  haunted 
man,  and  his  naturally  diseased  imagination  turned  from 
religious  to  political  visions.  He  too  '  ate  Austria  in  his 
bread.'  Radetzky's  brutal  punishment  of  those  who  had 
trusted  him  to  save  them  stirred  him  like  a  personal  insult, 
and  at  length  he  found  that  neither  he  nor  his  Piedmontese 
subjects  could  any  longer  endure  to  watch  the  agonies  of 
Lombardy.  But  when,  on  March  14,  1849,  ^^  denounced 
the  armistice,  and  gathered  his  forces  for  a  last  rush  on  Milan, 
Radetzky   was   better   prepared    than   he.     Crossing   into 
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Piedmontese  territory,  the  Austrians  won  the  decisive 
victory  of  No  vara  (March  23),  where,  once  more,  brave 
fighting  and  bad  generalship  distinguished  the  Italian  army. 

Charles  Albert  had  vainly  sought  death  in  the  battle. 
To  obtain  better  terms  for  his  country,  he  abdicated  the 
throne  and  rode  away  disguised  through  the  Austrian 
lines.  Before  that  summer  was  ended,  he  had  died  in  a 
Portuguese  cloister,  his  heart  broken  for  Italy.  Much  is 
forgiven  him,  because  he  loved  her  much.  He  had  long 
imagined,  in  his  religious  and  mystical  melancholy,  that 
God  had  set  him  apart  to  procure  her  liberation,  on  con- 
dition that  he  himself  became  a  sacrifice,  and  that  unselfish 
thought  may  well  be  repeated  by  history  as  her  final 
judgment  of  his  Ufe. 

Young  Victor  Emmanuel,  left  to  cope  with  triumphant 
enemies  and  mutinous  subjects,  inherited  the  allegiance  of 
a  stiU  formidable  army  and  the  attachment  of  a  small 
band  of  servants  of  the  House  of  Savoy,  as  Liberal  as  the 
Whigs  of  the  Reform  Bill,  but  as  loyal  as  any  Swiss  guard. 
He  saved  Piedmont  from  conquest,  partly  through  the 
assistance  of  very  serious  threats  made  by  France  against 
Austria,  partly  by  consenting  to  abandon  for  the  time  the 
Democratic  parties  in  the  rest  of  Italy.  Austria  insisted, 
as  a  matter  of  course,  that  he  should  leave  Venice  to  its 
fate  by  the  withdrawal  of  his  fleet  from  the  Adriatic — an 
act  of  necessity  which  the  Repubhcans  throughout  the 
Peninsula  factiously  charged  against  him  as  a  crime.  But 
there  was  one  thing  which  he  would  not  surrender,  and  that 
was  the  Constitution  granted  by  his  father  to  Piedmont. 
All  the  tempting  offers  made  by  Radetzky  to  induce  him  to 
'  modify '  the  great  charter,  which  was  destined  to  l»ecome 
the  law  of  the  kingdom  of  united  Italy,  were  met  by  his 
staunch  refusal,  now  celebrated  in  Italian  popular  art, 
which  loves  to  depict  the  young  and  spirited  king  turning 
away  in  indignation  from  the  offers  of  the  white-haired 
enemy  of  freedom. 

The  news  that  Piedmont  was  once  more  laid  low  reached 
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Rome  at  the  end  of  March.  Although  it  had  been  neces- 
sary to  keep  the  Garibaldians  on  the  NeapoHtan  border, 
a  few  Roman  troops  had  been  sent  towards  the  seat  of 
war,  but  had  not  arrived  in  time  to  share  in  the  disaster. 
The  first  result  of  Novara  was  that  the  Roman  Assembly 
proclaimed  a  dictatorship  of  Mazzini,  Safh,  and  Armellini, 
under  the  title  of  '  Triumvirs,'  with  full  executive  power. 
Mazzini,  however,  directed  the  policy  of  his  two  colleagues 
as  absolutely  as  the  First  Consul  Bonaparte  had  directed 
the  policy  of  Sieyes  and  Ducos.  But  his  was  the  domina- 
tion, not  of  supreme  efficiency  and  egoism,  but  of  the  virtue 
which  long  years  of  suffering  and  self-surrender  had  suffused 
through  his  being,  so  that  those  who  looked  on  him  and 
heard  his  voice  were  compelled  to  reverence  the  divine  in 
man.  While  Garibaldi  was  being  fashioned  into  a  hero  on 
the  breezy  uplands  of  Brazil,  the  more  painful  making  of  a 
saint  had  for  eleven  years  been  in  process  amid  the  squalid 
and  fog-obscured  surroundings  of  a  London  lodging-house. 
The  saintliness  which  Carlyle  had  so  fully  acknowledged,, 
though  he  would  never  yield  to  its  persuasion,  now  cast 
its  spell  over  the  Roman  people.  They  carried  out  Mazzini's 
behests  in  letter  and  in  spirit,  under  the  pure  constraint  of 
his  nobility,  laying  aside  sloth  and  cowardice,  and  abjuring 
at  his  appeal  even  the  passion  of  revenge.  '  Here  in  Rome,' 
he  told  the  Assembly,  '  we  may  not  be  moral  mediocrities.' 
If  Carlyle  had  had  any  eyes  for  the  events  of  his  own  day, 
he  would  have  seen  in  the  friend  whom  he  had  so  often  made 
'  very  sad  '  by  vociferous  scorn  of  schemes  for  the  moral  re- 
demption of  Italy  the  grandest  illustration  of  his  own  theory 
that  asserts  the  natural  domination  of  Man  over  Men.* 

*  On  June  17,  1844,  the  Times  had  protested  finely  against  the  opening 
of  Mazzini's  letters  by  our  Government,  but  had  rather  ostentatiously  de- 
clared its  ignorance  of  Mazzini  himself,  saying  that  he  ought  not  to  be  so 
treated,  even  if  he  was  the  most  contemptible  of  mankind.  Two  days 
later  a  letter  appeared  in  its  columns  signed  '  Thomas  Carlyle,'  containing 
the  following  passage  :  '  It  may  tend  to  throw  light  on  this  matter  if  I 
now  certify  to  you  .  .  .  that  Mr.  Mazzini  is  not  unkno%vn  to  various  com- 
petent persons  in  this  country ;   and  that  he  is  very  far  indeed  from  being 
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In  almost  every  town  of  the  Peninsula,  great  or  small, 
there  was  some  group  of  young  men  who  had  been  roused 
by  Mazzini's  appeal  to  devote  their  lives  not  to  themselves, 
but  to  their  country  and  their  fellows.  It  was  a  process 
nothing  short  of  conversion — for  it  was  moral  even  more 
than  intellectual.  Garibaldi,  before  he  went  to  America, 
had  been  one  of  the  first  thus  awakened  by  the  call  of 
Mazzini ;  but  he  was  not  altogether  one  of  the  '  disciples.* 
The  form  of  religion  on  which  Mazzini  based  his  moral 
appeal  to  live  for  others  was  pure  Deism,  tempered  by 
a  loving  respect  for  the  Catholic  form  of  Christianity 
from  which  he  had  separated  ;  he  attached  great  impor- 
tance to  the  bare  belief  in  God.  His  watchword  was 
Dio  e  Popolo,  '  God  and  the  People.'  But  Garibaldi,  it 
is  said,  would  sometimes  call  himself  an  Atheist,*  when 

contemptible, — none  further,  or  very  few  living  men.  I  have  had  the  honour 
to  know  Mr.  Mazzini  for  a  series  of  years  ;  and  whatever  I  may  think  of  his 
practical  insight  and  skill  in  worldly  affairs,  I  can  with  great  freedom 
testify  to  all  men  that  he,  if  I  have  ever  seen  one  such,  is  a  man  of  genius 
and  virtue,  a  man  of  sterling  veracity,  humanity,  and  nobleness  of  mind, 
one  of  those  rare  men,  numerable  unfortunately  as  units  in  this  world, 
who  are  worthy  to  be  called  martyr-souls  ;  who  in  silence  piously,  in  their 
daily  life,  understand  and  practise  what  is  meant  by  that.*  On  the  other 
hand,  Carlyle  was  most  contemptuous  of  Mazzini's  ideals  and  schemes. 
Margaret  Fuller  records  how,  when  the  conversation  one  day  turned  on 
<  progress  '  and  ideals,'  Carlyle  was  fluent  in  invectives  on  all  oiur  '  rose- 
water  imbecilities.'  '  We  all  felt  distant  from  him,  and  Mazzini,  after  some 
vain  efforts  to  remonstrate,  became  very  sad.  Mrs.  Carlyle  said  to  me, 
"  These  are  but  opinions  to  Carlyle ;  but  to  Mazzini,  who  has  given  his  all, 
and  helped  to  bring  his  friends  to  the  scaffold  in  pursuit  of  such  subjects, 
it  i»  a  matter  of  life  and  death."  ' 

Bolton  King's  Mazzini  is  a  very  noble  delineation  of  the  man.  '  The 
Chief '  in  Mr.  Meredith's  Vittoria  and  the  Dedication  of  Mr.  Swinburne's 
Songs  before  Sunrise  are  the  tribute  of  English  literature. 

*  Only,  indeed,  in  later  life,  and  but  seldom  then.  'One  night,' 
Holyoake  tells  us  in  his  memoirs,  '  at  a  crowded  Fulham  party  (1864) 
Mazzini  was  contending,  as  was  his  wont,  that  an^Atheist  could  not  have  a 
sense  of  duty.  Garibaldi,  who  was  present,  at  once  asked,  "  What  do 
you  say  of  me  ?  I  am  an  Atheist.  Do  I  lack  the  sense  of  duty  ?  "  "  Ah," 
said  Mazzini,  playfully,  "  you  imbibed  duty  with  your  mother's  milk  " — 
wliich  was  not  an  answer,  but  a  good-natured  evasion.  Garibaldi  was  not 
a  philosophical  Atheist,  but  he  was  a  fierce  sentimental  one,  from  resentment 
at  the  cruelties  and  tyrannies  of  priests  who  professed  to  represent  God.' 
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he  was  particularly  incensed  against  the  ordinary  type  of 
priest,  who,  he  declared,  '  taught  the  peasants  to  hate 
Italy.'  But  more  usually  he  spoke  of  '  God,  the  Father  of 
all  nations ' ;  of  '  the  mighty  power  of  a  living  God,'  seen  in 
nature  ;  or  pantheistically  of  '  the  soul  of  the  Universe,' 
and  of  '  the  great  Spirit  of  eternal  Life  in  everything.'  He 
disliked  '  miserable  materialism.'  He  '  venerated  the  doc- 
trine of  Christ,  because  Christ  came  into  the  world  to  liberate 
the  world  from  slavery.'  Christ  was  to  him  '  the  virtuous 
man,'  '  whom  the  priests  had  made  God.'  The  general  tone 
of  his  thought  resembled  that  of  Shelley,  except  that  he  was 
no  philosopher,  and  had  no  consistent  theories  ;  he  had, 
instead,  strong,  primitive  feelings,  both  positive  and  nega- 
tive, that  linked  him  to  the  Italian  people  and  to  human 
life. 

It  was  not  in  Garibaldi's  nature  either  to  learn  or  to 
teach.  Men,  he  declared,  are  reformed  '  by  example  more 
than  by  doctrine.'  And  so  his  doctrine  was  of  one  word — 
'  Avanti ! '  But  on  his  lips  it  had  as  much  power  to  trans- 
form the  minds  and  souls  of  men  as  the  studied  wisdom  of 
the  theorist  or  politician.  The  magical  effect  of  his  voice 
and  presence  was  such  that,  although  as  yet  he  had  won  no 
great  victories  for  Italy,  the  worship  of  Garibaldi  already 
rivalled  that  of  Mazzini.  During  the  spring  of  1849  his 
influence  was  potent  to  enlarge  the  moral  tone  of  the 
Republic  and  to  animate  its  defenders. 

From  the  end  of  January  to  the  middle  of  April  the 
Garibaldians  were  stationed  at  the  border  town  of  Rieti, 
in  face  of  the  Neapolitan  enemy.  It  was  here  that  the 
Legion  rose  in  numbers  from  500  to  about  1,000  men,  and 
at  length  obtained  discipline,  organisation,  and  equip- 
ment. There  were  frequent  quarrels  between  the  Gari- 
baldians and  the  National  Guard  at  Rieti ;  but  the  Legion 
was  on  the  whole  the  most  popular  regiment  with  the 
Liberal  party  in  the  Republic  because  it  represented  in  a 
concrete  form  the  national  and  democratic  idea.  *  Italy,' 
said  Ugo  Bassi,  who  was  sent  by  Mazzini  to  act  as  Garibaldi's 

4« 


io6  GARIBALDI'S  DEFENCE  OF  ROME 

chaplain — '  Italy  is  here  in  our  camp ;  Italy  is  Garibaldi ; 
and  so  are  we.'  * 

At  Rieti  a  strong  and  beautiful  friendship  was  formed 
between  Ugo  Bassi  and  Garibaldi,  dating  from  their  first 
sight  of  one  another.  Thenceforth,  till  the  martyrdom  of 
the  friar,  they  were  constantly  together,  on  the  battlefield, 
the  march,  and  the  bivouac.  Garibaldi  persuaded  Bassi 
to  change  his  clerical  dress  for  the  red  shirt  which  distin- 
guished the  other  officers  of  the  staff,  and  in  that  costume 
he  continued  his  apostolate,  much  to  the  satisfaction  of 
the  Legionaries, 

The  rank  and  file  were  not,  till  near  the  end  of  the  siege 
of  Rome,  dressed  in  the  red  shirt,  but  they  had  now  obtained 
a  uniform  consisting  of  a  loose  dark-blue  tunic  and  green 
cape,  and  the  tall  '  Calabrian  hat '  of  operatic  fame,  with 
its  turn-down  brim,  often  adorned  with  black  ostrich 
feathers.  In  that  romantic  and  magnificent  headgear, 
greatly  preferable  to  the  ugly  little  kepi,  they  performed 
their  deeds  of  arms  in  'forty-nine. 

It  was  clear  that  the  military  defenders  of  the  new  State 
would  have  no  sinecure.  Spain,  Austria,  and  France  were 
competing  with  Naples  for  the  honour  and  advantage  of 
restoring  the  Pope,  although  the  Republic,  whose  destruc- 
tion was  regarded  as  the  moral  duty  of  the  first  Catholic 
power  that  could  send  enough  troops  to  Rome,  not  only 
gave  to  France  no  diplomatic  justification  for  interference, 
but  set  up  within  its  own  borders  a  standard  of  toleration 
entirely  new  in  the  history  of  Governments  beset  with 
foreign  and  domestic  danger.  Accusations  of  terrorism  and 
confiscation  were  made  against  it  by  the  reactionary  parties, 
now  recovering  power  over  all  Europe.  Mazzini  was 
vexed  that  these  misrepresentations  were  repeated  loudly 
in  the  English  *  Times,'  which  declared  that  the  aims  and 

♦  '  L'  Italia  fe  qui  nel  nostro  campo,  1'  Italia  6  Garibaldi ;  e  siamo 
noi !  *  It  seems  to  have  been  a  favourite  cry  of  the  time ;  on  July  2  the 
people  in  the  Piazza  of  St.  Peter's  cried  out  at  Garibaldi  and  his  men,  '  Vol 
siete  r  Italia.' 


THE  MAZZINIAN  REPUBLIC  107 

methods  of  his  Roman  Republic  were  identical  with  those 
of  the  '  reds  '  of  Paris,  although,  in  fact,  his  methods  of 
preserving  the  State  in  time  of  danger  were  a  strange  con- 
trast to  those  of  the  old  French  Jacobins,  and,  his  individ- 
ualist legislation  on  behalf  of  the  poorer  classes  went  on 
different  principles  from  the  French  Socialism  of  the  day. 
The  theory  and  practice  of  the  Government  are  accurately 
expressed  in  the  following  '  Programme,'  published  by  the 
Triumvirate  on  April  5  : 

'  No  war  of  classes,  no  hostility  to  existing  wealth,  no  wan- 
ton or  unjust  violation  of  the  rights  of  property  ;  but  a  constant 
disposition  to  ameliorate  the  material  condition  of  the  classes 
least  favoured  by  fortune.' 

Regardless  of  the  truth,  the  Clerical  party  proclaimed  to 
Europe  that  their  enemies  were  communists  and  sociaUsts — 
i  names  then  as  odious  to  the  propertied  classes  as  the  name 
Jacobin  had  been  fifty  years  before.  '  Who  does  not 
know,'  wrote  the  Pope  in  his  Allocution  of  April  20,  '  that 
the  city  of  Rome,  the  principal  seat  of  the  Church,  has  now 
become,  alas,  a  forest  of  roaring  beasts,  overflowing  with 
men  of  every  nation,  apostates,  or  heretics,  or  leaders  of 
communism  and  socialism  ?  '  But  the  only  proof  with 
which  the  charge  of  '  communism  and  socialism  '  could 
eventually  be  maintained  by  Papal  pamphleteers  after  the 
fall  of  the  Republic,  was  the  irrelevant  fact  that  the  villas 
Corsini,  Valentini,  Spada,  and  Barberini  had  been  destroyed 
in  battle  (half  by  the  French  and  half  by  the  Italian  guns), 
and  that  a  few  other  houses  outside  the  walls  had  been 
removed  by  the  Triumvirate  to  facilitate  the  military 
defence  of  the  city. 

And,  indeed,  all  property  was  safe,  except  the  enormous 
estates  of  the  Church,  which  the  mildest  reform  could  not 
have  left  untouched.  In  other  countries,  Catholic  and 
Protestant  alike,  the  wealth  accumulated  by  the  mediaeval 
Church  had  undergone  large  curtailment  by  a  process  of 
which  the  propertied  class  had  been  the  chief  beneficiaries. 
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But  it  was  not  for  squires,  courtiers,  or  capitalists  that 
Mazzini  laid  his  hand  on  ecclesiastical  property.  It  was 
for  the  benefit  of  the  poorer  peasants  that  he  decreed  the 
employment  of  confiscated  Church  land,  as  small  holdings 
leased  to  cultivators  at  nominal  rents ;  it  was  for  the  benefit 
of  the  poorer  parish  priests  that  he  joined  in  the  movement 
to  equalise  the  emoluments  of  ecclesiastics.  If  Mazzini  had 
been  permitted  by  Catholic  Europe  to  carry  out  these  edicts, 
he  would  have  done  much  to  relieve  the  poverty  of  the 
peasants,  and  something  to  rectify  the  distribution  of  salary 
among  the  clergy.  Such  changes,  besides  being  good  in 
themselves,  would  have  made  the  Church  both  more  effi- 
cient and  less  unpopular. 

No  change  in  doctrine,  no  State  interference  in  ecclesi- 
astical Government — above  all,  no  persecution  of  cult,  such 
as  had  marked  the  relations  of  the  first  French  Republic  to 
the  Church — was  dreamed  of  by  the  authorities  at  Rome. 
Mazzini  was  determined  to  give  the  necessary  guarantees 
for  the  Pope's  spiritual  authority,  and  they  were  expressly 
granted  in  the  admirable  Constitution  drawn  up  by  the 
Assembly,  which  had  not  time  to  come  into  force  before 
the  Republic  was  murdered  by  France.  When,  shortly 
after  the  establishment  of  the  Triumvirate,  there  occurred 
several  cases  of  robbery  of  churches,  the  Government  for- 
bade the  sale  of  any  kind  of  clerical  movable  property, 
arrested  a  Belgian  landscape-painter  in  whose  house  such 
goods  had  been  found,  placed  a  guard  in  every  church,  and 
so  effectually  stopped  the  thefts.  The  services  of  the  Church 
were  freely  and  honourably  conducted,  Hbels  against  the 
priests  were  suppressed,  and  their  persons  were  protected 
by  Government.  It  was  only  after  the  unprovoked  inter- 
ference of  France  on  behalf  of  the  Clericals  that  one  or  two 
particularly  atrocious  murders  occurred  in  Rome,  of  priests 
supposed  to  be  aiding  the  foreigner.  But  the  action  of  the 
authorities,  the  example  and  continual  exhortation  of  Mazzini, 
put  a  stop  to  these  crimes,  which  might  very  easily  have 
become  contagious.    Mazzini's  own  reUgion  was  unorthodox 
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and  mystical,  but  his  sympathy  with  all  religion  and  his 
belief  in  toleration  were  profound  and  sincere. 

He  took  for  the  watchword  of  his  Government :  '  Inex- 
orable as  to  principles,  tolerant  and  impartial  as  to  persons.' 
The  enemies  of  the  Republic,  both  clerical  and  lay,  enjoyed 
the  protection  of  Government  for  the  hatching  of  plots 
against  it  within  the  walls  of  the  capital.  Mazzini  knew 
what  they  were  doing,  and  deliberately  let  them  be.  He 
ruled  a  State  in  time  of  foreign  invasion  and  domestic 
crisis  '  without  prisons,  without  trials,  without  violence.' 
This  was  the  '  bandit  '  Government  against  which  Bomha 
and  the  French  Catholics  were  marching  in  the  name  of 
outraged  morality. 

The  mildness  of  Mazzini's  rule  had  this  disadvantage, 
that,  where  the  moral  appeal  failed,  he  had  no  physical 
force  on  which  to  rely.  He  persuaded  the  people  of  Rome 
to  behave  admirably  as  a  whole,  but  those  who,  like  the 
murderer  Zambianchi,  would  not  listen  to  the  voice  of  his 
charming,  did  too  much  of  their  own  will.  And  in  the  more 
distant  provinces,  removed  from  the  sphere  of  his  personal 
influence,  the  ability  of  the  Government  to  enforce  order 
was  not  always  on  a  level  with  its  desire.  In  Romagna  and 
the  Marches,  where  the  blood-feud  was  custom  of  the 
country,  greatly  enhanced  by  long  years  of  Papal  misrule, 
the  Civil  Service  was  full  of  adherents  of  the  old  order, 
and  the  lay  administration,  without  which  but  little  could 
be  done,  had  yet  to  be  created.  When  we  consider  that  the 
Republic  was  left  to  grapple  with  a  population  holding 
mediaeval  ideas  as  to  the  sacredness  of  human  life,  by  means 
of  a  mediaeval  instrument  of  Government,  we  may  well 
admire  the  rapid  steps  towards  a  better  state  of  things  which 
were  made  in  the  few  months  before  the  Austrian  and  French 
troops  put  an  end  to  the  new  regime.  At  Ancona,  the  worst 
centre  of  anarchy,  where  the  terrorists  were  committing 
assassinations  at  the  rate  of  half-a-dozen  every  day,  order 
was  restored  by  the  courage  and  severity  of  the  Govern- 
ment agent  Orsini,  afterwards  renowned  for  a  darker  deed. 
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The  worst  side  of  the  RepubHcan  administration — apart 
from  a  general  want  of  vigour  in  the  members  stultifying 
the  good  intentions  at  the  head — was  the  hopeless  welter 
in  which  finance  remained.  Here  Rossi  might  have  done 
something  to  extricate  the  State  from  a  condition  which 
the  clerical  Government  had  created,  and  with  which  the 
Republicans  were  quite  unable  to  contend,  save  by  the 
reckless  issue  of  paper.  Refusing  the  temptation  to  adopt 
the  most  odious  of  revolutionary  expedients,  they  left  the 
property  of  the  emigres  to  Gaeta  untouched ;  they  also 
removed  some  of  the  more  oppressive  of  the  indirect  taxes 
that  fell  heavily  on  the  common  people.  But  while  they 
knew  what  taxes  to  avoid,  they  did  not  know  so  weU  what 
to  impose,  or  how  to  save  the  State  from  financial  disaster. 

On  the  whole,  the  Repubhc  grew  more  popular  with  the 
various  classes  of  the  community  as  its  intentions  and 
character  became  more  clear.  At  worst  it  stood  for  Italy, 
and  where  one  man  was  a  zealous  Republican,  ten  were  good 
Itahans.  Some  friars  and  priests,  in  spite  of  the  Pope's 
excommunication,  rallied  to  the  tolerant  and  national 
Government ;  the  middle  classes  and  working  men  of  the 
towns  became  daily  more  enthusiastic  ;  the  peasants,  except 
where  the  influence  of  reactionary  priests  was  strong,  grew 
friendly  in  some  parts,  and  ceased  in  others  to  be  actively 
hostile  ;  in  the  Romagna,  they  were  staunch  for  the  Republic. 
The  Trasteverines  and  other  inhabitants  of  Rome  were 
growing  every  day  more  strongly  opposed  to  the  restora- 
tion of  clerical  rule.  Even  the  upper-class  leaders  of  the 
Moderate  party,  deeply  as  they  had  been  alienated  by  the 
Democratic  violence  of  the  last  winter,  much  as  they  still 
disapproved  of  the  ideas  upon  which  the  Mazzinian -State 
was  founded,  could  not,  with  returning  spring,  view  without 
admiration  a  stand  so  gallantly  made  for  Italy  against  a 
European  league  of  her  oppressors. 

While  the  Republic  was  daily  strengthening  its  authority 
and  improving  its  moral  position,  the  armies  of  Austria, 
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Naples,  Spain,  and  France  were  hastening  by  sea  and  land 
to  its  overthrow.  The  Austrians,  who,  after  Novara,  sent 
large  bodies  of  troops  southwards,  began  slowly  to  occupy 
the  Romagna.  But  the  French  were  in  a  position  to  strike 
a  blow  at  the  heart.  On  April  25,  some  eight  to  ten  thousand 
French  troops  under  General  Oudinot  (son  of  Napoleon  I.'s 
Marshal)  landed  at  Civitavecchia,  forty  miles  north-west 
of  Rome.  The  orders  given  to  Oudinot  by  his  Govern- 
ment spoke  of  the  Roman  Republic  as  an  unpopular  usurpa- 
tion, which  would  soon  be  removed.  He  was  not  to 
recognise  the  Triumvirate  or  the  Assembly,  but  he  was  to 
treat  their  members  with  courtesy  as  individuals  ;  he  was  to 
effect  the  occupation  of  the  capital  as  a  friend,  although,  if 
the  inhabitants  were  so  absurd  as  to  object  to  the  entrance 
of  a  foreign  army  within  their  walls,  he  must  employ  the 
necessary  amount  of  force.  His  own  somewhat  illogical 
proclamations,  though  deceptive  in  the  assertion  that  the 
French  would  not  coerce  the  Roman  people,  did  not  con- 
ceal the  fact  that  they  came  to  overturn  the  existing  Govern- 
ment and  restore  the  Papal  authority  in  some  form  or 
other. 

The  executive  of  the  French  Republic  was  more  re- 
sponsible than  the  legislature  for  this  novel  development 
of  the  nation's  foreign  policy,  which  diverted  the  channel 
of  its  interference  in  Italy  from  the  Lombard  plain  to  the 
Roman  Campagna — from  friendship  with  the  Liberal  cause 
to  aUiance  with  its  worst  enemies.  The  French  Assembly, 
though  it  did  not  effectually  oppose  the  action  of  the  Govern- 
ment, contained  strong  elements  of  genuine  Republicanism  ; 
some  of  the  Ministers,  on  the  other  hand,  were  partisans  of 
the  clerical  and  military  reaction  which  had  first  grown  out 
of  the  anti-Socialist  panic,  and  was  now  fast  drifting  towards 
autocracy,  under  the  influence  of  the  President,  Louis 
Napoleon.  Men  of  all  parties  were  agreed  that  an  Austrian 
monopoly  of  the  Italian  peninsula  must  not  be  allowed,  and 
after  Novara  France  had  flung  her  shield  over  Piedmont 
because  she  could  not  afford  to  have  Austria  master  of  all 
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Italy  up  to  the  French  border.  The  new  President,  heir  to 
the  traditions  of  Rivoli  and  Marengo,  and  never  entirely  for- 
getful of  his  own  youthful  adventures  among  the  Carbonari, 
had  some  genuine  sympathy  with  Italy — in  so  far  as  the 
inhabitants  wished  to  be  freed  from  the  Austrian  yoke.  But 
his  role  as  '  saviour  of  society '  from  Socialism  made  him  in 
France  the  ally  of  reaction,  dependent  on  Clerical  support 
in  the  country ;  nor  was  he  yet  in  a  position  to  cross  the 
policy  of  those  members  of  the  Government  who  were  more 
Clerical  at  heart  than  he. 

The  Ministers  saw  in  the  situation  at  Rome,  and  in  the 
appeals  of  the  Pope  for  help,  an  opportunity  of  combining 
a  check  to  Austria  with  an  anti-Liberal  pohcy  which  would 
ensure  for  them  the  Catholic  vote  in  France — then  a  more 
considerable  item  in  elections  than  it  is  to-day.  If  they 
could  regain  for  France  the  religious  hegemony  of  the 
Catholic  powers,  they  would  at  once  fulfil  the  desire  of  the 
Clericals  and  satisfy  the  pride  of  the  nation.  '  It  was  the 
beginning  of  the  long  chapter  of  fraud  and  insolence,  for 
which  the  French  Catholics  are  more  responsible  than 
Napoleon,  which,  beginning  in  a  kind  of  perverted  national 
pride,  ended  by  sacrificing  the  nation  to  the  Papacy,  and 
had  its  pay  at  Sedan.' 

Pio  Nono,  by  taking  refuge  with  Ferdinand  of  Naples, 
had  inflicted  a  severe  diplomatic  defeat  on  the  French,  but 
the  lost  ground  would  be  handsomely  recovered  if  they 
could  open  for  him  the  gates  of  Rome  while  his  NeapoUtan 
friends  were  still  hesitating  on  the  frontier,  afraid  to  attack 
Garibaldi.  Military  and  naval  preparations  had  been  on 
foot  even  as  early  as  the  time  of  the  Pope's  flight  to  Gaeta, 
and  some  troops  had  actually  sailed  early  in  December, 
only  to  be  driven  back  by  storms.  After  that  there  had 
again  been  hesitation  on  the  part  of  the  Government,  until 
the  final  departure  of  the  French  expedition  was  precipi- 
tated by  the  news  of  Novara,  which  made  it  certain  that 
the  Austrians  would  soon  start  on  the  same  race  for 
Rome. 
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There  was  still  enough  Republican  feeling  in  the  As- 
sembly and  in  the  streets  of  Paris  to  compel  the  more  re- 
actionary of  the  Ministers  to  use  the  language  of  respect  for 
those  principles  of  popular  government  on  which  it  was  their 
intention  to  trample.  For  this  reason  they  raised  the  cry 
that  '  foreigners  come  from  all  parts  of  Italy  '  were  oppress- 
ing the  people  of  Rome,  and  French  historians  of  the  Clerical 
party  *  are  not  ashamed  to  repeat  this  astounding  defence 
of  the  French  interference.  The  '  foreign  demagogues  '  of 
this  theory  are  Mazzini  and  Garibaldi.  These  historians, 
not  recognising  the  right  of  Italy  to  be  a  nation,  consider 
that  soldiers  from  Paris  were  less  alien  to  Rome  than  the 
men  of  Genoa,  Nice,  and  Milan.  But  even  if  we  were  to 
grant,  as  self-evident,  the  proposition  that  a  native  of  Pied- 
mont has  less  rights  in  any  Italian  city  than  those  which 
belong  to  a  French  soldier,  there  remains  the  fact  that  193 
members  out  of  200  in  the  freely  elected  Constituent  As- 
sembly, which  established  the  RepubHc  and  the  Triumvirate, 
were  natives  of  the  Roman  States. 

But  it  is  not  necessary  to  take  very  seriously  the  hypo- 
critical arguments  about  '  hberating '  Rome  from  '  foreign- 
ers,' and  effecting  a  '  reconciliation  '  between  the  Pope  and 
his  subjects,  which  were  employed  as  a  blind  to  the  Italian 
and  French  Liberals.  The  '  reconciliation  '  ended,  as  all 
had  foreseen,  in  the  restoration  of  the  Papal  autocracy,  and 
all  the  worst  evils  of  clerical  rule  ;  nor  could  it  have  ended 
otherwise,  for  the  Pope,  though  he  was  prepared  to  accept 
his  restoration  at  the  hands  of  France,  was  determined  to 
abolish  every  Vestige  of  constitutional  freedom  and  lay 
government,  however  much  the  French  might  ask  for  some 
show  of  reform.  Louis  Napoleon,  whatever  he  might  pre- 
tend to  himself  or  to  others,  was  reviving,  in  his  attitude 
towards  the  Papal  States,  the  policy  of  the  Holy  Alliance, 
except  that  his  position  was  more  isolated  than  that  of  Alex- 

*  E.g.,  La  Gorce,  Seconde  RSpublique  Frangaise,  ii.  75,  80,  203.  One 
would  gather,  alike  from  the  text  and  the  footnotes,  that  in  composing 
his  book  he  had  not  consulted  Italian  authorities. 
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aiider  and  Mettemich,  and  his  attitude  less  friendly  to  the 
other  maintainers  of  '  order.'  It  was  not  so  much  a  Holy 
AUiance  as  a  Holy  Competition  for  the  advantage  of  policing 
Central  Italy. 

The  one  thing  that  can  be  truly  said  in  excuse  for  the 
expedition  to  Rome  is  that  the  French  Government,  when 
they  despatched  their  troops,  had  persuaded  themselves 
that  they  would  be  welcomed  as  liberators.  But  they  had 
arrived  at  this  conclusion  by  the  simple  process  of  beheving 
what  they  wished,  and  even  if  they  had  expected  resistance, 
they  would  not  have  acted  differently,  except  in  sending  a 
larger  force.  For  when  they  found  out  how  complete  was 
their  mistake — how  ready  were  the  citizens  of  the  Roman 
Republic  to  die  for  their  independence — they  did  not  hesitate 
to  restore,  over  unwilling  subjects,  the  most  odious  Govern- 
ment in  Christian  Europe,  and  to  shed  the  blood  of  the 
inhabitants  of  a  State  over  which  they  had  no  shadow  of 
suzerainty,  whose  borders  did  not  march  with  their  own, 
whose  policy  it  was  to  cultivate  the  friendship  of  France, 
and  whose  governors  continued,  even  after  the  fighting  had 
begun,  to  pray  most  earnestly  for  a  renewal  of  kindly  rela- 
tions. Such  action  would  be  in  the  highest  degree  repugnant 
to  the  conscience  of  the  French  Republic  of  our  own  day,  as 
it  was  then  repugnant  to  the  conscience  of  many  of  the 
best  citizens  of  France,  who  vainly  protested  in  the  Assembly 
and  in  the  streets  of  Paris  against  the  great  clerical  and 
miUtary  plot  to  suppress  liberty  abroad.  The  murder  of 
the  Roman  Republic  foreshadowed,  not  obscurely,  the 
approaching  doom  of  free  institutions  in  France. 

In  the  last  days  of  April,  while  Oudinot  was  traversing 
the  forty  miles  between  his  port  of  disembarkation  and  the 
suburbs  of  Rome,  the  Triumvirs  could  look  round  and  see 
that  they  were  alone  against  the  world.  Already  (April  ii) 
the  Democratic  Government  of  Tuscany  had  '  gained  what 
no  Republic  missed  ' ;  the  Grand  Duke  had  been  recalled  I 
to  his  throne  by  the  popular  voice,  in  time  to  prevent  ai 
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forcible  restoration  by  the  Austrians.*  Piedmont  was 
wisely  keeping  friends  with  France,  and  retiring  to  leap 
better  on  some  distant  day.  The  long  agony  of  the  siege 
of  Venice  still  dragged  on,  but  the  end  was  certain.  Every 
other  power  actively  interested  in  Italy  was  leagued  against 
Mazzini.  England,  with  a  passive  interest,  was  delivering 
disregarded  lectures  to  aU  parties.  Palmerston,  if  not  the 
Cabinet  as  a  whole,  was  an  academic  friend  to  Piedmont 
and  a  foe  to  Austria,  but  even  Palmerston  did  nothing 
to  support  the  Roman  Republic.  Not  realising  the  now 
intractable  attitude  of  the  Pope,  he  advised  Mazzini  to 
negotiate  for  Liberal  institutions  under  a  restored  Papal 
rule. 

But  another  large  body  of  opinion  in  England  was  at 
this  date  altogether  anti-Italian  ;  the  '  Quarterly  Review,* 
true  to  its  anti- Jacobin  traditions,  praised  the  fine  old 
times  of  Gregory  XVI.,  lauded  Ferdinand  of  Naples,  and 
compared  Mazzini  to  Robespierre.  The  '  Times '  was 
no  less  strongly  on  the  side  of  Bomba,  the  Pope,  and  the 
Austrians  against  their  respective  subjects.  It  complained 
of  the  French  expedition  only  in  so  far  as  it  limited  the  action 
and  invaded  the  privileges  of  Austria,  and  took  Oudinot  to 
task  because  he  did  not  at  once  declare  his  real  purpose,  the 
restoration  of  the  Papal  despotism.  The  '  Times '  corre- 
spondent remained  within  the  French  Hnes,  and  his  thirst 
for  blood  could  not  be  satisfied  by  Oudinot's  tardy  and 
comparatively  humane  operations,  f  The  sneers  of  the 
great  newspaper  at  the  '  degenerate  remnant  of  the  Roman 
people,'  who  '  will  believe  they  are  heroes,'  revealed  that 
remarkable  form  of  pride  in  British  institutions  which  used 

*  The  internal  reaction  in  Tuscany  was  due  partly  to  the  Conserva- 
tism of  the  peasants,  partly  to  the  quarrels  of  the  various  Liberal  parties 
in  the  towns,  and  not  a  little  to  the  hatred  of  the  Florentines  for  the  men  of 
Leghorn,  the  overbearing  leaders  of  the  revolution. 

t  He  said  the  leaders  in  Rome,  though  not  indeed  Mazzini,  desired 
'  to  secure  a  well-filled  purse  '  :  poor  Garibaldi  !  The  Quarterly  stated  that 
most  of  the  Roman  soldiers  were  not  Italian ;  there  were  really  about 
400  non-Italians  out  of  some  17,000  or  more. 
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to  consider  it  an  insult  to  ourselves  that  any  other  race 
should  aspire  to  progress  and  freedom. 

But  the  better  England  was  well  represented  on  the  right 
side  of  the  walls.  George  Thomas,  the  artist  of  the  leading 
illustrated  paper  of  the  day,  was  sending  home  his  sketches 
of  the  Garibaldini.  These  pictures  and  the  sjmipathetic 
comment  in  the  text  of  the  '  Illustrated  London  News ' 
may  be  said  to  have  laid  the  first  foundations  of  the  Gan- 
baldian  cult  in  our  country,  a  plant  of  slow  but  eventually 
of  enormous  growth.  Arthur  Clough  was  also  in  Rome, 
gathering  the  impressions  which  he  dressed  up  in  the  *  Amours 
de  Voyage.'  His  proverbial  hesitation  did  not  extend  to 
the  field  of  Italian  politics,  and  he  watched  the  martjo-dom 
of  Liberty  with  the  eye,  not  of  a  sceptic,  but  of  a  poet.* 
The  Bostonian  Margaret  Fuller,  as  an  old  and  dear  friend 
of  Mazzini  in  England,  was  even  more  whole-hearted  in  her 
devotion,  and  felt  that  the  new  Rome  of  the  people  was 
the  visionary  country  of  her  heart. 

Thus,  with  only  the  gods  on  their  side,  the  Romans 
armed  for  the  fight.  Outside  the  city,  friends  and  foes 
expected  that  they  would  surrender :  '  Italians  do  not 
fight '  was  the  word  passed  round  in  the  French  camp,  and 
even  those  who  knew  the  North  Italians  had  never  heard  of 
Roman  valour  in  the  history  of  the  modern  world.  But  a 
great  moral  change  had  taken  place.  "V^'Tien,  on  the  after- 
noon of  April  27,  Garibaldi,  the  long-expected,  entered  Rome 
at  the  head  of  his  bronzed  Legionaries  from  the  northern 
provinces  of  the  Republic,  there  was  little  doubt  of  the 
spirit  of  the  citizens  through  whom  they  pushed  their  way. 
'  He  has  come,  he  has  come  !  '  they  cried  all  down  the  Corso. 
He  had  come,  and  the  hour  of  Rome's  resurrection  had 
struck. 

The  combined  effect  of  the  presence  of  Mazzini  and  of 
Garibaldi  in  Rome  was  to  exalt  men's  hearts  and  minds 
into  a  region  where  it  seemed  base  to  calculate   nicely 

*  His  letters  (Prose  Remains)  show  this  even  more  strongly  than  the 
Amours  de  Voyage. 
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whether  there  was  any  hope  of  victory  in  the  defensive  war 
which  they  were  undertaking.  And  in  such  magnificent 
carelessness  lay  true  wisdom.  There  are  times  when  it  is 
wise  to  die  for  honour  alone.  If  Rome  had  submitted  again 
to  Papal  despotism  without  a  blow  she  could  never  have 
become  the  capital  of  Italy,  or  only  as  the  despised  head 
of  a  noble  family.  Historians  who  blame  the  defence  of 
Rome  overlook  this  point,  which  surely  is  one  of  immense 
importance.  The  end  of  the  present  war  might  be  scarcely 
doubtful,  but  the  end  for  which  they  were  about  to  fight 
lay  in  the  distant  future.  If  it  is  asked  why  the  Romans 
were  urged  to  undertake  the  struggle,  let  Mazzini  answer 
for  himself  : 

'  With  those  who  have  said  or  written  that  the  resistance 
of  Rome  to  her  French  invaders  was  an  error,  it  were  useless  to 
discuss. 

'  To  the  many  other  causes  which  decided  us  to  resist,  there 
was  in  my  mind  added  one  intimately  bound  up  with  the  aim 
of  my  whole  life — the  foundation  of  our  national  unity.  Rome 
was  the  natural  centre  of  that  unity,  and  it  was  important  to 
attract  the  eyes  and  the  reverence  of  my  countrymen  towards 
her.  The  Italian  people  had  almost  lost  their  Religion  of  Rome  ; 
they,  too,  had  begun  to  look  upon  her  as  a  sepulchre,  and  such 
she  seemed. 

■  As  the  seat  of  a  form  of  faith  now  extinct,  and  only  out- 
wardly sustained  by  hypocrisy  and  persecution,  her  middle- 
class  living,  in  a  great  measure,  upon  the  pomps  of  worship  and 
the  corruption  of  the  higher  clergy,  and  her  people,  although 
full  of  noble  and  manly  pride,  necessarily  ignorant,  and  be- 
lieved to  be  devoted  to  the  Pope — Rome  was  regarded  by 
some  with  aversion,  by  others  with  disdainful  indifference.  A 
few  individual  exceptions  apart,  the  Romans  had  never  shared 
that  ferment,  that  desire  for  liberty  which  had  constantly 
agitated  Romagna  and  the  Marches.  It  was  therefore  essential 
to  redeem  Rome  ;  to  place  her  once  again  at  the  summit,  so 
that  the  Italians  might  again  leam  to  regard  her  as  the  temple 
of  their  common  country.  It  was  necessary  that  all  should  learn 
how  potent  was  the  immortality  stirring  beneath  those  ruins 
of  two  epochs,  two  worlds.     I  did  feel  that  power,  did  feel  the 
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pulsations  of  the  immense  eternal  life  of  Rome  through  the 
artificial  crust  with  which  priests  and  courtiers  had  covered 
the  great  sleeper,  as  with  a  shroud.  I  had  faith  in  her.  I 
remember  that  when  the  question  as  to  whether  we  should 
resist  or  not  first  arose,  the  chief  ofl&cers  of  the  National 
Guard,  when  I  assembled  and  interrogated  them,  told  me  sadly 
that  the  main  body  of  the  guard  would  not  in  any  case  co- 
operate in  the  defence.  It  seemed  to  me  that  I  understood  the 
Roman  people  far  better  than  they,  and  I  therefore  gave  orders 
that  all  the  battalions  should  defile  in  front  of  the  Palace  of  the 
Assembly  on  the  following  morning,  in  order  that  the  question 
might  be  put  to  the  troops.  The  universal  shout  of  Guerra 
that  arose  from  the  ranks  drowned  in  an  instant  the  timid  doubts 
of  their  leaders. 

'  The  defence  of  the  city  was  therefore  decided  upon  :  by 
the  assembly  and  people  of  Rome  from  a  noble  impulse  and 
from  reverence  for  the  honour  of  Italy ;  by  me  as  the  logical 
consequence  of  a  long-matured  design.  Strategically  I  was 
aware  that  the  struggle  ought  to  have  been  carried  on  out  of 
Rome,  by  operating  upon  the  flank  of  the  enemy's  line.  But 
victory,  unless  we  were  to  receive  assistance  from  the  other 
provinces  of  Italy,  was  equally  impossible  within  and  without 
the  walls  ;  and  since  we  were  destined  to  fall,  it  was  our  duty, 
in  vieAv  of  the  future,  to  proffer  our  moriiuri  te  salutant  to  Italy 
from  Rome.' 


PART   II 
THE   DEFENCE   OF   ROME 


CHAPTER  VH  * 

THE  THIRTIETH  OF  APRIL 

'  And  the  world  passed  by  her,  and  said 
(We  heard  it  say)  she  was  dead  ; 
'?  And  now,  behold,  she  hath  spoken, 

f  She  that  was  dead,  saying,  "  Rome." 

Swinburne. — The  Halt  before  Rome. 

But  Mazzini  alone  could  not  have  inspired  the  heroic 
defence.  If  Garibaldi  had  not,  at  the  eleventh  hour,  been 
brought  into  Rome  by  the  agency  of  his  admirer  Avezzana, 
the  new  Minister  of  War,  |  the  resistance  to  Oudinot  would 
have  been  very  feeble.  AU  Italian  accounts  of  the  siege 
make  this  abundantly  clear,  while  French  and  Clerical 
writers  regard  his  ni-omened  arrival  at  the  last  moment 
as  the  reason  why  the  Italians  were  *  terrorised  '  into  dying 
for  their  country.  The  truth  is,  that  his  presence  during 
the  two  days  of  preparation,  before  the  battle  of  April  30, 
exalted  the  fighting  spirit  of  the  troops  and  of  the  populace 
by  the  exercise  of  that  personal  magic  felt  equally  by  all 
classes.  The  workman,  the  student,  the  employer  and  the 
landowner  were  all  brothers-in-arms  in  the  ranks  of  the 
volunteer  regiments.     To  this  people,  singularly  free  from 

♦  For  this  Chapter  see  Map  III.,  end  of  volume. 

t  Garibaldi's  own  belief,  right  or  wrong,  was  that  Avezzana  was  the 
first  real  friend  he  had  in  high  quarters  at  Rome. 

119 
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what  in  our  island  we  know  only  too  well  as  '  snobbery/ 
it  was  all  one  whether  Garibaldi  was  the  son  of  a  nobleman 
or  of  a  poor  sailor  :  he  was  an  Italian — no  one  asked  more. 

In  Italy  (wrote  one  who  saw  the  workings  of  this  remarkable 
epoch  in  her  history)  the  classes  of  society  are  far  less  distinct 
than  elsewhere,  so  that,  when  once  they  are  brought  into 
contact,  or  unite  for  the  accomplishment  of  any  object,  they 
instantly  find  themselves  less  difierent,  and  less  uncongenial 
than  might  be  anticipated  from  their  disparity  of  condition. 
Thus  it  was  with  the  early  volunteers  of  1848.' 

And  thus  it  was  at  Rome  in  1849. 

Although  Garibaldi  was  not  commander-in-chief,  '  who- 
ever heard  the  conversations  of  the  people,  or  took  a  more 
or  less  active  part  in  the  fortification  of  the  town,  had 
occasion  to  notice  at  every  moment  that  Garibaldi,  and  no 
other,  was  recognised  as  leader.' 

Rome  was  then  a  rival  to  Paris  as  centre  of  the  cosmo- 
politan artist  world,  both  because  it  had  some  vogue  as  a 
school  of  art,  and  because  before  the  photographic  era  there 
was  a  large  demand  by  the  English  and  other  forestieri  for 
copies  of  famous  pictures,  and  for  sketches  of  the  sights 
which  they  had  come  to  see,  and  of  which  they  wanted  some 
memento  to  take  home.  The  artists,  living  together  on  the 
usual  terms  of  free  but  close  comradeship,  worked  all  the 
morning,  but  '  in  the  afternoon  strolled  about  in  the  town 
or  went  to  the  cafe  of  the  artists,  where,'  as  one  of  their 
number  wrote,  '  we  heard  politics  talked,  read  the  resolutions 
taken  by  the  new  Government,  or  amused  ourselves  with  the 
follies  of  "Don  Pirlone," '  the  Democratic  cartoon  journal. 
Garibaldi  carried  the  heart  of  this  Bohemian  world  by  storm. 
EngUsh,  Dutch,  Belgians,  even  one  Frenchman,  and  the 
Italian  artists  almost  to  a  man,  enlisted  during  the  days  that 
followed  his  arrival,  if  they  had  not  done  so  before,  either 
in  his  own  Legion,  or  in  the  Civic  Guard,  or  in  the  special 
Students'  Corps,  which  consisted  of  three  hundred  University 
men  and  artists.  Taking  life  and  death  with  a  light  heart, 
they  fought  splendidly  for  Rome,  and  after  every  day  of 
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battle  the  survivors  met  to  congratulate  each  other  at  jolly 
suppers  in  the  cafes. 

One  of  the  Italians  in  after  years  told  the  story  of  his 
conversion  to  the  Rev.  H.  R.  Haweis.  He  had  come  out, 
he  said,  with  his  artist  friends,  to  see  what  was  going  on, 
one  day,  when  Garibaldi  was  recruiting  in  a  public  place  in 
Rome. 

'  I  had  no  idea  (he  told  the  English  clergyman)  of  enlisting. 
I  was  a  young  artist ;  I  only  went  out  of  curiosity — but  oh  ! 
I  shall  never  forget  that  day  when  I  saw  him  on  his  beautiful 
white  horse  in  the  market-place,  with  his  noble  aspect,  his 
calm,  kind  face,  his  high,  smooth  forehead,  his  light  hair  and 
beard — every  one  said  the  same.  He  reminded  us  of  nothing 
so  much  as  of  our  Saviour's  head  in  the  galleries.  I  could  not 
resist  him.  I  left  my  studio.  I  went  after  him  ;  thousands 
did  likewise.  He  only  had  to  show  himself.  We  all  worshipped 
him  ;   we  could  not  help  it.' 

It  was  no  passing  emotion  of  youth,  for  eleven  years  after- 
wards the  narrator  was  fighting  for  Garibaldi  in  Naples. 

On  the  morning  of  April  29,  two  days  after  the 
arrival  of  the  Legion,  there  marched  into  the  city  the 
Lombard  Bersagheri,  a  regiment  representing  very  different 
miHtary  and  political  traditions  from  those  of  Gari- 
baldi's men,  but  not  less  devoted  than  they  to  the 
ItaHan  cause,  and  destined  to  play  a  part  no  less  memo- 
rable than  theirs  in  the  defence  of  Rome.  The  commander 
of  the  Lombards,  the  gallant  Luciano  Manara,*  was  a 
young  aristocrat  of  Milan,  who  had  distinguished  him- 
self in  the  Five  Days  of  street  warfare  that  drove  the 
Austrians  out  of  his  native  town,  and  had  been  a  leader  of 
volunteers  in  the  unhappy  campaign  that  followed.  After 
the  recapture  of  Milan  by  the  Austrians,  and  the  armistice 
of  August  1848,  Manara  formed  the  brigade,  usually 
known  by  his  name,  out  of  the  pick  of  the  Lombard  exiles 

*  Luciano  Romara,  in  George  Meredith's  Vittoria,  '  was  built  on 
Manara.' 
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in  Piedmont.  They  took  the  oath  of  military  allegiance  to 
the  House  of  Savoy ;  but,  after  Novara,  Victor  Emmanuel 
was  in  no  position  to  harbour  them  in  his  territory,  and  since 
they  would  not  return  to  Lombardy  to  be  flogged  and  shot 
by  Radetzky,  Manara  found  himself  and  his  soldiers  wander- 
ing about  in  '  the  paradise  of  the  Riviera,  as  if  we  were 
under  the  ban  of  God  and  men  aUke.'  Under  these 
circumstances  he  and  six  hundred  others  elected  to  sail  for 
Rome,  more  because  they  had  nowhere  else  to  go  than 
because  they  felt  any  enthusiasm  for  the  Republic.  The 
majority,  according  to  one  who  accompanied  them  on  the 
voyage,  were  gentlemen  of  Milan  and  Pavia. 

In  the  port  of  Civitavecchia  the  French  not  only  refused 
to  allow  them  to  land,  but  made  them  prisoners,  against 
all  law  and  equity.  '  You  are  Lombards,'  said  Oudinot ; 
'  what,  then,  have  you  to  do  with  the  affairs  of  Rome  ?  ' 
*  And  you,'  replied  Manara,  '  do  you  not  come  from  Paris, 
from  Lyons,  or  from  Bordeaux  ?  '  Finally  they  were  per- 
mitted to  proceed  to  Porto  d'Anzio,  sixty  miles  further 
south,  and  disembark  there,  on  giving  their  word  that  they 
would  remain  neutral,  and  not  enter  Rome  until  May  4,  by 
which  date  the  French  confidently  expected  to  be  masters 
of  the  city.  But  when,  on  landing,  the  Lombards  received 
orders  from  Avezzana  to  come  at  once  to  Rome,  they  obeyed 
him,  and  thereby  broke  the  letter  of  the  promise  which  the 
French  had  exacted  only  by  a  violation  of  international 
law  ;  but  they  kept  the  spirit  of  their  engagement  by 
refraining,  much  against  their  will,  from  taking  any  part 
in  the  fighting  of  April  30. 

And  so  it  came  about  that,  on  April  29,  the  eve  of  the 
battle,  the  Lombards  entered  the  capital,  wearing  the  dark 
uniform  of  the  Piedmontese  BersagUeri,  which,  with  its 
round  broad-brimmed  hat  carrying  the  plume  of  black- 
green  cock's  feathers  on  the  side,  is  to  this  day  a  symbol 
in  the  eyes  of  all  Europe  of  the  army  of  the  Italian  King. 
The  presence  of  men  thus  royally  attired,  and  with  the 
Cross  of  Savoy  on  their  belts,  side  by  side  with  the  blouses 
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and  Calabrian  hats  of  Garibaldi's  Republicans,  changed  the 
defence  of  Rome  from  the  act  of  a  party  to  a  national 
undertaking.  Monarchists,  devoted  to  the  King  of  Pied- 
mont, from  whom  alone  they  looked  for  the  deUverance 
of  their  native  Lombardy,  the  '  Aristocratic  Corps,'  as  it 
was  called  in  Rome,  came  with  no  prejudices  in  favour 
of  the  Mazzinian  RepubUc.  Nor  did  they  come  pre- 
pared to  admire  the  mihtary  virtues  of  irregular  troops. 
Lombard  volunteers  in  origin,  Manara's  Bersaglieri  had 
acquired  the  self-restraint,  the  discipline  and  the  profes- 
sional traditions  for  which  the  Piedmontese  regulars  were 
famous  ;  most  of  the  regiment,  indeed,  had  been  trained 
in  former  years  as  conscripts  in  the  Austrian  army.  It  is 
no  wonder,  therefore,  that  their  first  impression  of  the 
Republic  and  its  motley  soldiers  was  unpleasing,  and  the 
rapidity  with  which  they  came  round  to  a  favourable  view, 
not  of  RepubUcanism,  but  of  the  Republicans,  is  a  genuine 
and  impartial  testimony  to  the  defenders  of  Rome. 

The  forces,  which  even  before  the  battle  extorted  the 
slow  approval  of  their  Lombard  alHes,  amounted  to  about 
7,000-9,000  men,  and  were  composed  of  four  distinct 
elements. 

First  there  were  the  regular  Papal  troops  of  the  hue,  and 
the  Carabinieri.  They  had  joined  the  revolt  against  their 
employer,  partly  because  they  shared  the  sympathies  nat- 
ural to  all  laymen  and  to  all  Italians,  and  partly  because, 
as  soldiers,  they  had  perpetually  suffered  neglect,  being  left 
by  the  Papal  Government  in  rags  and  penury,  while  the 
Swiss  regiments,  always  dearer  than  the  natives  to  the  heart 
of  unpopular  despots,  had  enjoyed  higher  pay  and  more 
handsome  unifoms.  Of  these  regulars  there  were  some 
2,500  now  under  arms  in  Rome. 

Secondly,  there  was  the  Garibaldian  or  First  Italian 
Legion,  now  numbering  nearly  1,300  men,  most  of  them,  as 
we  have  seen,  raised  in  the  Papal  provinces,  particularly  the 
Romagna,  and  all  of  them  native  Italians,  except  perhaps 
two  score  of  officers  and  men.     Since  their  arrival  in  Rome 
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they  had  accepted  some  excellent  recruits,  especially  artists, 
among  whom  was  Nino  Costa.  In  the  same  category — 
volunteer  regiments  raised  in  the  provinces  of  the  Roman 
States  who  had  not  yet  seen  actual  fighting — may  be  placed 
the  three  hundred  Finanzieri — that  is,  Gagers  (custom  house 
officers)  under  Callimaco  Zambianchi,  a  rascally  officer 
who  obtained  for  his  men  a  bad  name  for  violence  against 
priests. 

Thirdly,  there  were  about  1,400  men  of  the  volunteer 
regiments  raised  in  the  city  and  the  provinces,  who,  after 
taking  a  gallant  but  unfortunate  part  in  the  Lombard 
campaign  against  Austria,  had  capitulated  at  Vicenza  and 
returned  to  Rome.  These  were  the  Reduci  (600) — of  whom 
the  mauvais  sujets  had  disgraced  their  uniform  by  taking 
part  in  the  murder  of  Rossi — and  the  Roman  Legion,  a  fine 
regiment  with  no  such  stain  upon  its  honour. 

The  fourth  element  in  the  defence  consisted  of  inhabi- 
tants of  Rome  who  had  had  no  previous  experience  of  war, 
enrolled  in  various  volunteer  bodies — such  as  the  300 
students,  the  1,000  National  Guards,  together  with  several 
hundreds  of  unbrigaded  citizens  who  flocked  to  the  walls, 
or  were  kept  inside  to  guard  the  barricades,  with  whatever 
weapons  they  could  find.  The  Trasteverines,  their  native 
fury  now  turned  full  against  the  priests  and  the  French, 
were  noticed  on  the  morning  of  April  30,  fierce  figures  with 
spears  and  shot-guns  in  their  hands  and  knives  in  their 
teeth,  pouring  out  from  their  riverside  slums  up  the  steep 
ascent  that  leads  to  the  Janiculum. 

For  it  was  against  the  Janiculan  and  Vatican  hills,  the 
defences  on  the  right  bank  of  the  Tiber,  that  the  attack  of  the 
French  army,  coming  from  Civitavecchia  on  the  north- 
west by  way  of  Palo,  must  necessarily  be  dehvered.  The 
lesser  Rome  that  stands  upon  this  western  bank  is  sur- 
rounded by  a  line  of  walls  comparatively  modem  in  date  ; 
the  existing  fortifications  of  the  Vatican  and  Borgo  were 
built  in  the  latter  part  of  Michael  Angelo's  hfetime,  as  the 
result  of  the  scare  caused  by  the  sack  of  Rome  by  the  Con- 
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stable  de  Bourbon  ;  while  the  Janiculan  walls  from  the  Porta 
Cavalleggieri  to  the  Porta  Portese,  though  begun  in  the 
sixteenth  century,  were  mainly  the  work  of  Urban  VIIL, 
who  erected  them  towards  the  close  of  the  Thirty  Years'  War 
(circa  1642).*  These  walls  had  not  hitherto  been  the  scene 
of  any  famous  defence,  like  the  walls  of  the  Emperor  Aurelian 
upon  the  other  bank,  which,  having  served  Belisarius' 
legions  to  repel  the  Goth,  were  still  the  only  protection  for 
the  main  part  of  the  city.     {See  Map  III.,  end  of  volume.) 

The  Papal  walls,  which  were  now  to  have  their  share  in 
history,  may  be  considered  in  three  sections.  First,  the 
projecting  circuit  that  runs  from  the  Castle  of  Saint  Angelo 
to  the  Porta  Cavalleggieri,  enclosing  the  basse-ville  of  the 
Borgo,  together  with  St.  Peter's  and  the  high  gardens  of  the 
Vatican.  Secondly,  the  Janiculan  Mount,  the  key  to 
Rome,  whence  the  whole  city  can  be  commanded  by  cannon, 
rising  high  above  the  Trastevere  quarter,  and  defended 
by  that  part  of  the  wall  which  runs  up  from  the  Porta 
Portese  on  the  riverside  as  far  as  the  Porta  San  Pancrazio 
on  the  height.  Thirdly,  there  was  the  straight  line  of  wall 
between  these  two  positions,  joining  the  Porta  San  Pan- 
crazio to  the  Porta  Cavalleggieri  ;  over  this  central  portion 
rises,  to-day,  the  colossal  statue  of  Garibaldi  on  horseback. 

The  fortifications  erected  along  these  lines  by  Urban  VTIL 
and  his  predecessors  would  have  been  considered  formidable 
specimens  of  the  defensive  art  by  Oliver,  if  he  had  come  with 
his  English  buff-coats,  as  Andrew  Marvell  prophesied,  '  to 
Italy  an  Hannibal ' ;  and,  though  out  of  date  ever  since  the 
time  of  Vauban,  they  stiU  offered  a  more  serious  obstacle 
to  the  siege  guns  of  1849  than  the  Aurelian  walls  on 
the  other  bank  of  Tiber.  Those  walls,  built  a  thousand 
years  before  the  era  of  gunpowder,  had  galleries  to  carry 
infantry  and   catapults,  raised  on   perpendicular  curtains 

*  The  Vatican  wall  of  the  Popes  of  the  sixteenth  century  surrounded  or 
replaced  the  walls  with  which  Leo  IV.  (847-855)  had  first  defended  the 
Borgo  against  the  Saracens.  But  the  ground  lying  between  the  Porta 
Cavalleggieri  and  the  Porta  Portese  was  enclosed  for  the  first  time  by 
Urban  VIII.  (except  for  the  much  smaller  enclosure  of  Aurelian). 
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which  could  not  resist,  and  small  square  towers  where  it 
was  impossible  to  mount,  the  cannon  of  modern  times. 
The  Papal  walls,  on  the  other  hand,  which  the  French 
had  now  to  attack,  sloped  backwards  from  the  base  as 
far  as  the  stone  lining  of  the  rampart,  and  their  bastions 
had  broad  platforms  of  earth,  serving  to  give  solidity  to 
the  brickwork  of  the  face,  and  ample  standing  room  for  the 
batteries. 

But  although  the  besieged  might  rejoice  in  the  com- 
paratively solid  and  serviceable  fortifications  of  Urban 
VIII. 's  engineers,  the  position  had  one  irremediable  defect. 
The  ground  immediately  outside  was  as  high  as  the  defences  ; 
indeed  the  Villa  Corsini  was  even  higher  than  the  Porta 
San  Pancrazio  ;  so  that  a  besieger  could  erect  batteries  at 
a  height  equal  to  or  greater  than  those  of  the  besieged, 
at  distances  only  a  few  hundred  yards  from  the  line  of 
defence. 

This  defect,  which  was  to  prove  fatal  in  June,  was 
guarded  against  on  April  30  by  the  energy  of  Garibaldi  ; 
who,  being  trusted  with  the  defence  of  the  Janiculum, 
saw  that  it  must  be  conducted,  not  behind  the  walls,  but 
on  the  high  ground  of  the  Corsini  and  Pamfili  gardens 
outside  the  San  Pancrazio  gate.  He  had  with  him  his  own 
legion,  over  1,000  strong,  the  regiment  of  250-300  students 
and  artists  of  Rome,  and  900  other  volunteer  troops  of 
the  Roman  states,  including  the  Reduci.  Behind  him 
Colonel  Galletti  was  in  reserve  inside  the  city,  with  about 
1,800  men,  partly  regulars  of  the  old  Papal  line  and  partly 
volunteers.  The  walls  round  the  Vatican  were  held  by 
Colonel  Masi  with  some  1,700  of  the  Papal  line  and  1,000  of 
the  National  Guard.  These  dispositions  had  been  made  by 
Avezzana,  the  Minister  of  War,  to  whom  Garibaldi,  the 
hero  of  the  day,  attributed  its  successful  issue.  Garibaldi 
took  up  his  station  on  the  high  terrace  of  the  Villa  Corsini, 
whence,  looking  across  the  valley  of  vineyards  that  lay 
between,  he  could  watch  the  approach  of  the  enemy  and 
the  delivery  of  their  first  attack  upon  the  Porta  Pertusa, 
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at  the  projecting  angle  of  the  wall  that  crowns  the  Vatican 
hill. 

Oudinot,  having  left  a  small  body  to  guard  his  com- 
munications with  the  sea,  was  advancing  on  Rome  with 
some  six  or  seven  thousand  infantry,  and  a  full  comple- 
ment of  field  guns.  He  had  been  easily  persuaded  by  his 
Clerical  informants  in  Rome  that  his  somewhat  contra- 
dictory and  deceptive  proclamations,  which  if  they  meant 
anything,  meant  that  he  would  procure  a  Papal  restoration 
with  certain  safeguards  against  the  worst  forms  of  reaction, 
had  given  the  inhabitants  the  excuse  for  which  they  were 
waiting  to  open  the  gates  to  his  troops.  He  therefore  came 
without  siege-guns,  or  even  scahng  ladders,  and  advanced 
in  column  to  within  grapeshot  of  the  walls.  There  had, 
not,  indeed,  been  wanting  signs,  as  the  French  drew  near 
to  Rome,  that  resistance  was  to  be  expected,  for  the  roads 
and  houses  were  empty  of  inhabitants,  and  were  decorated 
with  notices  in  large  type,  giving  the  text  of  the  fifth 
article  of  the  existing  French  Constitution,  which  ran  as 
follows  : 

'  France  respects  foreign  nationalities ;  her  might  shall 
never  be  employed  against  the  liberty  of  any  people.' 

Whatever  the  private  soldiers  thought,  the  irony  was  wasted 
upon  the  officers,  who  for  the  most  part  were  not  RepubUcans 
at  heart,  and  wished  nothing  better  than  to  see  every  article 
of  the  French  Constitution  sent  to  the  devil.* 

Although  these  wayside  phenomena  alarmed  the  more 
cautious,  no  order  to  reconnoitre  or  to  deploy  was  given  by 
those  in  command,  who  still  expected  that  a  whiff  of  grape- 
shot  would  be  the  utmost  required  to  procure  an  entry. 
The  advance-guard  marched  straight  for  the  summit  of  the 
Vatican  hill,  crowned  by  an  old  round  tower  of  the  dark  ages, 

*  A  young  English  Naval  Commander,  who  saw  a  good  deal  of  the 
French  expeditionary  force  in  the  next  two  months,  says  :  '  I  have  not 
foimd  one  republican  in  the  French  army  or  navy.  All  are  something  else 
—they  know  not  what — but  they  do  not  wish  the  (French)  Republic  to  last.* 
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which  served  as  a  sky  sign  to  guide  them  to  the  attack.* 
Immediately  under  this  tower  stood  the  Porta  Pertusa,  by 
which  they  were  to  enter  Rome.  The  scouts,  only  a  few 
yards  ahead  of  the  column,  had  just  reached  a  turn  in  the 
road  where  the  Porta  Pertusa  becomes  suddenly  visible  at 
little  more  than  a  hundred  paces  distance,  when  a  shower  of 
grape  from  two  cannon  on  the  walls  gave  warning  that 
Rome  would  resist.  It  was  now  almost  the  height  of  a 
sweltering  Italian  noon,  and  the  troops,  who  had  been 
suffering  during  the  march  under  their  heavy  shakos,  and 
gazing  with  envy  at  the  shade  offered  by  the  strangely 
shaped  '  umbrella  pines  '  of  Italy,  were  glad  of  any  change 
in  the  order  of  the  day.  A  French  battery  was  unlimbered 
on  the  spot,  and  a  fire  of  musketry  and  cannon  opened 
against  the  Vatican  wall.  But  the  assailants  were  in  the 
open,  the  Roman  cannon  on  the  bastions  were  well  served, 
and  no  progress  could  be  made. 

The  plan  had  been  to  enter  by  the  Porta  Pertusa,  but, 
now  that  the  time  had  come  to  blow  in  the  gate,  it  was 
discovered  that  the  gate  did  not  exist.  It  had  been  walled 
up  for  many  years  past,  but  the  change  did  not  appear  on 
the  charts  of  the  Parisian  geographers.  After  one  des- 
perate rush  at  the  impenetrable  wall,  the  French  took 
refuge  behind  neighbouring  dykes  and  mounds,  whence 
they  continued  to  fire  at  the  ramparts  overhead. 

The  attack  on  the  obsolete  Porta  Pertusa  had  perforce 
therefore  to  be  changed  into  an  attack  on  the  Porta  Caval- 
leggieri,  a  change  of  plan  which  involved  passing  down  a 
steep  hill  across  i,ooo  yards  of  open  vineyard  country, 
under  a  hot  flank  fire  from  the  regulars  and  National 
Guard  thronging  the  waU,  and  from  the  Roman  batteries 
on  the  bastions  near  St.  Peter's.  The  Porta  Cavalleggieri 
proved  indeed  to  be  a  '  gate  in  being,'  but  situated  at 
the  bottom  of  a  deep  valley,  and  in  a  retreating  angle 
of  the  wall,  so  that  its  assailants  were  exposed  to  a  double 

•  It  was  a  relic  of  the  fortifications  of  Leo  IV.  to  protect  the  Vatican 
from  the  Saracens. 
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fire  at  close  range  from  the  battlements  on  either  side  of 
the  approach  to  the  gate. 

Meanwhile,  another  column  and  battery  had  started 
from  near  the  Porta  Pertusa  to  go  round  outside  the  Vatican 
gardens  in  the  other  direction,  with  a  view  to  obtaining  an 
entry  by  the  Porta  Angelica,  near  the  Castle  of  St.  Angelo. 
The  motive  of  this  false  military  step  was  political,  for 
Oudinot  had  been  wrongly  informed  by  his  agents  that  the 
Clericals  were  in  that  quarter  sufficiently  strong  to  open 
the  gate.  The  troops  sent  on  this  circuitous  march,  pro- 
longed by  the  steep  descent  and  the  bad  roads,  were  exposed 
to  a  fire  of  terrible  severity,  from  the  hanging  gardens  on 
their  right  flank,  because  the  only  path  by  which  their 
artillery  could  travel  at  all  ran  painfully  close  to  the 
city  walls.  The  slaughter  was  such  that  a  surgeon  who 
had  been  through  the  African  campaigns  declared  that  he 
had  never  seen  his  countrymen  in  so  hot  a  comer  before. 
Under  these  conditions  the  attack  on  the  defences  of  the 
Vatican,  both  to  north  and  south,  was  doomed  to  failure. 
It  was  said  that  a  desperate  attempt  to  climb  up  by  means 
of  '  spike-nails  '  showed  in  what  a  pass  want  of  preparation 
had  left  the  gallant  French  army. 

By  noon,  or  soon  after  it,  the  enemy  had  been  foiled 
in  their  attempt  to  storm  the  city,  but  had  not  yet  been 
driven  off  the  ground.  Garibaldi,  who  from  the  Corsini 
terrace  had  watched  their  first  repulse  at  the  Pertusa  and 
Cavalleggieri  gates,  determined  to  assume  the  offensive 
from  his  yet  unassailed  position  on  the  Janiculum,  and  to 
convert  the  check  under  the  walls  into  a  defeat  in  the  open. 
To  effect  a  debouchement  from  the  Corsini  and  Pamfili 
gardens  into  the  vineyards  on  the  north,  it  was  necessary 
for  his  troops  to  cross  the  deep,  walled  lane  *  which  con- 
nected the  Porta  San  Pancrazio  with  the  main  road  to 
Civitavecchia.  Up  this  lane  were  coming  about  1,000 
infantry  of  the  20™®  Ligne,  sent  forward  by  Oudinot  to 

*  Now  known  as  the  Via  Aurelia  Antica.  Called  Deep  Lane  in  Map  IJI. 
below. 


130  GARIBALDI'S  DEFENCE  OF  ROME 

protect  the  rear  and  flank  of  the  main  attack,  and  there 
the  first  clash  of  arms  in  this  quarter  took  place.  Garibaldi's 
advance-guard,  consisting  of  the  two  or  three  hundred 
Roman  students  and  artists  brigaded  in  a  regiment  of  their 
own,  were  clambering  down  out  of  the  Pamfili  garden  into 
the  deep  lane,  when,  under  the  arches  of  the  Pauline 
Aqueduct,  they  stumbled  upon  the  advancing  French 
column.  It  was  the  young  men's  baptism  of  fire.  Before 
the  ardour  of  their  attack  the  French  at  first  recoiled,  but 
discipline  and  numbers  soon  prevailed,  and  the  students  were 
driven  back  into  the  garden.  The  enemy  followed  in  upon 
their  heels,  and  the  Garibaldian  Legion  was  hurried  up  to 
the  rescue. 

A  confused  fight  at  close  quarters  ensued,  in  which, 
before  the  onslaught  of  the  veterans  of  the  20"^®,  the 
main  body  of  Italians  was  pressed  back,  leaving  behind 
them  small  groups  holding  on  in  occupation  of  various 
points  near  the  Pamfili  villa.  Among  these  Nino  Costa,  a 
youth  of  twenty-two,  as  yet  unknown  to  fame  as  an 
artist,  but  already  so  well  known  for  gallantry  in  the 
Lombard  campaign  that  Garibaldi  had  specially  invited 
him  to  join  his  staff,  defended  a  house  near  the  villa  with 
a  handful  of  legionaries,  amid  the  victorious  advance  of 
the  French. 

At  last  Garibaldi,  seeing  part  of  his  Legion  thus  holding  on 
in  the  Pamfili,  and  part  of  it  driven  back  under  the  very  walls 
of  Rome,  sent  into  the  city  to  call  up  the  reserves  under 
Colonel  Galletti ;  that  officer  left  the  regulars  of  his  division 
behind  him  within  the  gates,  to  guard  against  a  surprise  of 
the  wall,  and  marched  out  of  the  Porta  San  Pancrazio  at 
the  head  of  the  Roman  Legion,  consisting  of  800  seasoned 
volunteers,  burning  to  retrieve  the  misfortunes  which  they 
had  suffered  last  year,  through  no  lack  of  valour,  in  the 
Lombard  campaign. 

The  crisis  of  the  battle  was  now  at  hand,  and  the  flower 
of  the  Democratic  volunteers  were  to  prove  whether  they 
could   dislodge   regular  troops   posted   behind   villas  and 
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vineyard  walls.  Garibaldi,  putting  himself  at  the  head  of 
his  own  men,  reinforced  by  the  Roman  Legion  under  Gal- 
letti,  led  the  decisive  charges  by  which  it  was  hoped  to 
recover  the  position  now  held  by  the  French  on  either  side 
of  the  deep  lane.*  The  first  operation  was  to  recapture  the 
Corsini  and  Pamfili. 

Except  at  Tivoli  and  Frascati,  there  are  few  places 
within  many  miles  of  Rome  with  more  of  the  charm  of  Italy 
than  the  northern  edge  of  the  Doria-Pamfili  grounds, 
where  the  heat  of  early  summer  is  shaded  off  into  a  delicious 
atmosphere,  redolent  of  repose  and  dreams,  where  birds 
sing  under  dark  avenues  of  ever-green  oaks,  and  no  other 
sound  is  heard.  The  wall  of  the  northern  boundary,  along 
the  top  of  which  runs  a  terrace  walk,  drops  sheer  for  many 
feet  into  the  dark  lane  below,  and,  parallel  with  it  for  some 
distance,  stretches  the  old  Acqua  Paola.  Across  the  lane 
and  the  arches  of  the  aqueduct  the  eye  can  range  over 
the  neighbouring  vineyards,  the  dome  of  St.  Peter's,  and 
the  distant  hill  villages  beyond  the  Campagna,  till  it 
rests  at  last  on  the  shapes  of  Lucretilis  and  Soracte. 
Such  a  scene  and  such  an  atmosphere  make  it  easy  to 
understand  why  Italians  are  in  some  danger  of  spending 
their  days  in  the  too  passive  reception  of  impressions.  But 
on  this  day  there  came  Italians — artists  and  shopmen, 
workmen  and  aristocrats — who  had  been  inspired  by  the 
moral  resurrection  of  their  country  to  ideals  nobler  than 
pleasure  and  receptiveness  ;  who  were  ready  to  give  up  the 
privilege  of  life,  even  of  life  in  Italy,  so  that  Italy  might  be 
free  over  their  graves. 

Swarming  over  the  Corsini  hill,  and  across  the  little 
stream  and  valley  that  divide  it  from  the  Pamfili  grounds, 
the  Legionaries  came  crashing  through  the  groves.    The 

*  Three  days  after  the  battle  William  Story  was  credibly  informed  that 
'  the  Romans  were  a  little  timid  at  first,  but  grew  hotter  and  fiercer  as  the 
battle  continued,  and  at  last  were  full  of  courage  and  confidence,  even  to 
heroism.'  This  woiUd  apply  well  to  the  troops  on  the  Janicxilimi,  who  first 
lost  and  then  recovered  the  PamfiU. 
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Garibaldian  officers,  '  the  tigers  of  Monte  Video,'  with  long 
beards,  and  hair  that  curled  over  their  shoulders,  were 
singled  out  to  the  enemy's  marksmen  by  red  blouses,  falling 
almost  to  the  knees.  This  was  the  day  that  they  had 
waited  for  so  long  in  exile,  this  the  place  towards  which  they 
had  sailed  so  far  across  the  ocean.  Behind  them  Italy  came 
following  on.  And  above  the  tide  of  shouting  youths,  drunk 
with  their  first  hot  draught  of  war,  rose  Garibaldi  on  his 
horse,  majestic  and  calm,  as  he  always  looked,  but  most 
of  all  in  the  fury  of  battle,  the  folds  of  his  white  American 
poncho  floating  off  his  shoulders  for  a  flag  of  onset. 

And  so  they  stormed  through  the  gardens,  fighting  with 
bayonets  among  the  flowering  rose-bushes  in  which  next 
day  the  French  dead  were  found,  laid  in  heaps  together. 
Costa  and  his  company  in  the  house,  relieved  in  the  nick  of 
time,  made  captive  some  of  their  assailants,  among  others 
a  gigantic  drum -major  whose  fine  proportions  pleased  the 
artist's  eye.  The  enemy  were  thrust  out  of  the  Pamfili 
grounds  back  to  the  north  of  the  Deep  Lane,  across  which 
for  some  time  the  two  sides  fired  at  one  another,  until  the 
Italians  finally  leapt  down. over  the  wall,  clambered  up  the 
other  side,  and  carried  the  northern  arches  of  the  aqueduct. 
Thence  the  Legionaries  and  students  broke  into  the  vine- 
yards beyond,  and  after  fierce  struggling,  body  to  body, 
with  guns,  and  hands,  and  bayonets,  put  the  French  to 
flight. 

During  this  victorious  advance  they  surrounded  several 
hundred  men  of  the  20™^  Ligne  who  had  not  retreated  in  time 
from  the  Villa  Valentini  and  the  farmhouses  north  of  the 
lane,  Masina's  handful  of  lancers  were  brought  up  to  the 
Valentini,  and  when  the  French  began  to  cut  their  way  out,  a 
charge  of  horse  secured  them  as  prisoners  to  the  Garibaldian 
Legion,  several  of  the  officers  giving  up  their  swords  to  the 
gallant  Masina.  The  Roman  Legion  made  many  other 
captures  in  the  houses  round  about,  so  that,  in  all,  three  or 
four  hundred  French  surrendered  to  these  two  regiments. 

Garibaldi  had  received  a  bullet  in  the  side,  and  the  wound. 
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though  it  did  not  incapacitate  him,  caused  him  much  pain 
during  the  next  two  months  of  constant  warfare. 

The  afternoon  was  now  well  advanced,  but  the  victory 
had  been  won.  When  a  sortie  was  made  from  the  Porta 
Cavalleggieri,  Oudinot,  whose  retreat  from  before  that  gate 
was  threatened  by  the  Garibaldian  advance,  hastily  drew 
off  his  men  from  between  the  two  fires  and  made  off  by  the 
road  to  Civitavecchia.  The  victorious  Legionaries  pressed 
the  pursuit  from  the  direction  of  the  Pamfili,  against  the 
33™®  Ligne  and  French  artillery,  who  covered  the  retreat. 
By  five  o'clock,  after  nearly  six  hours'  fighting,  the  whole 
French  army  had  been  driven  off  the  field,  with  a  loss  of 
500  men  killed  and  wounded,  and  365  prisoners. 

That  night  the  city  was  illuminated,  the  streets  were 
filled  with  shouting  and  triumphant  crowds,  and  there  was 
scarcely  a  window  in  the  poorest  and  narrowest  alley  of  the 
mediaeval  slums  that  did  not  show  its  candle.  It  was  no 
vulgar  conquest  which  they  celebrated.  After  long  cen- 
turies of  disgrace,  this  people  had  recovered  its  self-respect, 
and  from  the  highest  to  the  lowest  ranks  men  felt,  '  We  are 
again  Romans.'  On  April  30,  Garibaldi,  being  put  to  the 
test,  had  secured  the  position  which  had  already  been 
instinctively  accorded  him  in  the  popular  imagination  of 
his  countrvmen. 


CHAPTER  VIII  * 

GARIBALDI  IN  THE   NEAPOLITAN   CAMPAIGN — PALESTRINA 
AND   VELLETRI,    MAY    1849 

'  Say  by  what  name  men  call  you, 

What  city  is  your  home  ? 
And  wherefore  ride  ye  in  such  guise 
Before  the  ranks  of  Rome  ?  * 

Macaulay,  Lays  of  Ancient  Ronie. 

The  first  of  a  series  of  quarrels  between  Mazzini  and 
Garibaldi,  which  marred  the  fraternity  of  the  Roman 
Republic,  arose  on  the  question  whether  or  not  the  victory 
of  April  30  should  be  turned  to  full  military  advantage. 
Garibaldi,  advising  well  as  a  soldier,  wished  to  follow  it 
up  and  drive  the  retreating  French  into  the  sea.  But 
Mazzini,  relying  on  those  elements  of  genuine  Republicanism 
in  France  of  which  he  had  some  personal  knowledge,  though 
he  did  not  know  how  fast  their  strength  was  ebbing  away, 
hoped  to  propitiate  the  one  country  whose  friendship 
might  yet  save  the  State,  and  preferred  to  turn  the  Roman 
armies  from  further  pursuit  of  the  French  to  the  more 
congenial  task  of  expelling  the  Neapolitan  and  Austrian 
invaders.  It  is  not  necessary,  in  this  matter,  to  find  fault 
with  either  of  the  Chiefs,  for  although  Mazzini 's  policy  was 
tried  and  failed.  Garibaldi's  root-and-branch  remedy  would 
have  made  the  French  all  the  more  determined  to  send 
another  and  larger  expedition  to  retrieve  their  military 
honour ;  so  that,  whatever  had  been  done,  the  Repubhc 
must  sooner  or  later  have  fallen  a  victim  to  the  combination 
of  the  Catholic  powers. 

*  For  this  Chapter,  see  Map  IV. ,  end  of  volume. 
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Mazzini's  magnanimity  at  least  had  the  effect  of  putting 
the  French  more  than  ever  in  the  wrong,  and  afforded 
a  pleasing  occasion  for  a  display  of  the  gentleness  and 
human  sympathy  which  have  so  large  a  place  in  the  Italian 
character.  The  French  wounded  were  nursed  with  such 
'  enlightened  and  devoted  '  tenderness  that  Oudinot  declared 
himself  '  profoundly  grateful '  for  it ;  the  prisoners  were 
feted  and  set  free  to  return  unconditionally  to  their  regi- 
ments. The  treatment  accorded  to  them  was  prompted 
by  sentiment  as  well  as  policy,  and,  though  initiated  by 
the  rulers,  was  carried  into  effect  by  the  people  of  Rome. 
Captain  Key,  who  had  come  up  on  a  visit  from  Civita- 
vecchia to  provide  for  British  interests  in  the  capital,  wrote 
home  that  he  had  seen  the  French  prisoners 

'  brought  out  into  the  streets  and  received  with  every  mark  of 
good  feeling  by  the  people,  who  cheered  them,  gave  them  food, 
and  showed  them  round  St.  Peter's  and  the  monuments,  the 
French  in  return  saying,'  as  no  doubt  the  occasion  demanded, 
'  that  they  had  been  deceived  ;  having  entered  the  Roman 
territory  with  the  idea  that  they  were  to  join  the  Romans 
against  the  Austrians  and  Neapolitans.' 

But  the  rest  of  the  French  army  and  the  Home  Govern- 
ment would  not  so  easily  relent,  and  Mazzini  was  to  find 
that  it  is  dangerous  tO  play  with  coals  of  fire. 

For  the  present,  however,  it  was  not  safe  for  Oudinot 
to  show  further  hostility.  In  return  for  the  several 
hundred  men  restored  by  the  generosity  of  their  friendly 
enemies,  the  French  felt  bound  to  set  free  a  body  of  Bolognese 
volunteers  under  Colonel  Pietramellara,  whom  they  had  made 
prisoners  in  Civitavecchia  at  the  time  of  their  disembarka- 
tion. They  also  released  Ugo  Bassi,  who,  unarmed,  but  in  the 
red  blouse  of  the  Legion,  had  been  captured  in  the  Pamfili 
grounds,  while  pursuing  his  spiritual  office  among  the 
wounded,  in  the  ebb  and  flow  of  the  bayonet  charges.  After 
this  exchange  of  courtesies,  Oudinot  settled  down  to  wait  for 
reinforcements.  Until  their  arrival  the  Triumvirs  could 
spare  a  part  at  least  of  the  troops  in  the  capital,  now  rapidly 


136  GARIBALDI'S  DEFENCE  OF  ROME 

on  the  increase,  to  meet  another  foe  who,  if  not  actually  at 
the  gates,  was  now  literally  within  sight. 

The  Alban  Hills,  whence,  in  prehistoric  times,  the  original 
settlers  of  Rome  had  come  down  to  the  plain  and  pushed 
on  to  the  river-side,  still  seem  to  enjoy  a  p atria  potestas 
over  the  city,  by  the  place  which  they  hold  in  any  prospect 
from  Roman  streets  or  gardens ;  when  we  catch  a  glimpse 
of  the  country  outside,  it  is  less  often  the  low-lying  Campagna 
than  the  more  distant  Alban  Mount  that  heaves  in  view. 
Among  those  hills — where  of  old  lay  the  chief  strength 
of  the  cities  of  the  Latin  League,  Rome's  cousins  and 
earUest  enemies — rises  the  Porcian  height,  and  there,  too,  is 
the  high  plateau  on  which  once  shone,  a  dangerous  rival : 

'  the  white  streets  of  Tusculum, 
The  proudest  town  of  all.' 

Its  site  is  now  swept  bare,  save  for  a  few  ruins,  and  Rome 
sees  instead  the  harmless  village  of  Frascati  poured  out 
over  the  hillside  below. 

In  Frascati  and  in  Albano  by  the  lake,  was  encamped 
Ferdinand  King  of  Naples,  with  an  army  of  10,000  men,  eager 
not  to  assist,  but  to  forestall  the  French,  who  for  their  part 
would  not  consent  to  any  co-operation  with  the  Neapolitans, 
regarding  them,  apart  from  diplomatic  rivalry,  with  the 
utmost  personal  contempt.  The  Pope,  who  was  heart 
and  soul  with  Ferdinand,  distrusted,  more  than  need 
was,  the  half-hearted  words  of  Oudinot's  proclamations, 
and  thought  the  conquest  of  Rome  by  the  NeapoUtans  the 
best  security  for  that  unlimited  restoration  of  clerical 
despotism  which  in  the  end  he  obtained  from  the  French. 
Early  in  the  year  there  had  been  some  demonstrations 
in  favour  of  Pio  Nono  on  the  southern  frontier  and  in  the 
Alban  Hills,  but  the  feeUng  at  the  back  of  this  movement 
did  not  long  survive  the  arrival  of  Bomha,  who  at  once 
initiated  a  political  proscription  after  his  manner,  and 
made  the  inhabitants  long  for  deUvery  by  the  Republican 
armies. 
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To  keep  these  invaders  in  check,  Mazzini  consented 
that  Garibaldi  should  cross  the  Campagna,  at  the  head  of 
a  small  force  which,  in  its  numbers  and  in  the  half-civiUan 
character  and  training  of  the  men  who  composed  it,  some- 
what resembled  the  citizen  armies  which  the  earUest  Roman 
Consuls  had  led  over  the  same  ground  to  battle  with  the 
Latin  League.  Not  more  than  2,300  troops  could  safely 
be  spared  while  Oudinot's  attitude  was  stiU  doubtful,  and 
they  consisted  almost  entirely  of  the  volunteer  regiments 
— Garibaldi's  ov/n  Legion,  the  Students,  the  Gagers,  the 
Emigrants  and  Manara's  Lombard  BersagUeri — together 
with  a  few  dragoons.  Since  it  was  impossible  for  Garibaldi 
to  make  a  frontal  attack  on  the  Alban  Hills,  guarded  by  an 
army  four  times  as  numerous  as  his  own,  he  determined 
to  threaten  the  right  flank  of  the  Neapolitans  and  keep  it 
sufficiently  engaged  to  prevent  them  from  advancing  on 
Rome.  His  object,  therefore,  was  to  move  on  Palestrina,  a 
suitable  base  for  such  a  campaign  (see  Map  IV.,  below). 

As  a  master  of  guerilla  war,  where  the  chief  art  is  the 
concealment  of  movements  and  the  deception  of  the  enemy, 
he  made  it  a  custom  frequently  to  march  at  night,  and 
to  go  first  in  some  direction  other  than  that  of  the  real 
point  of  attack  ;  hence,  though  destined  for  Palestrina,  his 
column  crossed  the  plain  in  the  direction  of  Tivoli  on  the 
night  of  May  4-5,  and  next  day  encamped  in  the  grounds 
of  Hadrian's  villa.  Here,  in  the  most  beautifully  situated 
of  all  the  ruins  of  Imperial  Rome,  lying  amid  its  groves 
of  orange  and  fig,  like  an  oasis  in  the  desert  Campagna, 
but  close  beneath  the  olive-clad  base  of  the  steep  Sabine 
Mountains,  and  only  some  two  miles 

'  From  the  green  steeps  where  Anio  leaps 
In  floods  of  snow-white  foam,' 

the  Lombard  Bersaglieri  had  their  first  opportunity  of 
observing  the  conduct  in  the  field  of  their  strange  General, 
who  soon  brought  them  to  love  him,  against  all  their  prej- 
udices, and  almost  against  their  judgment.     *  I  am  going 

5« 
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with  Garibaldi,'  Manara  had  written  on  May  4 ;  *  he  is  a 
devil,  a  panther.'  His  men  are  '  a  troop  of  brigands,'  and 
'  I  am  going  to  support  their  mad  onrush  with  my  disci- 
plined, proud,  silent,  gentlemanly  regiment.'  Exactly  a 
month  later  Manara  became  Chief  of  the  Staff  to  this 
'  devil  and  panther,'  whom  he  had  so  quickly  learnt  to 
love. 

Emilio  Dandolo  has  also  recorded,  in  a  vivid  and  im- 
partial sketch,  the  first  impression  made  by  the  Garibaldians 
on  the  Lombard  Bersaglieri  : 

'  We  encamped  on  the  magnificent  site  of  the  villa  of  Hadrian, 
and  the  numerous  fires  which  glistened  among  the  ruins,  and 
lighted  up  their  subterraneous  caverns,  produced  a  strange  and 
picturesque  effect.  The  singular  aspect  of  the  camp  seemed 
in  unison  with  the  wildness  of  the  scene.  Garibaldi  and  his 
staff  were  dressed  in  scarlet  blouses,  with  hats  of  every  possible 
form,  without  distinctions  of  any  kind,  or  any  pretension  to 
military  ornament.  They  rode  on  American  saddles,  and 
seemed  to  pride  themselves  on  their  contempt  for  all  the  ob- 
servances most  strictly  enjoined  on  regular  troops.  Followed  by 
their  orderlies  (almost  all  of  whom  had  come  from  America) 
the^'^  might  be  seen  hurrying  to  and  fro,  now  dispersing,  then 
again  collecting,  active,  rapid,  and  indefatigable  in  their  move- 
ments. When  the  troop  halted  to  encamp,  or  to  take  some 
repose,  while  the  soldiers  piled  their  arms,  we  used  to  be  sur- 
prised to  see  officers,  the  General  himself  included,  leap  down 
from  their  horses,  and  attend  to  the  wants  of  their  own  steeds. 
When  these  operations  were  concluded,  they  opened  their 
saddles,  which  were  made  so  as  to  be  unrolled,  and  to  form  a 
small  kind  of  tent,  and  their  personal  arrangements  were  then 
completed.  If  they  failed  in  procuring  provisions  from  the 
neighbouring  villages,  three  or  four  colonels  and  majors  threw 
themselves  on  the  bare  backs  of  their  horses,  and,  armed  with 
long  lassoes,  set  off  at  full  speed  through  the  Campagna  in 
search  of  sheep  or  oxen  ;  when  they  had  collected  a  sufl&cient 
quantity  they  returned,  driving  their  ill-gotten  flocks  before 
them ;  *  a  certain  portion  was  divided  among  each  company, 

•  Garibaldi  admits  that  he  had  no  hesitation  in  commanding  the  cattle  of 
the  Cardinal's  great  estates  in  the  region  of  Zagarolo. 
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and  then  all,  indiscriminately — oflScers  and  men — fell  to,  killing, 
cutting  up,  and  roasting  at  enormous  fires  quarters  of  oxen, 
besides  kids  and  young  pigs,  to  say  nothing  of  booty  of  a  smaller 
sort,  such  as  poultry  and  geese. 

'  Garibaldi  in  the  meanwhile,  if  the  encampment  was  far 
from  the  scene  of  danger,  lay  stretched  out  under  his  tent.  If, 
on  the  contrary,  the  enemy  were  at  hand,  he  remained  con- 
stantly on  horseback,  giving  orders  and  visiting  the  outposts  ; 
often,  disguised  as  a  peasant,  he  risked  his  own  safety  in  daring 
reconnaissances,  but  most  frequently,  seated  on  some  com- 
manding elevation,  he  passed  whole  hours  examining  the  en- 
virons with  the  aid  of  a  telescope.  When  the  General's  trumpet 
gave  the  signal  to  prepare  for  departure,  the  lassoes  served  to 
catch  the  horses  which  had  been  left  to  graze  at  liberty  in  the 
meadows.  The  order  of  march  was  always  arranged  on  the 
preceding  day,  and  the  corps  set  out  without  anyone  ever 
knowing  where  they  might  arrive  the  day  after.  Owing  to 
this  patriarchal  simplicity — pushed,  perhaps,  somewhat  too 
far — Garibaldi  appeared  more  like  the  chief  of  a  tribe  of  Indians 
than  a  General ;  but  at  the  approach  of  danger,  and  in  the 
heat  of  combat,  his  presence  of  mind  and  courage  were  admi- 
rable ;  and  then  by  the  astonishing  rapidity  of  his  movements 
he  made  up,  in  a  great  measure,  for  his  deficiency  in  those 
quaUties  which  are  generally  supposed  to  be  absolutely  essential 
in  a  good  General.' 

A  little  incident  of  one  of  the  first  days  of  this  campaign, 
narrated  by  one  of  the  Students'  battalion,  is  characteristic 
of  Garibaldi's  relations  to  his  young  men.  Some  of  the 
Students  had  turned  into  a  h*>use  to  get  wine.  Garibaldi 
rode  up  to  them  :  '  What !  '  he  said,  '  you  are  only  a  few 
hours  out  of  the  town,  and  already  you  must  call  for  wine  ? 
I  lived  five  years  on  flesh  and  water  ' — on  the  plateaus  of 
Rio  Grande  and  Uruguay.  When  they  answered  with  shouts 
of  '  Evviva !  Garibaldi ! '  he  stopped  them  at  once.  *  Silence ! 
it  is  no  time  for  cheers.  When  we  have  defeated  the  enemy, 
then  we  will  cheer.' 

Inseparable  from  the  General  rode  the  splendid  negro 
Aguyar,  his  friend  and  bodyguard,  who  had  followed  the 
Chief  he  adored  across  the  Atlantic.    The  black  giant,  with 
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the  lasso  of  the  Pampas  hanging  from  his  saddle,  himself 
wrapped  in  a  dark-blue  poncho,  and  mounted  on  a  jet-black 
charger,  contrasted  picturesquely  with  Garibaldi  and  his 
golden  hair,  white  poncho  and  white  horse.  The  one  was 
seldom  seen  without  the  other. 

From  Hadrian's  villa  the  march  was  diverted  to  the 
south,  towards  the  great  road  that  leads  from  Rome  to 
Naples  by  the  valley  of  the  Liris.  On  May  7,  Garibcddi  took 
up  his  quarters  in  Palestrina,  that  hangs  amid  the  ruins  of 
its  antique  grandeur  on  the  edge  of  the  Sabine  Hills — a 
suitable  base  for  annoying  the  right  flank  of  the  enemy 
among  the  Alban  Hills  opposite.  During  the  next  two  days 
various  bodies  of  thirty  to  sixty  men  each  were  sent  out  from 
Palestrina,  to  scour  the  undulating  plain  and  the  wooded 
mountains  between  Valmontone  and  Frascati.  In  this 
guerilla  warfare  the  irregular  troops  displayed  a  vigour,  craft, 
and  courage,  in  which  they  were  by  no  means  inferior  to 
the  Lombards.  One  of  these  small  bodies,  with  whom  rode 
the  indefatigable  Ugo  Bassi  in  his  red  shirt,  had  a  severe 
engagement,  near  Monte  Porzio,  with  a  considerable  body  of 
NeapoUtans,  imder  General  Winspeare,  who  were  advancing 
on  Palestrina ;  the  handful  of  Garibaldians  were  driven  off 
the  ground,  but  the  enemy  had  had  such  a  taste  of  them 
that  they  fell  back  on  Frascati.  On  another  of  these  en- 
coimters,  Ugo  Bassi  rode  up  to  the  enemy,  and,  under  a 
shower  of  bullets,  addressed  them  on  the  wickedness  of 
fighting  against  their  country. 

Meanwhile  another  and  larger  force  of  Neapolitans,  under 
General  Lanza,  were  marching  from  Albano  by  way  of  Vel- 
letri  and  Valmontone,  with  orders  to  drive  away  th^ '  ban- 
dit,' who  had  become  a  thorn  in  the  side  of  the  royal 
army,  delaying  the  advance  on  Rome,  and  striking  terror 
by  his  mere  name  into  the  superstitious  southerners, 
dragged  from  their  homes  to  fight  in  a  cause  which  was  not 
theirs.  Lanza  had  special  orders  to  force  Garibaldi  to 
retreat  towards  Rome,  and  by  no  means  towards  Naples. 
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At  V^almontone  he  found  a  Republican  population  and 
municipality,  planting  '  trees  of  liberty  '  and  fraternising 
with  the  Garibaldian  scouts.  Having  cut  down  the  trees 
and  made  the  requisite  number  of  arrests,  according  to 
orders,  Lanza,  about  noonday  on  May  9,  advanced  on 
Palestrina  in  two  columns,  entrusting  that  on  the  right  to 
Colonel  Novi,  and  himself  taking  charge  of  the  left.  The 
approach  of  a  superior  force  of  such  an  enemy  caused  no 
alarm  among  the  staff-oihcers,  who  climbed  with  their  Chief 
to  the  top  of  the  mountain  behind  Palestrina,  and  from  the 
old  fortress  of  Prceneste  (Castel  San  Pietro),  so  famous  in 
the  wars  of  Sulla,  watched  the  columns  winding  towards 
them  by  two  parallel  roads  about  a  mile  apart. 

Approaching  by  this  double  route,  the  Neapolitans 
in  the  plain  below  threatened  the  lowest  side  of  the  ancient 
walls  of  Palestrina  at  two  points  at  once — at  the  Valmontone 
Gate  to  the  south-east,  and  also  at  the  Roman  Gate  to  the 
south-west.  The  Garibaldians,  however,  did  not  wait  to  be 
attacked,  but,  rushing  down  the  steep  cobbled  streets  of 
the  hill-town,  sallied  out  to  give  battle  under  the  walls. 
They  had  the  advantage  of  the  hill ;  and  the  enemy's  cavalry, 
where  his  chief  superiority  lay,  could  not  charge  with 
effect  because  the  ground  was  so  much  enclosed.  Manara, 
in  command  of  Garibaldi's  left  wing,  took  up  his  station 
at  the  beautiful  Valmontone  Gate,  and  sent  down  about 
150  of  his  Lombards,  supported  by  some  of  the  Legion,  to 
meet  Novi's  men  as  they  advanced  across  the  ravines  and 
up  through  the  vineyards,  hedges,  and  ruins  of  the  broken 
ground  below  the  town.  The  NeapoUtans  fled,  almost  at 
once,  in  disgraceful  rout,  and  the  fear  of  the  '  round  hats ' 
{ca-ppelli  tondi),  as  they  called  the  Bersaglieri,  was  deeply 
impressed  on  them  by  this  engagement. 

On  Garibaldi's  right  wing,  where  the  main  attack  of 
the  NeapoHtans  was  delivered  under  General  Lanza  him- 
self, the  fighting  was  more  severe,  and  some  houses  not  far 
below  the  Roman  Gate  were  occupied  by  the  enemy,  who  had 
to  be  dislodged  at  the  point  of  the  bayonet.    The  Legionaries, 
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aided  by  another  company  of  Bersaglieri,  who  had  been 
sent  up  after  the  success  on  the  other  wing  was  assured, 
drove  back  the  infantry,  repulsed  a  charge  of  horse  on  the 
road,  attacked  the  houses,  burst  in  the  windows  and  doors 
while  the  enemy's  fire  singed  the  hair  on  their  heads,  and 
captured  the  garrisons.  In  this  operation  '  the  fiery  Bixio  ' 
of*  Genoa,  in  after  years  one  of  the  most  famous  of  the 
Thousand  who  delivered  Sicily,  again  attracted  notice  by 
the  same  impetuous  daring  as  he  had  shown  on  April  30 ; 
and  the  good  Swiss  Hoffstetter,  who  had  for  several  nights 
past  been  feeling  duly  sentimental  about  the  nightingales 
and  ruins  of  Italy,  and  taking  notes  of  what  he  saw  with  a 
view  to  becoming  the  Xenophon  of  the  Republican  army, 
here  put  in  the  first  of  many  hearty  blows  on  behalf  of  the 
Italian  cause. 

The  whole  battle  was  over  in  about  three  hours,  and 
the  enemy,  in  fuU  flight,  cast  away  their  muskets  as  they 
ran.  The  right  wing  of  their  army,  under  Colonel  Novi, 
abandoned  not  only  Valmontone,  but  Velletri,  and  did 
not  stop  till  it  had  reached  Genzano,  where  it  was  near 
enough  to  Bomba's  headquarters  on  the  Alban  lake  to 
feel  in  safety;  while  the  left  wing,  under  General  Lanza, 
beat  what  he  considered  a  dignified  retreat  to  .Colonna, 
and  thence  the  next  day  to  Frascati.  When  a  score  of 
prisoners  were  brought  into  Garibaldi's  presence,  trembHng, 
and  with  clasped  hands  begging  their  Uves  from  the  ogre 
of  whom  their  priests  had  told  them  such  terrible  tales, 
their  knapsacks  and  clothes  were  found  to  be  crammed  with 
relics,  amulets,  and  pictures  of  Saints,  although  they  had 
so  little  of  the  spirit  of  crusaders  that  they  cried -out  in 
their  dialect,  *  Mannaggia  Pio  Nono  '  ('  A  plague  take  Pio 
Nono').  Such  was  Garibaldi's  first  experience  of  the 
Neapolitan  troops.  He  was  so  deeply  impressed  by  their 
incapacity  that  the  recollection  of  Palestrina  must  have 
weighed  in  his  mind  eleven  years  later,  when  he  came  to 
his  supreme  decision  to  risk  his  country's  fortunes,  his  own 
and  his  friends'  lives,  on  the  hazard  of  landing  with  a 
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thousand  red-shirts  in  the  champs  clos  of  the  island  of 
Sicily,  occupied  by  24,000  Neapolitan  regulars.* 

The  Pcilestrina  expedition  had  succeeded  in  its  object 
of  preventing  the  further  advance  of  King  Ferdinand 
against  the  capital.  Garibaldi,  recalled  in  haste  by  the 
Triumvirate,  in  view  of  Oudinot's  doubtful  attitude,  made 
another  of  his  famous  marches  on  the  night  of  May  lo-ii, 
taking  his  wounded  with  him,  skilfully  avoiding  contact 
with  the  Neapolitans,  and  reaching  Rome  in  the  morning, 
his  men  suffering  horribly  from  thirst  and  exhaustion. 
But  their  return,  though  anxiously  awaited,  was  rendered 
unnecessary  by  a  change  for  the  better  in  the  attitude  of 
the  French.  On  May  15,  De  Lesseps  arrived  on  a  friendly 
mission  from  Paris,  and  on  May  17  a  suspension  of  hostilities 
was  arranged,  to  give  the  French  Envoy  time  to  come  to 
an  accommodation  with  the  Triumvirate  and  Assembly  of 
Rome. 

Such,  at  least,  was  the  ostensible  object.  But  the 
real  motive  of  the  French  Government  in  the  matter  of  the 
armistice,  and  of  the  whole  mission  of  De  Lesseps,  was  to 
gain  time  :  first,  until  reinforcements  could  be  sent  out  to 
Oudinot ;  and,  secondly,  until  the  Catholic  party  in  France, 
at  present  sorely  beset  by  the  Republicans  in  the  Assembly, 
could  obtain  a  majority  for  reaction  at  the  elections 
wnich  were  due  to  take  place  within  a  few  weeks.  The 
French  Ministers  neither  expected  nor  desired  the  negotia- 
tions to  succeed.  On  May  8,  the  very  day  on  which  the 
Minister  for  Foreign  Affairs  charged  De  Lesseps  with  his 
mission,  the  President  wrote  to  Oudinot  :  '  Our  military 
honour  is  at  stake.  I  wiU  not  suffer  it  to  be  compromised. 
You  may  rely  on  being  reinforced  '  ;  and  suiting  the  action 
to  the  word,  sent  out  the  great  Engineer  General  Vaillant, 
with  orders  to  take  Rome,  and  powers  to  supersede  the 

*  The  privates  of  the  Neapolitan  army  fought  better  in  i860  than  in 
1849 ;  but  their  leaders  behaved  in  a  more  incompetent  and  cowardly 
manner  in  Sicily  than  at  Palestrina  and  Velletri. 
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less  capable  Oudinot  if  it  should  prove  necessary.  Louis 
Napoleon,  personally  a  friend  to  Italian  freedom,  on  behalf 
of  which  he  had  taken  part  in  the  Carbonaro  movement  of 
183 1,  had  not  been  so  active  as  his  Clerical  Ministers  in 
the  first  sending  of  the  expedition  ;  but  now  that  the  honour 
of  the  army  had  been  tarnished  by  April  30,  his  whole 
future  as  military  dictator  was  jeopardised  until  that  blot 
should  be  wiped  out.  It  was  necessary  not  only  to  con- 
ceal from  the  Romans  and  from  the  French  Liberals  the 
vengeance  intended,  but  to  conceal  from  the  French  nation 
the  real  nature  of  the  defeat  suffered,  until  it  had  been 
avenged.  For  this  part  of  the  game,  Oudinot  was  emi- 
nently suited.  His  despatch,  read  to  the  French  Assembly 
amid  '  murmurs  from  the  Left,'  described  the  firing  under 
the  walls  of  the  Vatican  as  a  '  reconnaissance,'  omitted  to 
mention  the  battle  outside  the  gates  in  which  Garibaldi 
had  driven  the  French  off  the  field,  and  summed  up  with 
the  declaration  that  *  this  affair  of  April  30  is  one  of  the 
most  brilliant  in  which  the  French  troops  have  taken  part 
since  our  great  wars.' 

But  it  was  even  more  important  to  conceal  present 
intentions  than  past  defeats.  To  make  deceit  effective 
it  is  best  to  employ  honest  instruments ;  and  such  was 
De  Lesseps,  who  took  his  part  in  the  comedy  au  grand 
serieux.  .'"■^ming  to  Rome  full  of  zeal  to  bring  about  an 
accommd&iition,  he  was  soon  under  the  spell  of  Mazzini, 
and,  we  may  add,  under  the  spell  of  the  kind-hearted 
populace  of  Rome,  who  throughout  May  treated  him  and 
all  his  countrymen  within  their  gates  with  friendliness, 
and  even  with  enthusiasm.  He  was  man  enough  to  feel 
the  intellectual  and  moral  superiority  of  Mazzini,  who  soon 
lured  him  to  make  concessions  larger  than  his  powers  war- 
ranted— far  larger  than  the  managers  of  the  comedy  had 
intended. 

The  French  Envoy  found  the  ideals  of  Republicanism 
realised  in  all  their  impressive  simplicity  by  the  chief  of 
the  Triumvirs. 
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'  Lodged  in  the  Quirinal,  Mazzini  hunted  for  a  room  "  small 
enough  to  feel  at  home  in."  Here  he  sat  unguarded  and  serene, 
as  accessible  to  working  men  and  women  as  to  his  own  officials, 
with  the  same  smile  and  warm  hand-shake  for  all ;  dining  for 
two  francs  at  a  cheap  restaurant  .  .  .  his  only  luxury  the 
flowers  that  an  unknown  hand  sent  every  day,  his  one  re- 
laxation to  sing  to  his  guitar,  when  left  alone  at  night.  The 
Triumvir's  slender  stipend  of  32/.  a  moath  he  spent  entirely 
on  others.' 

De  Lesseps  was  touched  by  what  he  saw  of  Mazzini 
and  of  Rome,  and  declared  that  the  Repubhcan  leaders 
were  misunderstood  at  Paris.  After  one  quarrel,  when  the 
fiery  Frenchman  broke  out  in  disgust  at  Roman  unreason- 
ableness, and  abused  Mazzini  in  violent  terms,  the  negotia- 
tions were  resumed  and  proceeded  rapidly  towards  an 
accommodation. 

Meanwhile  what  was  the  attitude  of  the  people,  as 
distinct  from  the  small  body  of  convinced  Republicans 
who  led  them  ?  It  was  summed  up  as  follows  by  the 
acute  and  impartial  Captain  of  H.M.S.  Bulldog,  who  wrote, 
on  May  12,  after  his  visit  to  Rome  : 

'  The  general  feeling  among  the  Roman  people  appears  to 
be  in  favour  of  making  terms  with  the  French,  as  they  show  no 
objection  to  the  return  of  the  Pope,  but  great  repugnance  to 
an  ecclesiastical  government.  The  leaders  keep  up  their  deter- 
mination to  resist  .  .  .  assuring  the  people  that  the  return  of 
the  Pope  can  only  take  place  with  the  old  system  of  a  spiritual 
administration. ' 

This  would,  perhaps,  be  an  accurate  analysis  of  the  main 
current  of  opinion,  if  it  were  added  that  what  the  leaders 
said  was  quite  true,  and  that  the  people  believed  them. 
All  knew  that  the  return  of  the  Pope  would  only  take  place 
if  clerical  rule  were  restored,  because  he  would  consent 
to  come  back  on  no  other  terms.  Whatever  the  French 
might  wish,  they  had  in  fact  no  alternative  between  leaving 
the  Republic  alone,  or  restoring  the  hated  rule  of  priests ; 
and  the  fixed  determination  of  Pio  Nono  to  recover  the 
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powers  of  Gregory  XVI.  would  have  rendered  the  mission 
of  De  Lesseps  futile  if  it  had  ever  been  serious.  It  was 
absurd  for  the  French  to  pretend  to  negotiate  on  behalf 
of  a  sovereign  who  refused  to  treat. 

Captain  Key,  who  passed  freely  between  Rome  and 
Civitavecchia,  wrote  again  a  few  days  later  of  the  state 
of  things  round  the  French  camp  : 

'  I  cannot  speak  too  highly  of  the  conduct  of  the  French 
soldiers  towards  the  inhabitants  of  the  country.  Every  article 
of  food  is  strictly  paid  for,  and  their  behaviour  has  engendered 
a  very  kindly  feeling  for  them  in  the  people  with  whom  they 
have  had  intercourse.' 

The  absence  of  complaints  by  Italian  writers  against  the 
French  soldiery  fuUy  confirms  this  testimonial.  But  the 
French  could  not,  by  any  amount  of  good  behaviour,  induce 
the  inhabitants  to  give  them  any  political  encouragement 
or  military  assistance,  and  they  were  grievously  disappointed 
at  the  absence  of  any  sign  of  Papal  partisans  in  the  country 
which  they  had  come  to  '  deliver '  from  the  Republican 
tyranny  ;  even  the  few  peasants,  who  came  into  their  camps 
to  sell  them  food,  were  gloomily  silent  on  politics. 

The  Republican  Government,  having  successfully  put 
down  terrorism  in  the  provinces,  was  faced  in  May  by  an 
outbreak  of  the  Jacobin  elements  among  its  extreme  sup- 
porters in  the  City  of  Rome  itself,  and  this  also  it  speedily 
overcame.  On  May  20  the  mob  raided  two  churches, 
dragged  out  the  confessionals,  symbols  in  the  Pope's 
dominions  not  only  of  religion  but  of  politics  and  police, 
and  piled  them  in  the  Piazza  del  Popolo  ioT  a  bonfire. 
Mazzini  gravely  remonstrated,  and  the  objects  were  restored 
to  their  proper  places. 

A  more  serious  affair  was  the  attempt  of  a  few  wicked 
men  to  introduce  the  indiscriminate  massacre  of  priests. 
Callimaco  Zambianchi,  a  native  of  Forli  in  the  Romagna, 
had  been  an  exile  from  the  Papal  States  between  1832  and 
1846,  and  while  resident  at  Paris  had  picked  up  the  tradi- 
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tions  of  the  original  Terror  from  the  small  group  of  men 
who  still  cherished  the  memory  of  Robespierre  and  Marat, 
and  who  taught  him  that  no  Republic  was  worth  the  name 
without  its  '  September.'  Attracted  back  to  Italy  by  the 
amnesty  of  the  new  Pope,  he  fought  in  the  Lombard 
campaign,  and  having  taken  part  in  the  reign  of  terror  at 
Bologna,  in  August  1848,  had  been  further  embittered 
by  a  fresh  imprisonment  in  the  following  month.  After 
Rossi's  murder  he  was  liberated,  and,  shortly  before  the 
establishment  of  the  Roman  RepubHc,  he  had  very  wrongly 
been  made  commander  of  the  regiment  of  Gagers,  in 
which  capacity  he  arrested  and  sent  to  Rome  out  of  the 
provinces  certain  persons  whom  he  accused  of  treason. 
When  he  heard,  to  his  great  indignation,  that  the  Triimi- 
virate  had  at  once  set  them  free,  he  vowed  that  in  the 
future  he  would  himself  be  judge  and  hangman ;  being 
called  back  to  Rome,  and  posted  with  his  men  on  Monte 
Mario  during  the  battle  of  April  30,  he  there  and  then 
caused  his  men  to  shoot  a  Dominican,  whom  he  happened 
to  meet  on  the  road.  During  the  same  week,  in  the  little 
church  and  convent  of  San  Calisto,  hidden  away  among  the 
time-honoured  slums  of  Trastevere,  he  and  his  men  killed 
six  persons  in  holy  orders,  whom  he  declared  to  have  been 
preaching  sedition  and  conspiring  against  the  Republic. 
The  Government  stopped  the  massacre  and  did  every- 
thing in  its  power  to  prevent  another  outbreak  of  terrorism. 
Its  efforts  of  prevention  were  successful,  but  unfortunately 
the  crimes  already  committed  remained  in  this  case  un- 
punished, partly  because  the  preoccupations  of  the  siege  of 
Rome  in  June  delayed  Zambianchi's  trial  till  the  Republic 
had  fallen,  and  partly,  perhaps,  because  the  Gagers,  who 
were  a  ruffianly  crew,  seemed  inclined  to  protect  their  leader. 
So  the  chief  criminal  escaped,  and  two  years  later  was  turned 
away  from  the  door  of  a  poor  London  house  at  which  he  had 
the  audacity  to  knock,  by  the  indignant  lodger,  the  ex- 
Triumvir  Saffi.  It  is  painful  to  relate  that  Garibaldi  allowed 
Zambianchi  to  foUow  him  in  the  retreat  from  Rome,  and  ten 
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years  later  to  don  the  red  shirt.  The  Papal  Government 
in  January  1854  justly  executed  three  of  his  accompUces ; 
the  scoundrels  died  game,  refusing  the  offices  of  religion  and 
crying,  *  Viva  1'  Italia  !  Viva  la  RepubbHca  ! '  * 

The  immunity  of  Zambianchi  is  a  blot  on  the  Roman 
Government.  But  the  contagion  of  violence  was  stayed  ; 
and  if  we  consider  the  unprovoked  invasion  of  the  State 
and  the  shooting  down  of  the  citizens  who  defended  it  by 
foreign  troops  in  league  with  the  priests,  the  Triumvirate 
deserves  a  good  deal  of  credit,  and  the  Roman  populace  a 
little,  for  stopping  the  Terror  in  a  country  where  assassina- 
tion was  indigenous.  Arthur  Clough  wrote  on  May  31  to 
Arthur  Stanley  : 

'  Priests,  by  the  way,  walk  about  in  great  comfort — arm  in 
arm  with  a  soldier,  perhaps  ;  in  cafes  and  legnos  and  all  pro- 
fane places  they  are  seen  circulating  as  freely  at  least  as  gov- 
ernment paper.  Confession  is  stiU  administered  openly  with 
long  sticks  in  St.  Peter's,  and  the  Apostle's  toe  multitudinously 
kissed.  The  Bambino  also  drives  about  to  see  the  sick  in  in- 
finite state,  and  is  knelt  and  capped  to  universally.  Wandering 
about  alone,  and  with  the  map,  I  have  been  twice  hailed  by 
civicas  (National  Guard)  as  a  spione,  but  after  some  prattle 
affectionately  dismissed.' 

And  again  on  June  21,  in  the  final  agony  of  the  siege, 
ten  days  before  the  faU  of  Rome,  when,  if  ever,  anarchy 
might  have  been  expected  to  Uft  its  head,  he  writes  to 
Francis  Turner  Palgrave  : 

'  Assure  yourself  that  there  is  nothing  to  deserve  the  name 
of  "  Terror."  .  .  .  Since  May  4  the  worst  thing  I  have  wit-  ^  I 
nessed  has  been  a  paper  in  manuscript  put  up  in  two  places  in  % 
the  Corso,  pointing  out  seven  or  eight  men  for  popular  resent- 
ment.    This  had  been  done  by  night ;    before  the  next  evening 
a  proclamation  was  posted  in  all  the  streets,  from  (I  am  sure) 

*  Whether  Garibaldi  could  and  should  have  given  more  assistance  to 
Government  to  secure  the  arrest  and  trial  of  Zambianchi  we  have  not 
evidence  enough  to  decide.  If  the  Gagers  had  been  put  under  the  direct 
command  of  Garibaldi,  as  Amadei  proposed  to  the  Government  as  early  as 
March  11,  these  murders  woiild  certainly  never  have  taken  place. 
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Mazzini's  pen,  severely  and  scornfully  castigating  such  pro- 
ceedings. A  young  Frenchman  in  a  cafe,  hearing  his  country 
abused,  struck  an  ItaUan  ;  he  was  oi  course  surrounded,  but 
escaped  by  the  interference  of  the  National  Guard  and  of  the 
British  Consul.  The  soldiers,  so  far  as  I  see,  are  extremely 
well  behaved — far  more  seemly  than  our  regulars  ;  they  are 
about,  of  course,  in  the  streets  and  caf6s,  but  make  no  disorder.' 

Garibaldi  had  for  some  time  past  noticed  that  the  red 
shirt  worn  by  himself  and  his  staff  officers  had  attained 
popularity  as  the  symbol  of  the  whole  Legion  and  of  the 
political  ideas  which  it  embodied.  Fully  sharing,  in  his 
emotional  nature,  that  craving  for  symbolism  which  is  at 
the  root  of  so  much  in  Italian  religion  and  custom,  he 
realised  the  advantages  which  might  accrue  from  the  red 
shirt  as  the  outward  and  visible  sign  of  the  revolutionary 
brotherhood  of  Italians,  and,  be  it  allowed,  as  the  bond  of 
the  fellowship  of  Giuseppe  Garibaldi.  On  his  return  from 
Palestrina,  having  wisely  determined  that  no  part  in  the 
democratic  cult  which  he  was  founding  should  be  denied 
to  the  laity,  he  ordered  the  manufacture  of  a  red  woollen 
blouse  for  every  private  in  the  regiment.  The  order  was 
taken  in  hand,  but  the  uniforms  were  not  ready  till  near  the 
end  of  June. 

In  making  this  change  Garibaldi  did  even  better, 
perhaps,  than  he  expected.  For  it  turned  out  that  in  the 
camicia  rossa  the  Italian  Revolution  found  for  itself  a 
cheap  pageantry,  simple  in  gaudiness,  unmistakable, 
satisfying  the  desire  of  youth  to  flaunt  its  principles  in 
some  visible  form.  For  a  few  soldi  the  student  or  the 
workman  could  in  a  minute  transform  himself,  in  appear- 
ance at  least,  into  the  soldier  of  a  redoubtable  force,  the 
semi-official  missionary  of  a  great  cause. 

The  moral  effect  of  the  red  shirt,  which  acted  like  a 
charm,  giving  a  sense  of  brotherhood  with  their  chief 
to  the  little  band  who  so  often  fought  in  it  against  over- 
whelming odds,  far  out-balanced  a  slight  military  dis- 
advantage in  the  colour  which  did  not  escape  comment. 


150  GARIBALDI'S  DEFENCE  OF  ROME 

Before  coming  to  Europe  the  Italian  Legion  had  fought  in 
this  attire  through  the  wars  of  Montevideo,  where  small 
bodies  of  troops  moved  over  the  great  open  prairies,  each 
side  straining  its  eyes  so  as  to  be  the  first  to  see  the  enemy. 
Garibaldi,  it  is  said,  found  that  in  those  regions  his  troops 
were  less  easily  detected  in  the  distance  when  clothed  in 
red  than  were  the  enemy  in  their  darker  uniforms.  But  in 
Italy,  where  much  close  fighting  took  place  on  a  back- 
ground of  white  or  grey  houses  and  vineyard  walls,  the 
red  shirt  was  easily  seen  and  offered  an  admirable  mark 
to  Neapolitans,  Austrians,  and  French. 

Taking  advantage  of  the  improved  relations  with 
France,  and  of  the  rapid  increase  of  the  force  under  arms 
in  Rome,  the  Triumvirs  on  the  evening  of  May  i6  sent  out 
from  ten  to  eleven  thousand  of  their  best  troops  to  drive 
the  Neapolitans  out  of  the  territory  of  the  Republic. 
Garibaldi  was  put  as  a  General  of  Division  in  command  of 
part  of  the  army,  but  he  was  asked  to  serve  under  the 
Commander-in-Chief  Roselli,  a  worthy  but  not  very  able 
soldier,  whose  respectability  was  meant  as  a  pledge  to 
Italy  and  Europe  of  the  regular  character  of  the  Roman 
troops  and  of  the  war  in  which  they  were  engaged.  In 
making  this  arrangement  the  Triumvirs  fell  between  two 
stools,  for  neither  were  the  methods  and  machinery  of  a 
regular  force  employed  in  the  campaign,  nor  was  it  con- 
ducted with  the  energy  of  a  guerilla  war.  The  army  moved 
with  the  uncomfortable  and  jerky  motion  of  a  man  with  an 
excitable  dog  in  leash  ;  Garibaldi  dashed  about  in  front, 
locating  and  engaging  the  enemy,  and  then  was  forced  to 
wait  till  RoseUi  came  sulkily  limibering  up  with  the  bulk 
of  the  troops.  On  an  expedition  like  this,  such  a  general 
was  about  as  fit  to  be  put  in  command  of  Garibaldi  as 
Parker  was  to  be  put  in  command  of  Nelson  ;  indeed,  the 
case  was  much  worse,  for  though  himself  a  modest  man, 
Roselli  was  surrounded  by  a  staff  of  regular  officers  who 
urged  him  to  assert  himself,  regarding  the  guerilla  with 
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a  professional   jealousy  which   none  of   the  captains   off 
Copenhagen  felt  against  the  victor  of  the  Nile. 

Roselli,  though  commanding  a  force  nearly  five  times  as 
numerous  as  that  led  by  Garibaldi  a  fortnight  earlier,  also 
determined  not  to  attack  the  Alban  Hills  in  face,  but  to 
cross  the  Campagna  towards  Valmontone,  and  so  take  the 
Neapolitans  in  flank.  The  commissariat  of  the  '  regular ' 
army  was  so  ill  managed  that  the  troops  would  have  starved 
in  crossing  the  Campagna  but  for  the  energy  and  foresight 
of  Garibaldi  in  his  capacity  of  cow-boy,  exercised  at  the 
expense  of  the  Cardinals'  estates ;  and  even  after  the 
desert  plain  had  been  crossed,  the  advance  of  the  main 
body  was  delayed  pending  the  late  arrival  of  the  train  of 
waggons  from  Rome.  But  Garibaldi,  as  soon  as  he  had 
reached  Valmontone,  galloped  out  early  on  the  morning 
of  May  19  along  the  Velletri  road,  under  the  foot  of  the 
wooded  ridge  of  Algidus  and  Artemisio,  to  see  what  the 
enemy  were  about.  He  found,  as  he  had  expected,  that 
they  were  in  full  retreat  from  the  Alban  Hills,  which  they 
had  no  thought  of  holding  when  their  rear  and  flank  were 
threatened  by  a  force  as  large  as  their  own.  The  only 
danger  was  that  they  would  escape  altogether,  for  they  were 
already  arriving  from  Albano  at  the  low  hill  where  the 
ancient  Volscian  city  of  Velletri  rises  above  its  vineyards, 
when,  about  six  o'clock  in  the  morning.  Garibaldi  and 
his  staff  reined  up  their  horses  on  a  knoll  commanding 
a  near  view  of  their  proceedings.  Garibaldi  determined  to 
take,  on  his  own  responsibility,  the  measures  necessary  for 
cutting  off  Ferdinand's  retreat — to  hold  him  engaged 
with  the  advance  guard,  and  to  send  to  Roselli  praying 
that  the  arrival  of  the  central  division  might  be  hastened. 
This  involved  a  gross  breach  of  discipline,  since  he  himself 
was  in  command  of  the  central  division,  and  not  of  the 
advance  guard,  to  whom  he  now  issued  orders  for  battle. 
But  it  was  not  likely  that  those  orders,  however  irregular, 
would  be  disobeyed,  for  the  ofiicer  rightfully  in  command 
was  Marochetti,  one  of  his  old  comrades  of  America,  only 
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too  proud  to  be  superseded  by  the  Chief,  and  the  best  half 
of  the  troops  consisted  of  his  own  ItaUan  Legion. 

From  the  point  of  view  of  strategy  and  tactics  he  was 
as  indisputably  right  as  from  the  point  of  view  of  dis- 
cipline he  was  wrong.  The  strategical  situation  showed  a 
demoraHsed  enemy  in  full  retreat,  affording  a  splendid  oppor- 
tunity to  strike  into  the  front  flank  of  his  column  in  such 
a  way  as  to  drive  him  off  the  high  road  away  from  his  base. 
The  tactical  situation  involved  the  ability  of  2,000  seasoned 
troops  to  hold  in  play  a  despised  foe  who  had  fled  before 
them  ten  days  before,  until  the  arrival  of  the  main  Roman 
army,  which  would  certainly  not  be  up  in  time  to  catch 
the  retreating  enemy  unless  he  was  attacked  at  once  by 
those  already  on  the  scene.  But  whether  the  desire  to  seize 
the  opportunity  of  the  campaign  can  justify  any  man,  even 
a  Garibaldi,  in  breaking  the  disciphne  of  the  camp  is  a 
question  on  which  opinions  may  differ. 

Finding  a  body  of  troops  close  on  their  flank,  the 
Neapolitans  were  forced  to  turn  aside  and  drive  it  back. 
Garibaldi,  whose  scouting  arrangements  kept  him  far  better 
acquainted  than  any  contemporary  general  of  regulars 
with  the  real  intentions  q;f  the  enemy,  knew  that  this  offen- 
sive movement  was  only  designed  to  cover  their  retreat. 
But  until  RoseUi  should  arrive,  the  Legionaries,  posted 
about  a  mile  outside  VeUetri,  had  before  them  the  prospect 
of  a  stiff  fight  for  an  indefinite  number  of  hours,  holding 
their  own  against  superior  numbers  of  the  enemy's  infantry 
and  cavalry  in  the  vineyards  and  undulating  ground  on 
either  side  of  the  Valmontone  road.  The  chief  incident  of 
the  battle  occurred  on  the  road  itself.  Masina's  forty 
lancers  had  gone  down  it,  driving  the  enemy  in  front  of 
them,  until  they  met  the  head  of  a  long  column  of  mounted 
men  before  whom  they  fled  back  at  a  gallop.  The  young 
Bolognese  cavaliers,  though  noted  for  fearless  gallantry, 
were  not  veterans  ;  their  horses  were  young  and  untrained, 
and  Masina  himself  was  not  among  them  this  day,  but 
was  commanding  the  whole  Legion.     They  came  bolting 
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back  at  a  pace  which  so  aroused  the  indignation  of  Garibaldi 
that,  regardless  of  dynamics,  he  reined  up  athwart  their 
path.  Behind  him  sat  his  friend,  the  gigantic  negro,  on 
his  jet-black  horse.  Like  equestrian  statues  of  Europe  and 
Africa  they  sat  immovable.  One  moment  the  young 
lancers,  vainly  tugging  at  their  frightened  steeds,  saw 
these  two  loom  in  front ;  the  next,  down  they  all  went 
together  in  a  welter  of  beasts  and  men,  with  Garibaldi  at 
the  bottom.  The  enemy's  cavalry,  who  had  some  Spirit, 
came  dashing  up,  and  it  might  have  gone  ill  for  Italy, 
had  not  a  handful  of  Legionaries,  fighting  at  a  Uttle 
distance  to  the  right  of  the  road,  come  running  to  save 
their  leader.  The  rescue  party  were  mostly  boys  of  fourteen 
and  upwards. 

'  I  believe  (wrote  Garibaldi)  that  my  safety  was  chiefly  due 
to  those  gallant  boys,  since,  with  men  and  horses  passing  over 
my  body,  I  was  so  bruised  that  I  could  not  move.' 

The  Neapolitans,  who  had  pushed  forward  too  rashly 
into  the  heart  of  the  Garibaldian  position,  were  caught 
between  two  fires,  and  severely  repulsed,  leaving  thirty 
prisoners  on  the  scene  of  the  recent  cascade.  Thus  the 
incident,  that  had  begun  in  picturesque  disaster,  led  to  a 
general  advance  of  the  Garibaldian  infantry  through  the 
vineyards  and  down  the  road. 

'  The  charge  of  our  men  on  the  right — the  dominant  position, 
and  therefore  the  key  of  the  whole — led  by  Masina  and  Daverio, 
was  made  with  such  headlong  impetus  that  our  men  almost 
entered  Velletri,  swept  away  among  the  flying  enemy.' 

So  little,  indeed,  had  Garibaldi  imperilled  the  safety 
of  the  advance  guard,  as  he  was  accused  of  having  done 
on  this  occasion,  that  they  not  merely  maintained  their 
positions  unaided,  but  assumed  the  offensive  and  drove 
the  enemy  up  into  the  town  and  the  Cappuccini  on  the 
neighbouring  height,  before  the  central  division  began  to 
appear.  It  was  well  on  in  the  afternoon  when  the  first 
detachment,  consisting  of  Manara's  Lombards,  came  hurry- 
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ing  up  with  loud  cheers  for  Garibaldi,  and  found  his  men 
firing  at  the  town  and  convent,  from  which  strong  positions 
the  enemy  replied  with  effect.  Roselli  had  been  tardy  in 
sending  forward  the  supports,  and  the  rest  of  them  arrived 
slowly  and  one  by  one  on  the  scene.  Furious  at  hearing  of 
Garibaldi's  indiscipline  in  beginning  the  battle  without  his 
leave,  and  perhaps  not  better  pleased  that  the  friar  Ugo 
Bassi  should  have  been  employed  to  carry  messages  between 
them,  the  commander-in-chief  rode  up  in  the  worst  of 
tempers  and  positively  refused  to  attack  that  evening, 
nor  would  he,  at  Garibaldi's  suggestion,  forestall  the  enemy's 
retreat  by  moving  across  on  to  the  road  to  Terracina. 
RoseUi's  staff  would  not  believe  the  assurances  of  the  in- 
subordinate gueriUa  Chief  that  Bomha's  generals  were  only 
thinking  how  to  effect  their  escape,  and  that  their  men  were 
utterly  demoraUsed. 

Many  of  the  Neapolitan  soldiers  had,  in  fact,  again 
been  scared  by  the  *  red  devil,'  whom  they  declared  to  be 
bullet-proof  ;  the  giant  black  man  behind  him  was  Beelze- 
bub, his  father.  In  plaintive  mutiny  some  cried  out  to  their 
King  :  '  You  are  going  to  Naples,  and  we  to  the  slaughter.* 
To  what  extent  this  demoralisation  had  spread  through  the 
army,  or  how  far  its  royal  chief  alone  can  be  accused  of 
cowardice,  wiU  always  be  a  matter  of  dispute.  Be  that  as 
it  may,  Ferdinand  ordered  the  retreat  to  be  continued  under 
conditions  which,  as  the  historian  of  his  reign  has  pro- 
nounced, took  '  from  his  dynasty  all  military  prestige,* 
and  rendered  him  '  so  much  the  more  contemptible  to  his 
subjects.'  The  army  with  some  skiU  took  advantage  of 
Roselli's  inaction,  and  stole  away  out  of  the  southern  gate 
of  the  town,  leaving  its  wounded  and  prisoners,  and  re- 
treated rapidly  down  the  road  that  leads  across  thfe  Pontine 
Marshes  to  Terracina  and  Naples  by  way  of  the  coast.  Before 
the  grey  hours,  some  reconnoitring  Lombards  cHmbed  over 
the  gate  into  Velletri,  and,  to  their  surprise,  found  the  streets 
silent  and  empty,  until  the  townspeople  began  to  come  out 
of  their  houses  and  joyfully  fraternise  with  the  deliverers. 
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Garibaldi  was  convinced  that  Ferdinand's  throne  would 
not  survive  an  invasion  of  his  kingdom,  and  pressed  the 
Triumvirate  to  allow  the  army  to  advance.  But  Mazzini, 
even  if  he  could  regard  the  French  as  neutralised,  had  still 
to  think  of  the  Austrians,  who  had  just  taken  Bologna 
after  a  gallant  defence  by  its  inhabitants,  and  were  fast 
overrunning  the  Romagna  and  the  Marches,  Roselli  and 
half  the  army  were  therefore  recalled  from  Velletri,  but 
Garibaldi  was  allowed  to  proceed  with  his  own  Legion,  the 
Lombards,  and  some  other  troops,  advancing  by  the  great 
inland  road  that  leads  to  Naples,  by  Valmontone,  Frosinone, 
and  the  valley  of  the  Liris.  In  the  Roman  States  they 
were  welcomed  as  deliverers.  But  when  they  crossed  into 
Neapolitan  territory  a  curious  incident  took  place  in  the 
frontier  town  of  Rocca  d'Arce,  related  as  foUows  by  Emilio 
Dandolo : 

'  All  the  inhabitants  had  fled  and  hidden  themselves  among 
the  hills  ;  we  found  the  houses  shut  up  and  deserted,  and 
not  a  human  being  in  the  whole  village.  The  soldiers  were 
indignant  at  this  want  of  confidence  ;  but,  thanks  to  the  warm 
admonitions  of  Garibaldi,  who  came  up  at  the  moment  with 
his  Legion,  and  to  the  advice  of  Padre  Ugo  Bassi  (whose  fervent 
charity  and  patriotism  I  then  learnt  to  appreciate),  no  pil- 
laging took  place,  and  in  that  deserted  village  not  a  single  door 
was  forced.  We  sat  down  on  the  ground  in  the  square  ;  and, 
when  the  terrified  inhabitants  observed  from  the  surrounding 
heights  this  admirable  spirit  of  order  and  self-restraint,  they 
hurried  down  to  welcome  us,  threw  open  their  houses  and  shops, 
and  in  a  few  minutes  the  whole  village  had  regained  its  accus- 
tomed activity.  They  then  related  to  us  how  many  super- 
stitious fables  the  Neapolitans  had  spread  among  them ; 
according  to  which  we  were  so  many  ogres  let  loose  by  the 
devil,  to  devour  children  and  bum  down  houses ;  and  the  fan- 
tastic costumes  of  Garibaldi  and  his  followers  had  contributed 
not  a  little  to  increase  the  ignorant  fears  of  the  natives.' 

How  far,  under  these  conditions.  Garibaldi  would  have 
succeeded  in  rousing  the  Kingdom  to  revolt  was  never  put 
to  the  test ;    for  at  this  point  he  was  recalled,  much  to 
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his  own  chagrin,  to  save  the  Republic  from  Austrian  in- 
vasion in  the  North.  To  the  end  of  his  Hfe  he  beheved 
that  the  march  which  was  stopped  at  Rocca  d'Arce  by 
Mazzini's  orders,  would  have  anticipated  the  results  of 
that  triumphal  progress  which  he  made  eleven  years  later 
from  the  other  end  of  the  Neapolitan  kingdom.  No  doubt 
the  royal  army  was  demoralised  by  Palestrina  and  Velletri : 
no  doubt  it  was  much  smaller  in  1849  than  in  i860.  But, 
on  the  other  hand,  the  general  conditions  of  Italian  politics 
were  far  less  favourable,  the  tide  was  setting  in  the  wrong 
direction,  and  Italy  was  tired  of  revolution — facts  which 
Garibaldi,  who  was  never  tired,  could  not  properly  realise. 
Nor,  as  is  shown  by  the  incident  just  related,  was  his  own 
reputation  the  same,  either  in  its  nature  or  its  magnitude, 
as  on  the  day  when  he  landed  at  Reggio — the  world's 
acknowledged  hero — ^with  those  miraculous  Sicilian  laurels 
fresh  upon  his  brow. 

At  the  end  of  May,  Garibaldi  re-entered  Rome  in  demo- 
cratic triumph,  for  the  last  time,  until,  as  an  old  man,  he 
entered  the  capital  of  Italy  in  peace,  a  third  power  with 
the  King  and  the  Pope.*  '  Now,'  wrote  Manara,  '  we  shall 
go  to  Ancona.  I  firmly  hope  we  shall  beat  the  Austrians 
as  we  have  beaten  the  French  and  Neapolitans.*  Most 
of  the  tired  troops  who  re-entered  Rome  between  May  30 
and  June  2,  were  hoping  that  before  they  started  against 
the  Austrians  they  would  enjoy  a  little  rest  after  their  long 
month  of  forced  marches  and  battles.  But  the  rest  pre- 
pared for  them  was  the  grave,  save  for  those  who  lived  to 
be  mocked  by  the  uneasy  rest  of  exile.  Even  while  they 
v/ere  re-entering  Rome,  the  French  threw  off  the  mask 
and  repudiated  De  Lesseps  in  the  hour  when  he  seemed 
to  have  brought  things  to  a  settlement.  To  die  for  Italy 
there  was  no  need  to  go  to  Ancona. 

The  turn  of  events  on  which  Garibaldi  had  fixed  his 

*  Pio  Nono  said,  with  reference  to  the  arrival  of  Garibaldi  in  Rome 
shortly  after  Victor  Emmanuel  had  taken  up  his  quarters  in  the  Quirinal : 
'  Lately  we  were  two  here  ;   now  we  are  three.* 
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hopes — a  long  guerilla  war  over  the  mountains  and  valleys 
of  half  Italy — was  not  to  be.  Mazzini's  dream  was  to  be 
reahsed  instead — the  fiery  mart5n:dom  of  the  Republic  in 
one  supreme  scene  of  defiance  and  death,  in  the  sacred 
city  where  the  memories  and  treasures  of  the  western 
world  were  heaped  together.  The  union  of  Italy  was  an 
idea  which  Mazzini  had  done  more  than  any  other  man  to 
spread,  but  the  last  effective  contribution  ever  made  by 
him  to  that  cause,  so  soon  to  pass  into  other  hands,  was 
this  great  demonstration,  which  he  had  organised  and 
inspired — the  dying  message  of  Italy  slain  once  more, 
published  to  the  world  from  Rome.  In  this  siege  of  Rome, 
a  drama  of  despair,  a  battle  that  was  not  for  victory,  Gari- 
baldi, though  his  genius  was  more  suited  to  the  open  field, 

'  was  to  play  the  part  of  chief  hero  among  many,  and  to  lend 
it  all  the  nobility  of  his  presence  and  the  grandeur  of  his 

I  name. 


CHAPTER  IX* 

THE  THIRD  OF  JUNE — ^VILLA  CORSINI 

'  Villa  Corsina,  Casa  dei  Quattro  Venti, 
fumida  pnia  del  Vascello  protesa 
nella  tempest  a,  alti  nomi  per  sempre 
solenni  come  Maratona,  Platea, 
Cremera,  luoghi  gii  d'  ozii  di  piaceri 
di  melodic  e  di  magnificenze 
fuggitive,  orti  custoditi  da  cieche 
statue  ed  arrisi  da  fontane  serene, 
trasfigurati  subito  in  rossi  infemi 
vertiginosi.' 

D'Annunzio — La  Canzone  di  Garibaldi. 

(Villa  Corsini,  House  of  the  Four  Winds, 
Smoky  prow  of  the  Ship  thrust  forward 
Into  the  tempest,  names  for  ever 
Grand — Uke  Marathon,  Plataea, 
Cremera — once  ye  were  haunts  of  idleness, 
Pleasure  and  music  and  frail  magnificence. 
Gardens  guarded  by  bUnd  stone  statues, 
Watered  by  fountains — aU  changed  suddenly 
Into  a  red  infernal  giddiness.) 

On  May  31,  thQ  day  when  Garibaldi  re-entered  Rome, 
De  Lesseps  signed  with  the  Triumvirs  terms  of  agreement, 
according  to  which  the  French  were  to  protect  Rome  and 
its  environs  against  Austria  and  Naples  and  all  the  world, 
but  were  to  take  up  their  own  quarters  outside  the  city. 
Since  nothing  was  said  about  the  Pope's  restoratfon  on  the 
one  hand,  or  about  the  continued  existence  of  the  Repubhc 
on  the  other,  the  real  questions  at  issue  were  postponed 
to  the  future ;  but  all  the  advantages  of  the  present  were 
to  go  to  the  Romans,  and  none  to  the  French.     In  signing 

•  For  this  Chapter,  use  the  Maps  III.  and  V.  at  end  of  volume. 
168 


AN  AMBIGUOUS  PROMISE  159 

terms  so  entirely  averse  from  the  spirit  and  intentions  of 
[those  whom  he  represented,  De  Lesseps  had  sense  enough 
to  append  a  clause  which  provided  that  the  treaty  needed 
ratification  by  the  French  Republic.  But  the  home  Gov- 
ernment, to  whom  he  thus  appealed,  had  already  thrown 
off  the  mask,  and  had  despatched  a  message  putting  an 
-end  to  his  mission  and  bidding  him  return  at  once  to 
France.  For  Oudinot's  reinforcement  had  come  to  hand. 
The  French  army  was  again  camped  within  a  mile  or  two 
of  Rome,  within  striking  distance  of  the  Italian  outposts. 
Twenty  thousand  men  were  on  the  spot,  together  with  six 
ibatteries  of  artillery,  some  siege  guns,  and  a  large  number 
lof  excellent  sappers  and  engineers  prepared  to  carry  out 
Vaillant's  scientifically  laid  plans  for  the  reduction  of  the 
city ;  and  10,000  more,  together  with  the  rest  of  the  siege 
train  and  engineers,  would  arrive  at  fixed  dates  during  the 
month.  When,  therefore,  the  man  of  peace  brought  his 
treaty  to  the  camp,  Oudinot  no  sooner  read  the  clause 
assigning  to  his  army  quarters  outside  the  walls  of  Rome 
than  he  broke  out  in  a  violent  tirade  against  De  Lesseps, 
and  told  him  to  go  about  his  business ;  next  day  (June  i) 
he  gave  notice  to  the  Romans  that  the  truce  was  at  an  end. 
But  the  letter  in  which  he  informed  Roselli  of  the  de- 
nunciation of  the  armistice  was  of  the  most  ambiguous 
character,  for  although  he  declared  that  hostilities  could 
at  once  be  resumed,  he  added  that,  in  order  to  give  the 
French  residents  time  to  leave  Rome,  he  would  not  attack 
'  the  place '  until  Monday,  the  4th  of  June.  His  real 
intention  was  to  surprise  and  capture  the  outposts  (the 
PamfiU  and  Corsini)  in  the  early  hours  of  the  3rd.  In 
employing  the  vague  word  place,  which  he  privately  inter- 
preted to  exclude  these  outposts,  while  the  world  in  general 
supposed  that  he  had  given  a  guarantee  to  suspend  all 
operations  against  Rorne  until  the  Monday,  he  at  once 
lulled  the  careless  Italians  into  a  fatal  security,  and  satisfied 
his  own  conscience — for  he  was,  as  Captain  Key  found  at 
this  time,  *  a  strict  Catholic  and  a  very  rehgious  man.' 
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Oudinot's  announcement  of  war,  so  suddenly  made  on 
the  day  after  the  Treaty  of  Peace  and  AUiance  had  been 
signed,  woke  the  Italians  with  a  start  from  pleasant  dreams 
of  chasing  the  white-coats  out  of  the  Apennines,  to  the 
prospect  of  being  cut  to  pieces  in  Rome  by  fellow-Repub- 
licans. On  June  2,  when  the  Triumvirate  asked  Garibaldi 
to  give  his  confidential  opinion  on  the  crisis,  he  suggested 
a  remedy  on  a  level  with  the  desperate  nature  of  their 
affairs,  declaring  that  he  himself  ought  to  be  made  Dictator. 
He  gave  the  advice  in  the  spirit  in  which  it  had  been  asked 
— in  perfect  good  faith  and  in  the  public  interest ;  when 
it  was  rejected  he  let  the  matter  drop,  though  there  were 
many  pseudo-politicians  in  Rome  who  were  only  too  eager 
to  agitate  on  his  behalf,  had  he  consented  to  lead  them, 
and  who  proceeded  some  way  in  that  direction  without 
his  consent.  With  the  simple  wisdom  of  the  sailor  and 
warrior,  trained  in  no  political  school  but  that  of  the  South 
American  Republics,  he  believed  that  an  honest  dictator- 
ship was  the  best  means  of  carrying  out  the  democratic 
will  in  times  of  supreme  crisis.  From  the  beginning  to 
the  end  of  his  life,  divided  authority  and  government  by 
Assemblies  seemed  to  him  out  of  place  when  the  foreigner 
was  in  occupation  of  the  soil,  or  a  tyrant  had  still  to  be 
dethroned.  These  views  were  a  practical  qualification  of 
his  theoretic  Republicanism,  and  prepared  him  to  accept  in 
later  years  the  chieftainship  of  Victor  Emmanuel,  with  that 
loyal  self-effacement  and  devoted  service  to  the  King  which 
proved  one  of  the  main  factors  in  the  creation  of  Italy. 
But  his  proposal,  on  June  2,  1849,  that  he  himself  should 
be  made  Dictator,  though  it  would  have  had  military 
advantages,  would  have  involved  political  dangers,  because 
it  would  have  meant  the  displacement  of  Mazzini  in  favour 
of  his  rival,  and,  though  it  would  have  aroused  much 
enthusiasm,  would  have  caused  also  much  offence  and 
division. 

Although  Garibaldi  was  not  made  Dictator,  or  even 
CX)mmander-in-chief  in   place   of   Roselli,    the   defence  off 
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the  west  bank  was  entrusted  to  him,  and  it  was  on  that  side 
that  the  attack  was  again  made  on  Rome.  But  before 
Garibaldi  took  over  the  command  in  that  quarter,  RoseUi, 
on  Saturday  evening  (June  2),  visited  the  very  insufficient 
outpost  of  400  men  which  he  had  placed  in  the  grounds  of 
the  Villa  PamfiU,  to  tell  them  that  there  was  no  need  to 
be  vigilant,  since  the  French  had  promised  not  to  attack 
until  Monday  morning.  In  trusting  the  key  of  the  capital, 
and  therefore  the  very  existence  of  the  State,  to  the  faith 
of  a  foe  whose  whole  conduct  since  his  first  landing  had 
been  shifty  and  ambiguous,  Roselli  was  guilty  of  an  error  of 
the  first  magnitude.  If  Oudinot's  bad  faith  is  condemned, 
no  less  severe  a  judgment  must  be  passed  on  the  folly  of 
his  antagonist.  Even  if  the  French  General's  letter  had 
been  perfectly  explicit  in  its  promise  to  postpone  every  kind 
of  operation  till  Monday,  this  vital  position  ought  to  have 
been  occupied  day  and  night  by  several  thousand  troops. 

Garibaldi  understood  better  than  the  commander-in- 
chief  the  immense  importance  of  a  post  which,  by  reason 
of  its  height  and  propinquity,  was  the  key  to  the  Janiculum, 
and  therefore  the  key  to  Rome.  After  his  victory  in  the 
Pamfili  grounds  on  April  30,  he  had  proposed  to  fortify 
them,  but  had  had  no  authority  to  carry  this  plan  into 
effect ;  and  Roselli,  who  had  enjoyed  the  power,  had  not 
possessed  the  wisdom  to  do  anything  of  the  kind  during 
the  weeks  gone  by.  If  Garibaldi  had  not  been  too  unwell 
on  the  night  of  Saturday,  June  2,  to  take  over  at  once 
his  new  command  on  the  west  bank,  he  would  very  probably 
have  done  something  to  strengthen  the  guard  in  the  Pamfili ; 
but  as  he  was  confined  indoors,  recovering  from  his  old 
wound  of  April  30,  and  the  bruises  and  fatigues  of  the 
Velletri  campaign,  his  command  was  temporarily  vested 
in  Galletti.  All  who  turned  to  sleep  that  night  in  Rome 
had  been  given  to  understand  by  Government  that  Oudinot 
had  promised  not  to  attack  tiU  the  Monday,  and  no  one 
suspected  that  before  morning  the  key  to  the  city  would 
be  stolen  away. 
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The  able  Engineer-General  Vaillant,  who,  Uke  Oudinot, 
had  served  with  distinction  under  the  great  Napoleon,  was 
sent  out  by  the  new  President  to  advise  and,  if  necessary, 
supersede  the  commander-in-chief.  No  better  selection 
could  have  been  made,  and  the  two  old  soldiers  appear  to 
have  worked  in  perfect  harmony.  Although  they  had 
thrown  a  bridge  across  the  lower  Tiber,  and  occupied  the 
Basilica  of  St.  Patd-without-the-walls,  Oudinot  and  Vaillant 
had  determined  not  to  pass  over  the  river  in  force,  but  to 
confine  their  main  operations  to  the  capture  of  the  Janicu- 
lum.  It  would,  indeed,  have  been  easy  for  them,  if  they 
had  crossed  to  the  east  bank,  to  blow  a  breach  in  the  ancient 
Imperial  walls  as  did  the  Italians  in  1870.  But  the  French, 
in  1849,  had  to  reckon  with  the  hostility  of  the  Roman 
populace.  They  knew  that  if  they  entered  from  the  low- 
lying  Campagna  on  the  east  their  difficulties  would  only 
begin  when  they  were  inside  the  town,  because  the  people 
would  take  to  the  barricades  which  they  had  prepared, 
and  house-to-house  fighting  would  continue  for  days.  How 
much  Italian  burghers  could  do  against  regular  troops  in 
this  sort  of  warfare  had  been  shown  the  year  before,  in 
the  north  at  Milan,  and  in  Sicily  at  Messina,  and,  even  if 
victory  in  such  a  contest  could  be  considered  certain,  the 
price  might  be  the  conflagration  of  the  Eternal  City.  The 
scandal  of  standing  triumphant  on  the  blood-stained  ruins 
of  Rome  was  such  as  the  art-loving  French  could  appreciate 
and  dread.  The  knowledge  that  their  right  of  interference 
was  questioned  by  all  parties,  liberal  and  reactionary  alike, 
put  them  on  their  best  behaviour,  and,  although  they 
threw  many  shells  into  the  streets,  they  showed  a  certain 
care  not  to  do  unnecessary  harm  to  the  monuments. 

Military  and  political  considerations,  therefore,  com- 
bined to  direct  their  efforts  against  the  Janiculum,  for 
although  it  would  take  a  Httle  time  to  breach  the  Papal 
walls  upon  the  west  bank,  they  could  be  sure  that,  when 
once  they  had  fought  their  way  to  the  terrace  of  San  Pietro 
in  Montorio,  Rome  would  he  below  them  at  the  mercy 
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of  their  batteries,  and  would  have  no  alternative  but  to 
surrender  without  further  resistance.  Vaillant,  therefore, 
determined  to  capture  the  curtains  and  bastions  close 
to  the  Porta  San  Pancrazio.  Wiser  for  the  experience  of 
April  30,  he  knew  that  he  must  make  a  formal  approach, 
drawing  trenches  and  placing  breaching-batteries  according 
to  the  methods  of  scientific  siege  craft  of  which  he  was  a 
master.  But  he  saw  that  it  was  useless  to  order  the  first 
sod  to  be  turned  so  long  as  the  Romans  occupied  the  high 
ground  of  the  Villas  Pamfili  and  Corsini — a  point  of  vantage 
whence  the  Italian  cannon  could  sweep  the  district  round, 
and  a  place  of  arms  where  their  infantry  could  safely  muster 
for  sorties  into  flank  and  rear  of  any  trenches  which  the 
besiegers  could  make.  On  the  other  hand,  if  once  the 
French  were  masters  of  the  Villa  Corsini,  built  on  a  knoll 
which  commanded  the  Porta  San  Pancrazio,  it  would  be 
impossible  for  troops  to  come  out  from  Rome  against  the 
works,  except  under  a  deadly  fire  from  batteries  elevated 
and  ensconced  at  about  four  hundred  paces  from  the  narrow 
debouchment  of  the  gate. 

Since,  therefore,  it  was  of  the  first  importance  to  the 
French  plans  to  capture  the  Villas  Pamfili  and  Corsini,  the 
main  struggle  of  the  siege  would,  under  normal  conditions, 
have  been  a  defence  by  the  Romans  of  the  high  wall  which 
surrounded  the  woods  and  gardens  of  these  two  villas  in 
one  vast  enclosure.  But  owing  to  Oudinot's  ambiguous 
letter,  and  Roselli's  misplaced  security,  the  besiegers 
acquired  this  stronghold  almost  without  fighting,  and  the 
Roman  defence  was  therefore  turned  into  an  attack,  carried 
out,  as  we  shall  see,  under  conditions  of  great  disadvantage. 

The  capture  of  the  vital  positions  was  effected  in  the 
small  hours  of  Sunday  morning,  June  3.  One  column, 
under  General  Molliere,  came  silently  through  the  dark- 
ness on  to  the  road  known  as  the  Vicolo  della  Nocetta, 
which  skirts  the  south  of  the  Pamfili  enclosure,  and  began 
preparations  for  blowing  a  breach  in  the  boundary  wall. 
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At  3  A.M.  or  shortly  before,  the  noise  of  the  sappers'  picks  was 
heard  by  some  Italian  sentries,  who  discharged  their  muskets. 
Without  further  delay  the  powder  was  put  into  the  hole 
and  exploded,  the  French  infantry  poured  over  the  ruin, 
and  as  the  morning  twilight  came  on,  spread  in  wave  after 
wave  of  men  through  the  silent  pine-woods  that  occupied  the 
=^uthem  part  of  the  Pamfili  grounds.  Meanwhile  another 
column,  under  a  General  named  Levaillant,  had  already 
made  its  way  in  from  the  west  side,  where  they  actually 
found  a  gate  of  the  Park  left  open.  Indeed,  the  400 
Italians  bivouacked  in  these  vast  grounds — which  required 
a  garrison  of  several  thousands — were  sleeping  with  perfect 
confidence  in  Oudinot's  promise  not  to  attack  till  Monday, 
whereof  Roselli  himself  had  so  rashly  reminded  them  not 
twelve  hours  before.  Here  and  there,  indeed,  sentinels 
were  on  the  alert,  and  resistance  was  made  at  various  points, 
particularly  in  the  little  chapel  of  the  Pamfili.  In  the  villa 
itself,  and  in  the  surrounding  gardens  and  groves  of  ever- 
green oak,  where  the  tide  of  battle  had  been  turned  by 
Garibaldi  on  April  30,  the  400  Italians  were  surrounded  and 
overpowered  by  superior  numbers.  Half  of  them  were 
captured  in  the  buildings.  But  many  leapt  from  the 
windows,  and  in  all  200  escaped  to  the  Convent  of  San  Pan- 
crazio  and  the  Villa  Corsini.  which  stood  within  the  Pamfili 
enclosure,  but  five  or  six  hundred  yards  nearer  to  Rome. 

The  fi3^ng  men  were  closely  followed  by  one  of  Levail- 
lant's  battalions,  but  when  the  gallant  Bolognese  Colonel 
PietrameUara  organised  a  strong  resistance  in  the  Corsini.j 
and  when  Galletti's  troops  began  to  pour  up  the  road  fror 
the  Porta  San  Pancrazio,  the  Italians,  being  in  somewhal 
greater  force,  were  able  to  hold  on.  When  the  dawn  we 
growing  grey,  the  French  battalion  which  had  pushed  01 
unsupported  to  the  Corsini  fell  back  on  the  Pamfili,  where"" 
it  joined  the  rest  of  Levaillant 's  men  and  MoUiere's  brigade, 
which  had  now  arrived  at  the  front.  Returning  to  the 
charge,  the  French  regiments  carried  the  Convent  of  San 
Pancrazio,  and  then,  with  the  aid  of  artillery,  stormed  the 
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Corsini  after  desperate  fighting,  and  drove  the  Italians 
down  the  hill  to  the  Vascello.  The  Villa  Corsini,  the  key 
to  Rome,  was  in  the  hands  of  the  enemy. 

Minutes  were  precious ;  but  nearly  two  hours  were 
wasted  owing  to  the  arrangements  which  Roselli  and  the 
civil  authorities  had  made  for  the  quartering  of  the  soldiers. 
If  the  Garibaldians  and  the  Lombards  had  been  encamped 
on  the  Janiculum  they  could  have  rushed  out  by  the 
Porta  San  Pancrazio  with  Galletti's  men,  and  very  possibly 
have  retaken  not  only  the  Corsini  but  the  Pamfili,  before 
the  main  force  of  the  French  had  been  brought  into  the 
grounds.  But  the  principal  defenders  of  Rome  were  lodged 
on  the  wrong  side  of  the  river,  and  at  a  great  distance  from 
the  scene  of  action.  Furthermore,  the  officers  had  been 
quartered  in  private  houses  apart  from  their  regiments. 
Garibaldi's  Legion  was  in  the  Convent  of  San  Silvestro ; 
several  of  their  officers  were  some  distance  away  ;  but 
Garibaldi  and  Masina  were  staying  not  far  off,  in  the  narrow 
streets  opening  on  the  Piazza  di  Spagna.  There,  in  a 
humble  lodging.  No.  59,  Via  della  Carozze,  the  sick  and 
wounded  General  was  passing  the  night,  attended  by  his 
friend  Ripari,  the  surgeon  of  the  red-shirts,  who,  for  these 
doings,  afterwards  tasted  half-a-dozen  years  of  Papal  dun- 
geons, and  survived  to  be  doctor  to  the  Thousand  in  Sicily. 
Suddenly,  at  three  in  the  morning,  Daverio,  the  chief  oi 
Garibaldi's  staff,  burst  in,  cr5dng  out  that  Rome  was  at- 
tacked. As  Garibaldi  leapt  from  his  bed  the  boom  of  distant 
cannon  was  heard.  Ripari  was  sent  to  rouse  Masina  in  the 
neighbouring  Via  Condotti,  and  in  a  few  minutes  the  band 
of  friends — the  sick  man  who  was  to  live,  and  the  hale  who 
were  at  the  point  of  death — were  hurrying  to  join  their 
troops,  while,  in  the  stillness  of  the  long,  empty  Roman 
streets  the  shadows  faded  out,  and  dawn  whitened  in  their 
faces — the  last  time  for  Masina  and  Daverio.* 

*  Garibaldi's  horses  were  stabled  at  the  Palazzo  of  Prince  Torionia,  in 
the  neighbouring  Via  Borgognona.      Signore  Marchetti  (now  of  Halifax, 
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Those  two,  being  thirty-three  and  thirty-four  years 
old,  had  seen  many  more  days  than  the  other  conspicuous 
victims  doomed  for  that  day's  sacrifice.  To  pass  thirty 
was  to  boast  a  ripe  age  among  the  leaders  of  the  defence 
of  Rome.  Manara  himself,  the  veteran  leader  of  the 
Lombard  Bersaglieri,  bore  the  weight  of  four-and-twenty 
years  ;  the  famous  captain  of  one  of  his  companies,  Enrico 
Dandolo,  was  twenty-one  ;  the  best  influence  in  the  noble 
comradeship  of  his  regiment  was  that  of  Morosini,  a  youth 
of  seventeen.  So,  too,  in  Garibaldi's  Legion :  Gaetano 
Bonnet  of  Comacchio  was  twenty-three,  and  the  well- 
beloved  Mameli  of  Genoa,  poet  of  Italy's  war-hymns,  twenty- 
one.  All  these,  foreordained  to  the  slaughter,  were  now 
buckling  on  their  swords  in  the  dawn,  and  with  them  their 
more  fortunate  brothers  and  companions-in-arms,  destined 
to  live  and  to  see  Italy's  day  and  to  be  her  leaders  in 
arms  and  art — Bixio,  and  Medici,  and  Nino  Costa.  Such, 
under  Garibaldi,  were  the  spirits  who  presided  over  that 
day  of  fire.  Men  of  good  family  for  the  most  part,  all  of 
high  ability  and  moral  power,  bound  together  by  ties  of 
the  closest  personal  affection,  they  were  known  already  cis 
leaders  in  that  land  where  the  man  ripens  fast  out  of  the 
boy,  in  that  year  when  every  quality  of  youth  was  at  a 
premium  and  crabbed  caution  at  a  discount.* 

England)  tells  me  this  fact ;  he  was  a  small  boy  Uving  in  the  Palazzo 
Torlonia  at  the  time,  and  remembers  watching  Garibaldi's  horses  being 
groomed  in  the  yard  below,  and  being  given  rides  on  them  by  the  General's 
black  man,  Aguyar,  who  was  by  all  accounts  a  dear  fellow. 

*  The  Republican  idealism  of  these  young  patricians  and  sons  of 
rich  bourgeois,  the  heroic  mould  of  their  character,  and  the  Homeric — 
that  is,  the  personal — nature  of  this  combat  of  June  3,  in  which  so  many 
of  them  lost  their  lives  (a  battle  which  sank  deep  in  the  Italian  imagination) 
were  partly  due,  I  think,  to  the  nature  of  the  education  which  they  had 
received.  This  point  has  been  excellently  stated  in  the  account  given  of 
the  education  of  one  of  the  finest  of  them — Nino  Costa — a  Roman  of  the 
Romans,  though  it  was  much  the  same  in  the  case  of  the  Northerners, 
by  whose  side  he  fought  : — '  In  those  days,  especially  in  Rome,  education 
was  entirely  in  the  hands  of  the  clergy,  and  at  the  age  of  six  Costa  was 
entrusted  to  his  earliest  preceptor,  a  priest,  Don  Pasquale  by  name.  .  .  .  He 
was  an  idealist  and  a  Republican,  aflame  with  enthusiasm  for  the  great  deeds 


THE  RUSH  TO  THE  WALLS  167 

Garibaldi  first  assembled  his  troops  on  the  great  Piazza 
in  front  of  St.  Peter's  and  the  Vatican ;  riding  thence 
to  the  Porta  Cavalleggieri,  he  rapidly  considered  whether 
it  would  be  possible  to  make  a  sortie  from  that  gate,  and  so 
take  the  French  in  flank.  But  he  realised  that  the  Pamfili 
grounds  were  now  occupied  in  force  by  the  enemy's  army, 
and  presented  a  fortress  wall  to  any  attack  from  the  north. 
Indeed,  if  he  had  wasted  his  strength  in  trying  to  enter  the 
Pamfili  across  the  Deep  Lane,  the  French  would  have  been 
able  to  push  on  through  the  weakly  guarded  Porta  San 
Pancrazio,  or  at  least  to  capture  the  Vascello.  He  there- 
fore started  at  once  for  the  Janiculum  by  the  way  of  San 
Pietro  in  Montorio. 

And  now  the  bells  were  clashing  from  every  campanile 
in  Rome,  and  the  drummers,  beating  the  broken  motif  of 
the  alarm,  called  men  to  doors  and  windows  down  each 
narrow  street.  The  city  was  ahve  with  orderUes  and  offi- 
cers, dashing  about  on  horse,  on  foot,  and  in  carriages,  to 
find  their  regiments,  with  companies  of  soldiers  or  hastily 

and  heroes  of  classic  antiquity,  and  he  nurtured  in  his  pupil  the  innate, 
idealistic  tendencies.  The  education  of  the  period  was  strictly  classical, 
and  Plutarch's  Lives,  Livy's  History,  and  the  Bible  stories,  formed  the 
basis  of  Costa's  early  studies  ;  and  often,  while  reading  of  the  heroic 
deeds  of  the  mighty  dead,  master  and  pupil  would  be  moved  to  tears. 
.  .  .  The  men  of  that  age  were  steeped  in  classic  lore  ;  the  histories  of 
Livy,  of  Tacitus,  of  Plutarch  were  to  them  the  reaUties  of  life — the  heroes 
of  antiquity  seemed  to  brood  over  them,  moulding  these  modems  after 
their  own  image.'  So,  too,  at  his  school  at  Montefiascone,  Costa  was  taught, 
by  analogy,  '  the  same  spirit  of  Republican  enthusiasm  which  had  char- 
acterised the  early  tuition  imparted  by  Don  Pasquale.  In  the  clerical 
schools  and  seminaries  of  those  years  was  educated  the  generation  which, 
in  1848,  was  to  strike  the  initial  death-blow  to  the  Papal  temporal  power, 
and  proclaim  the  triumph  of  free  thought.  In  Costa's  own  words,  the 
education  given  by  the  priests  was  of  a  dead  age  ;  the  pupils  lived  in 
the  past,  but  death,  the  dead,  are  always  dignified.  A  noble  ideaUsm,  an 
ardent  love  of  country,  that  patriotism  which  the  ancients  considered  the 
"  greatest  of  all  virtues,  and  above  all  an  invincible  belief  in  the  destinies 
and  greatness  of  Rome,  and  a  longing  to  see  her  return  to  her  pristine 
glory,  were  sown  in  the  hearts  and  brains  of  the  youth,  which  was  to  jdeld 
so  rich  a  harvest  of  heroism  in  1848  and  1849.  On  minds  thus  prepared 
in  boyhood,  Mazzini's  no  less  idealistic  teaching  of  democracy  and  Italian 
unity  was  grafted  in  early  youth. 
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armed  civilians  pushing  across  the  bridges  through  the 
cheering  crowds,  all,  singly  or  in  groups,  making  from 
all  directions  towards  the  foot  of  the  Janiculum,  from  the 
summit  of  which  sounded  over  the  town  the  dull  booming 
of  the  unseen  strife,  a  magnet  to  the  brave.  There  is  a 
steep,  shady  lane,  called  the  Via  di  Porta  San  Pancrazio, 
that  leads  the  foot-passenger  straight  up  to  the  gate  from 
the  low  Trastevere,  mounting  the  hill  by  a  precipitous  path 
and  steps,  overshadowed  on  either  side  by  old  palaces  and 
gardens  hanging  over  mouldering  walls.  This  was  the 
quickest,  and,  for  the  last  few  hundred  yards  under  the 
Villa  Savorelli,  the  only  way  up  to  the  gate.  During  the 
whole  of  June  it  was  a  main  artery  feeding  the  battle  on 
the  Janiculum,  and  on  this  first  eventful  Sunday  was  filled 
from  dawn  to  dusk  with  soldiers  and  civilians  hastening  up 
to  the  fight,  and  wounded  men  dragging  themselves  down.* 
At  about  half-past  five  Garibaldi  and  his  Legion  arrived 
at  the  Porta  San  Pancrazio.  As  he  rode  through  the 
gateway  he  saw,  opposite  him,  the  Villa  Corsini  on  its 
hill  top,  some  400  paces  distant,  on  the  site  where  the 
memorial  arch  stands  to-day.  That  house,  he  knew,  must 
be  retaken,  or  the  fall  of  the  city  was  only  a  matter  of  time. 
No  price  would  be  too  dear  for  it — and  the  price  was  Hkely 
to  be  dear  enough.  A  fortress,  cunningly  devised  to  resist 
attack  from  the  side  of  Rome,  could  scarcely  have  had  more 
points  of  advantage,  in  structure,  outworks,  and  situation, 
than  this  ornate  country-house  of  the  Corsini.  Above  the 
neighbouring  vineyards  and  villas,  it  rose  high  on  the 
skyline,  exposing  its  massive  stone-work  square  to  all 
the  winds  of  heaven,  whence  it  was  often  called  the  '  Casa 
dei  Quattro  Venti,'  the  '  House  of  the  Four  Winds.'  It  was 
four  stories  high,  with  an  ornamental  parapet  on  the  top ; 
the  two  lower  stories  had  no  windows  on  the  side  towards 
Rome,  but  were  masked  by  a  blank  wall,  and  by  an  outside 
staircase  leading  to  a  balcony  on  the  second  floor,  which 
must  be  ascended  by  any  troops  seeking  to  storm  the  house. 
*  Henceforth  for  the  siege,  see  Map  V.,  end  of  volume. 
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The  flanks  of  the  villa,  too,  were  well  protected  ;  for  not  only 
was  the  neighbouring  ground  thickly  covered  with  statues, 
trees,  and  bushes,  but  from  the  foot  of  the  stairs  ran  in 
both  directions  a  wall  two  feet  high,  on  which  stood  a  row 
of  large  pots  containing  orange  trees,  a  complete  cover 
for  troops  holding  the  line  of  the  hill.  This  low  wall  of  the 
orange  pots  ended  in  both  directions  in  the  high  boundary 
wall  of  the  Pamfili-Corsini  grounds,  which,  overlooking 
the  Deep  Lane  and  the  Vicolo  della  Nocetta,  amply  pro- 
tected the  rear  of  the  villa  on  both  its  flanks. 

In  front  of  this  aesthetic  fortress  the  ground  sloped 
down  like  a  glacis  towards  Rome,  and  down  the  middle  of 
the  incline,  from  the  foot  of  the  stairs  to  the  garden  gate, 
ran  a  drive  bordered  on  each  side  by  a  stiff  box-hedge,  six 
feet  high.  At  the  bottom  of  this  box  avenue,  where,  outside 
the  gateway,  all  the  roads  met  in  front  of  the  Vascello,  the 
walls  of  the  Pamfili-Corsini  enclosure  came  to  an  end 
in  an  acute  angle.  Thus  the  ground  in  front  of  the  Villa 
Corsini  was  a  walled  triangle,  and  exactly  in  its  apex  stood 
the  one  garden  gate  by  which  the  storming  parties  from 
Rome  had  to  pour  in,  if  they  were  to  get  at  the  villa  at 
all.  The  Italians  had  therefore  to  move  to  the  attack 
like  sand  running  through  the  narrows  of  an  hour-glass. 
It  was  a  death  angle,  on  which  could  be  concentrated  the 
nre  of  all  the  defenders  stationed  in  the  house  and  along 
the  wall  of  the  orange  pots.  On  the  other  hand,  whenever 
the  Italians  took  the  villa,  they  had  no  such  advantages 
for  holding  it,  for  the  French,  if  momentarily  driven  out, 
had  a  wider  firing  line  on  the  Pamfili  side,  where  the  breadth 
of  the  grounds  increased  instead  of  diminishing,  as  it  did 
towards  Rome.  In  those  gardens  and  pine-woods  behind, 
in  a  dip  of  the  ground  affording  absolute  security  against 
the  fire  from  the  walls  of  Rome,  their  reserves  were  massed 
in  thousands,  ready  to  feed  the  defenders  of  the  Corsini, 
or  recapture  it  at  need. 

The  road,  up  which  the  Italians  must  advance  from 
the  Porta  San  Pancrazio  before  they  reached  the  death 
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angle,  was  completely  exposed  to  the  enemy's  fire.  It 
was  bordered  on  the  left  by  cornfields  and  vineyards, 
not  then  enclosed  by  any  wall ;  on  the  right  of  it  rose  the 
Vascello,  so  caUed  from  its  fancied  resemblance  to  the 
shape  of  a  ship.  This,  too,  was  an  ornamental  villa  of  the 
Roman  aristocracy,  a  rival  to  the  Corsini  in  magnificence, 
though,  owing  to  its  situation  at  the  foot  of  the  hill,  it  was 
not  so  prominent  in  the  landscape.  The  only  advantage 
which  the  Italians  enjoyed  in  this  unequal  conflict  was 
that  the  Vascello  and  its  walled  garden,  and  the  two  little 
houses  on  either  side  of  the  Vicolo  della  Nocetta,  served 
to  some  extent  as  places  of  arms  from  which  to  attack  the 
Corsini.  But  the  advantage  could  not  be  turned  to  any 
very  considerable  use,  because  the  garden  of  the  Vascello 
was  raked  by  the  fire  from  the  windows  of  the  high  Valentini 
Villa,  already  occupied  by  the  French.  The  Italians  had, 
in  fact,  to  feed  the  battle  from  the  Porta  San  Pancrazio 
by  way  of  the  exposed  road,  and  most  of  the  charges 
made  against  the  Corsini  started  from  the  city  walls. 

When  Garibaldi  arrived  the  French  were  secure  in 
possession  of  the  Corsini  hill,  and  the  Italians,  under  Gal- 
letti,  insecure  in  possession  of  the  Vascello  at  its  foot.  On 
the  bastion  of  the  Casa  Merluzzo,  to  the  left  of  the  Porta 
San  Pancrazio,  a  Roman  battery  was  planted.  Behind  this 
bastion,  sloping  down  as  far  as  the  Villa  Spada,  there  was 
then,  as  there  still  is  to-day  (1906),  a  vast  open  space  of 
unused  ground,  just  within  the  walls  of  Rome,  where  the 
Italian  regiments,  as  they  came  panting  up  from  the  town 
below,  were  mustered  under  cover,  and  whence  they  were 
sent  out,  in  all  too  small  detachments,  to  pass  under  the 
fatal  archways  of  the  Porta  San  Pancrazio,  and  rush  up 
the  road  at  the  Corsini.  The  scene  here,  behind  the  forti- 
fications, was  spirited  and  even  gay,  fit  up  by  the  bright 
sun  of  a  morning  which  soon  turned  into  a  sweltering, 
cloudless  noon.  Inquisitive  and  sympathetic  onlookers  were 
grouped  round  the  inside  of  the  gate-house,  cheering  the 
various  champions  as  they  rode  up  from  Rome  and  dis- 
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appeared  through  the  portal,  and  greeting  the  wounded 
as  they  were  brought  back  by  their  comrades  in  Utters  and 
handbarrows,  or  slung  in  scarves.  In  the  bastion  to  the 
right  of  the  gate  the  band  was  playing  the  '  Marseillaise  ' 
with  all  its  lungs,  so  that  the  French  might  hear  it  through 
the  cannon  roar,  and  be  withered  with  the  irony.  At  the 
edge  of  the  bastion  of  the  Casa  Meriuzzo,  whence  the  Roman 
battery  was  firing,  was  a  Dutch  artist,  taking  advantage 
of  the  incorrigible  good-nature  of  the  Italian  soldier  to 
peer  between  the  sandbags,  at  some  risk  from  the  whistling 
bullets,  at  the  historic  scene  outside. 

Opposite  to  him,  on  the  hill  top,  he  saw  the  balcony 
of  the  Corsini  crowded  with  French  soldiers,  their  gun- 
barrels  flashing  in  the  sun  whenever  they  raised  them  to 
fire,  and  the  battery  which  they  had  planted  among  the 
trees  beside  the  villa.  Close  beneath  him,  in  the  open 
road,  sat  Garibaldi  on  his  white  horse,  amid  his  rapidly 
dwindling  staff,  sending  up  one  division  after  another  of 
his  Legion  to  dash  at  the  garden  gate  of  the  Corsini,  pour 
through  its  narrow  entrance  into  the  death  angle,  rush 
up  the  slope  by  the  line  of  box-hedges,  under  a  fire  from 
every  window  of  the  facade  and  from  the  low  wall  of  the 
orange-tree  pots,  till  the  survivors  reached  the  foot  of  the 
steps.  Then,  if  enough  were  left,  they  would  storm  up 
the  double  staircase,  gain  the  balcony,  bayonet  the  French 
in  the  drawing-room,  and  stand  for  a  few  minutes  masters 
of  the  villa.  Often  the  charge  failed  half-way  up,  from 
sheer  want  of  niimbers.  But  several  times  the  Corsini 
was  carried,  and  held  for  awhile,  against  the  concentrated 
fire  of  a  whole  army  in  the  woods  of  the  Pamfili  beyond. 
On  one  of  these  occasions  the  Garibaldians  piled  up  their 
dead  comrades  in  the  open  loggias  on  the  west  side  of  the 
villa,  and  repulsed  the  French  attacks  from  behind  that 
barricade,  the  artist  Costa  being  in  the  thick  of  the  affair. 

The  French  were  in  huge  force,  and  Garibaldi  as  yet  had 
scarcely  3,000  men  with  whom  to  line  the  wall  of  the  city 
and  to  make  the  attacks.     There  were  his  own  Legionaries, 
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with  a  few  other  small  bodies  of  volunteers,  the  Emigrants, 
the  Students,  the  Gagers,  the  remainder  of  Pietramellara's 
men,  and,  after  seven  o'clock,  Medici's  regiment,  together 
with  a  few  troops  of  the  hne.  But  even  such  force  as  he 
had  it  was  thought  that  he  employed  in  too  small  detach- 
ments ;  whether  through  his  fault  or  not,  there  were 
never  enough  men  at  hand  to  support  the  gallant  bands 
who  from  time  to  time  made  themselves  masters  of  the 
villa.  At  7.30  he  announced  in  a  bulletin  that  the  Corsini 
was  in  his  hands  ;   but  it  was  soon  lost  once  more. 

In  these  early  hours,  when  the  Legion  sustained  the 
brunt  of  the  fray,  its  best  men  and  officers  were  swept 
off  with  frightful  rapidity.  Daverio  was  killed,  the  chief 
of  Garibaldi's  staff,  the  friend  who  had  roused  him  that 
morning,  of  whom  he  afterwards  said,  as  the  highest  possible 
praise,  that  '  physically  and  morally  he  was  the  image 
of  Anzani.'  Masina,  too,  before  long  received  his  first 
wound ;  although  bystanders  noticed  that  blood  was 
flowing  freely  from  his  left  arm,  he  refused  to  retire  within 
the  walls  to  the  field-hospital  in  the  Church  of  San  Pietro 
in  Montorio,  until  Garibaldi  had  bidden  him  a  second  time  : 
'  But  I  am  determined  that  you  shall  go,  I  order  thee  to  go  ' 
{Te  lo  comando)  ;  whereat  Masina  saluted  and  disappeared 
under  the  San  Pancrazio  Gate.  An  hour  later  he  was 
loudly  cheered  as  he  returned  on  horseback  with  his  arm 
bound  up,  indefatigable  in  the  pursuit  of  death. 

In  one  of  these  ill-supported  attacks  on  the  Corsini, 
Nino  Bixio,  destined  to  play  so  great  a  part  in  the  future 
history  of  his  country  and  his  chief,  received  an  all  but 
mortal  wound.  At  the  head  of  the  Legionaries,  he  had 
galloped  his  horse  up  the  outer  staircase  of  the  Corsini, 
charged  through  the  drawing-room  on  the  upper  floor, 
and  emerged  on  the  further  balcony  overlooking  the  Pamfili 
grounds,  where  horse  and  man  at  once  fell  under  a  shower 
of  bullets.  As  he  was  borne  back  in  a  litter.  Garibaldi 
asked  him  anxiously  :  '  Where  are  you  hit.  Captain  ?  ' 
'  A  bullet  in  my  left  side ;  but  I  think  it  will  be  all  right,' 
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he  replied.  Passing  within  the  gate,  the  long  procession 
of  wounded  met  Manara's  Lombard  Bersaglieri,  arriving  at 
the  top  of  the  Janiculum  to  the  sound  of  their  bugles,  eager  to 
restore  the  lost  battle  ;  young  Bixio,  though  pale  as  death, 
*  made  friendly  and  glad  reply  to  their  cheers  and  greetings.' 

The  Bersaglieri,  who  had  sprung  to  arms  at  the  first  alarm 
in  Rome,  had  been  standing  drawn  up  in  the  Forum  for  two 
hours,  chafing  at  the  sound  of  distant  battle,  but  held  back 
by  a  most  unfortunate  order  from  Roselli,  as  commander- 
in-chief,  which  countermanded  Garibaldi's  divisional  orders 
to  Manara  to  come  at  once  to  his  assistance.  If  the  Ber- 
saglieri and  the  Legionaries  had  come  fresh  on  the  scene 
together  between  five  and  six  o'clock,  they  might  have 
done  great  things,  instead  of  suffering  them.  As  it  was, 
when  the  '  round  hats  '  arrived,  about  eight  o'clock,  the 
Corsini  had  just  been  lost  once  more,  and  the  French  were 
pressing  down  along  the  box-hedge  to  attack  the  Vascello, 
whose  gardens  and  windows  were  raked  by  a  fire,  not  only 
from  the  Corsini  hill,  but  from  the  commanding  upper 
stories  of  the  Valentini.  For  some  time  past  the  French 
sharp-shooters,  advancing  through  the  cornfields  against 
the  walls  of  Rome,  had  opened  fire  at  close  quarters  on  the 
bastion  of  the  Casa  Merluzzo,  whence  the  Roman  battery 
replied  with  volleys  of  grape  that  bent  and  swayed  the 
corn-ears  like  the  wind.  Thus  pressed  by  the  concen- 
trated fire  of  the  French  positions  and  the  advance  of  large 
bodies  of  regular  troops,  the  Legionaries,  who  had  lost 
immensely,  both  in  officers  and  men,  were  only  held  to 
their  posts  by  the  inspiration  of  Garibaldi's  presence.  The 
Bersaglieri  officers,  who  came  out  of  the  Porta  San  Pancrazio 
to  announce  to  him  the  arrival  of  their  regiment,  found 
him  in  the  thick  of  the  fire,  his  white  mantle  riddled  with 
bullets,  but  himself  miraculously  untouched,  spreading  calm 
and  courage  wherever  he  appeared. 

Ventum  erat  ad  triarios.  It  was  now  the  turn  of  the 
Bersaglieri.     The   regiment   was  900   strong,   and   formed 
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the  best  disciplined,  and,  except,  perhaps,  the  Legion,  the 
bravest  body  of  men  at  Garibaldi's  disposal.  When  in- 
formed of  their  arrival,  he  at  once  sent  for  one  of  their 
companies  to  occupy  the  Casa  Giacometti,  a  small  but  high 
and  strongly  built  house,  from  whose  windows  the  troops 
could  fire  not  only  down  the  Vicolo  della  Nocetta,  but 
over  the  wall  into  the  Corsini  gardens  and  the  windows  of 
the  villa.  Having  thus  checked  the  French  advance  and 
prepared  a  protection  for  the  flank  of  the  storming  party, 
he  ordered  up  more  Bersaglieri  from  the  Porta  San  Pan- 
crazio,  and  told  Manara  to  capture  the  Corsini.  It  is 
probable  that  the  way  for  this  assault  ought  to  have  been 
prepared  by  another  hour  or  more  of  cannonading  from 
the  bastion,  and  of  musketry  fire  from  the  houses  at  the 
bottom  of  the  garden.  But  Garibaldi  gave  no  directions 
to  this  effect,  and  Manara,  in  his  eagerness  to  display  the 
valour  of  his  men,  some  of  whom  had  been  subject  to  a 
momentary  panic  under  the  eyes  of  the  General,  at  once 
dashed  two  strong  companies  against  the  villa. 

With  loud  cries  of  '  Avanti !  Avanti !  '  three  or  four 
hundred  of  the  finest  men  of  north  Italy,  led  by  Manara 
himself,  Enrico  Dandolo,  and  Swiss  Hoffstetter,  poured, 
under  a  storm  of  bullets,  through  the  narrow  gateway, 
where  scarcely  five  could  pass  abreast,  and  spreading  out 
to  right  and  left  of  the  box-hedges,  rushed  up  the  slope, 
their  Bersaglieri  plumes  streaming  behind.  But  the  French, 
who  were  now  massed  in  the  villa  and  along  the  orange- 
tree  wall,  not  being  subjected  to  any  considerable  covering 
fire,  mowed  down  the  Italians  so  thickly  that,  at  thirty 
paces  •  from  their  goal,  the  assailants  halted  ;  instead  of 
retreating,  they  deliberately  knelt  down  on  the  open  slope 
and  opened  fire  at  the  hidden  Frenchmen,  while  the  officers 
stood  up  behind  the  kneeling  men  and  partook  of  the 
massacre.  Among  others,  Enrico  Dandolo  was  here  shot 
dead.  For  ten  minutes,  as  it  seemed  to  Hoffstetter,  Manara 
watched  the  slaughter  of  his  men  before  he  sounded  the 
retreat,  and  until  the  bugle  was  heard  not  one  had  flinched. 
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Then  began  the  return  down  the  slope,  back  into  the  death 
angle  and  through  the  gateway. 

'  And  now  (says  HofiEstetter)  as  these  defenceless  men  poured 
out  of  the  garden  the  deadly  harvest  began  in  earnest.  At 
first  I  imagined  that  the  numbers  of  men  faUing  on  their  faces 
had  merely  stumbled  in  their  haste  over  the  roots  of  the  vines. 
But  their  motionless  bodies  soon  showed  me  the  truth.  Those 
hurrying  past  would  try,  under  the  old  impulse,  to  drag  away 
a  fallen  comrade,  to  pick  up  the  bodies  ;  but  the  hand  stretched 
out  to  render  this  last  service  would  fly  back  to  clutch  at  its 
owner's  death-wound.  Others,  who  had  already  reached  the 
shelter  of  the  house  or  of  the  garden-gate,  would  dash  forward 
again  to  help  some  yet  living  comrade  lying  near  at  hand  ;  a 
shudder,  a  spasmodic  movement  of  the  limbs,  and  they  lie 
beside  their  friend.  Here,  indeed,  they  got  their  first  hard 
knock — our  jolly,  brave,  faithful  and  tireless  Bersaglieri !  ' 

The  catastrophe  was  fatal  to  any  feeble  chance  of 
victory  which  the  Italians  may  have  had  that  day,  for  the 
first  strength  of  this  fine  regiment  had  been  used  up  under 
conditions  which  had  rendered  success  impossible.  Now, 
indeed.  Garibaldi  caused  the  gunners  on  the  walls  of  Rome 
to  turn  their  full  energies  against  the  Corsini  fa9ade,  from 
which  large  ruins  ere  long  began  to  fall,  while  the  Ber- 
saglieri whom  he  posted  in  the  Casa  Giacometti  and  the 
small  house  at  the  death-angle  kept  the  Corsini  windows 
under  a  constant  fire.  The  result  was,  as  we  shall  see,  that 
before  the  end  of  the  day  the  villa  was  once  more  taken, 
though  it  could  not  be  held.  MeanwhUe,  the  arrival  of  the 
Bersaglieri  had  at  least  permanently  checked  the  enemy's 
advance,  and  made  it  possible  strongly  to  occupy  the 
Vascello  and  the  other  houses  at  the  foot  of  the  Corsini 
hiU. 

At  this  stage  Garibaldi  was  guilty  of  a  piece  of  madness, 
of  which  the  glory  redounds  to  another,  and  the  blame 
Ues  with  him.  Riding  back  through  the  Porta  San  Pan- 
crazio,  he  found  some  of  the  reserve  of  the  Bersaglieri 
left  behind  the  walls  under  command  of  EmiUo  Dandolo, 
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who,  having  parted  there  from  his  brother  but  an  hour 
since,  had  just  heard  the  rumour  of  his  death.  The  story 
of  what  followed  can  best  be  told  in  Emilio's  words  : 

'  It  was  the  first  time  that  the  tremendous  idea  of  such  a 
death  presented  itself  clearly  and  certainly  to  my  horror-struck 
mind.  A  sort  of  careless  fatalism  had  made  us  feel  as  if  it 
were  impossible  for  one  of  two  beings  so  closely  attached  to 
be  left  without  the  other  ;  "  either  both  or  neither,"  had  been 
the  constant  expression  of  our  vague  and  certainly  unwarrant- 
able hopes.  But  at  the  moment,  the  dreadful  scene  before 
my  eyes  '  (the  long  stream  of  wounded  Bersaglieri  being  carried 
back  from  the  assault)  '  and  the  knowledge  of  so  many  lives 
lost,  seemed  to  disclose  to  me,  for  the  first  time,  the  real  nature 
of  cold-blooded  war  in  all  its  horrible  reality,  and  I  shuddered 
at  the  idea  of  outliving  all  that  constituted  my  happiness  in 
the  world.  I  thought  to  myself  that  my  brother  might  be 
breathing  his  last  within  ten  paces  from  me,  and  I  could  not 
even  embrace  him  before  he  died  !  My  duty  forbade  me  to 
leave  my  soldiers,  already  agitated  by  so  many  mournful 
sights.  I  paced  up  and  down  in  front  of  my  small  band,  who 
wondered  at  my  unwonted  emotion,  and  convulsively  gnawing 
the  barrel  of  a  pistol  in  my  struggles,  I  strove  to  keep  down 
the  boiling  tears,  which,  had  they  been  observed,  might  have 
increased  the  consternation  of  my  devoted  followers.  At  this 
moment  of  unspeakable  sufEering,  Garibaldi  came  in  our  direc- 
tion, and  I  heard  him  say  :  "I  shall  require  twenty  resolute 
men  and  an  officer  for  a  difficult  undertaking."  I  rushed 
forward,  desirous  at  least  to  liberate  myself  from  a  state  of 
inaction,  and  to  suffocate  in  the  excitement  of  danger  the 
anguish  which  threatened  to  turn  my  brain.  "  Go,"  said 
Garibaldi  to  me,  "  with  twenty  of  your  bravest  men,  and  take 
Villa  Corsini  at  ihe  point  of  the  bayonet."  Involuntarily  I 
remained  transfixed  with  astonishment — with  twenty  men 
to  hurry  forward  to  attack-  a  position  which  two  of  oijr  com- 
panies and  the  whole  of  Garibaldi's  Legion,  after  unheard-of 
exertions,  had  failed  to  carry.  .  .   . 

'  "  Spare  your  ammunition — to  the  bayonet  at  once,"  said 
Garibaldi.  "  Do  not  fear.  General,"  I  replied ;  '"  they  have 
perhaps  killed  my  brother,  and  I  shall  do  my  best."  This 
said,  I  hurried  forwards.  .  .  .  The  long  deserted  avenue  which 
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led  straight  up  to  the  villa  lay  right  before  me ;  whoever 
passed  along  would  certainly  furnish  a  mark  for  the  enemy, 
who  lay  concealed  in  the  garden,  and  was  stationed  behind  the 
windows.  We  traversed  it  at  full  speed,  but  not  without 
leaving  several  of  our  small  number  behind.  The  httle  band 
was  thinned  ;  when  we  arrived  at  last  under  the  vestibule  I 
turned  round  to  see  how  many  of  us  were  left.  Twelve  soldiers 
remained  to  me,  intrepid,  silent,  ready  for  any  effort ;  I  looked 
eiround  me,  we  were  there  alone.  Our  own  shot,  from  our  own 
guns,  sounded  in  our  ears  ;  a  shower  of  bullets  fell  fearfully 
round  us  from  the  half -closed  windows.  V\Tiat  would  twelve 
men  do  against  a  place  occupied  by  several  hundreds  of  the 
enemy  ?  I  had  nothing  left  but  to  stoop  to  that  which 
more  numerous  forces  had  already  done — give  the  signal  to 
fire,  and  then  retreat.     WTien  we  had  got  half-way  down  the 

road,  S and  I  were  both  struck  in  the  thigh  by  the  same 

ball.  We  returned  to  the  Vascello,  six  in  number,  in  a  deplor- 
able condition,  and  with  the  conviction  that  the  really  ex- 
traordinary courage  which  had  just  been  so  conspicuously;-  and 
recklessly  displayed  would  have  no  effect,  beyond  that  of 
showing  the  French  that  Italians  were  still  capable  of  fighting 
with  temerity,  whatever  the  fortune  of  war  might  be.' 

Put  out  of  action  by  the  severe  wound  in  his  thigh, 
the  hero  of  this  extraordinary  charge,  who  was  nineteen 
years  of  age,  dragged  himself  about  for  a  great  pcirt  of  the 
afternoon  looking  for  his  elder  brother  among  the  dead 
and  wounded.  Many  knew  of  Enrico's  death,  but  none 
dared  tell  Emilio,  till  at  last  he  entered  the  Casa  Giacometti, 
now  the  most  important  of  the  Italian  outposts  except 
the  Vascello.  It  still  stands,  an  unnoticed  memorial  of 
that  calamitous  day,  in  an  isolated  position  by  the  roadside, 
with  a  pleasant  court  behind  opening  on  to  the  vineyards, 
where,  under  an  arbour,  carters  take  a  glass  of  wine  before 
they  enter  the  walls  of  Rome  ;  several  ancient  stones  and 
inscriptions  are  built  into  the  fine  old  archway  at  the  en- 
trance. At  the  moment  when  Emilio  Dandolo  reached 
this  house,  Manara  and  Hoffstetter  were  within  its  walls, 
and  beside  them  lay  the  body  of  Enrico.  The  Swiss  officer 
withdrew,   deeply  moved.     The   Colonel,   left   alone,   took 
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Emilio's  hand  and  said  :  '  Do  not  seek  your  brother  any 
more — it  is  now  too  late  ;  I  wUl  be  a  brother  to  you.'  The 
young  man,  sick  with  wounds  and  grief,  fell  fainting  against 
Manara,  who  carried  him  out  of  the  room  in  his  arms. 

Throughout  the  long  mid-day  heat  the  battle  settled 
down  into  a  heavy  cannonade  and  musketry-fire  on  both 
sides.  The  Italians  held  the  Vascello  and  Casa  Giacometti, 
supported  from  behind  by  their  batteries  on  the  wall,  of 
which  the  one  in  the  northern  bastion  on  the  right  of  the 
gate  fired  on  the  Valentini,  while  that  on  the  left,  directed 
by  the  French  Repubhcan  and  artist  Laviron,  kept  bring- 
ing down  blocks  from  the  Corsini  fa9ade.  Laviron  and  his 
artist  friends  in  this  Merluzzo  bastion,  watching  the  effect 
of  their  fire  through  the  telescope,  could  see  the  French 
soldiers  hurled  about  the  ruins  of  the  villa  at  each  discharge, 
or  holding  on  by  their  hands  as  the  floors  beneath  them 
gave  way. 

Well  on  in  the  afternoon  the  French  fire  slackened, 
while  some  retreat  or  change  of  troops  took  place  in  con- 
sequence of  the  terrific  effect  of  the  cannonade  on  the 
villa.  Garibaldi  seized  the  opportunity  to  launch  another 
attack,  headed  by  Hasina's  forty  lancers  in  the  capacity 
of  dragoons,  armed  with  muskets.  Led  on  by  General 
Galletti  and  their  own  Colonel  with  his  bandaged  arm,  the 
horsemen  raced  through  the  garden  gate  and  up  the  slope, 
amid  a  gradually  slackening  fire  from  the  hill-top,  and  then, 
amid  frantic  cheers  from  the  Italians  crowding  the  battle- 
ments of  Rome,  followed  Masina  in  his  last  wild  galiop  up 
the  steps  of  the  Corsini. 

Meanwhile  the  infantry,  pouring  out  of  the  Vascello 
and  the  neighbouring  houses,  were  following  close  behind 
the  horsemen,  Manara  and  Garibaldi  urging  them  on.  At 
the  point  of  the  bayonet  they  cleared  the  Corsini  hill  of 
the  last  Frenchmen,  and  proceeded  to  occupy  it  in  force, 
while  some  of  the  Lombards  rushed  on  towards  the  right 
after  Galletti  and  the  gallant  cavalry,  who  had  already 
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'gone  to  make  themselves  masters  of  the  houses  near  the 
Valentin!  and  the  Aqueduct. 

And  now  another  wave  of  men  came  rolling  up  from  the 
gate  of  Rome.  The  spectacle  of  Masina  charging  up  the 
steps,  the  capture  of  the  Corsini,  and  the  evident  arrival 
of  the  final  crisis  of  the  day,  had  been  too  much  for  the 
discipline  of  the  watchers  on  the  walls.  A  maddening 
enthusiasm,  akin  to  panic,  although  its  opposite,  seized 
the  crowd  of  citizens,  artists,  gunners,  and  the  infantry 
of  the  spent  regiments  ;  flooding  through  the  Porta  San 
Pancrazio  they  swept  along  the  road  to  the  villa  in  a  dense 
mass.  Koelman,  the  Dutch  artist,  not  so  much  running 
as  borne  through  the  air  in  the  press,  kept  himself  upright 
by  struggling  on  arm-in-arm  with  an  officer  of  the  Civic 
Guard,  whom  he  had  never  seen  before,  holding  his  gun 
high  with  the  disengaged  hand.  As  they  passed  over  the 
bodies  of  the  slain,  through  the  garden  gate,  some  riderless 
horses  came  dashing  back  down  the  slope ;  terrified  by 
the  shrill  cries  of  the  crowd,  the  first  two  or  three  of  the 
animals  swerved  sideways  through  the  box-hedges  and 
escaped,  but  those  that  followed  threw  themselves  head- 
long on  the  head  of  the  column,  were  transfixed  by  bayonets 
and  trampled  under  foot.  When  at  length  the  mob  reached 
the  esplanade  of  the  ruined  Corsini,  which  they  found 
covered  with  bodies,  arms,  and  charred  debris,  they  joined 
in  the  hasty  preparations  for  the  defence.  It  was  im- 
possible to  find  stations  for  sharpshooters  in  the  upper 
stories  of  the  villa,  for  the  building  had  been  in  flames, 
the  floors  had  been  demolished  by  the  Italian  cannon, 
and  the  French  batteries  were  now  raking  it  from  the 
other  side.  The  principal  defence  had  therefore  to  be 
made  in  the  garden  on  either  flank,  and  in  the  Convent  of 
San  Pancrazio,  which  was  held  as  an  advanced  post.  The 
unregimented  men,  who  showed  much  goodwill  and  prompt- 
ness, were  got  into  some  kind  of  order,  and  made  to  lie 
down  among  the  brushwood,  awaiting  the  French  attack 
from  the  PamfiU.     Oudinot's  well-arrayed  army,  regiment 
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behind  regiment,  could  be  seen  coming  forward  through 
the  pine  trees,  which  were  throwing  long  shadows  in  the 
evening  light.  As  the  Italians  lay  there  in  rows,  awaiting 
their  fate,  some  of  the  students  joked  together,  comparing 
themselves  to  bales  of  goods  laid  out  to  be  sold  by  auction. 
The  defence  was  well  maintained  for  a  short  while,  and 
the  French  lost  severely  in  their  advance  ;  but  they  pressed 
on  with  ever  fresh  men,  recaptured  the  Convent,  and  final! 
reached  the  crown  of  the  hill.  The  Italians  fell  back, 
still  firing,  from  the  Villa  Corsini,  which  had  proved,  not 
impregnable,  but  untenable. 

The  last  to  ride  under  the  sheltering  door  of  the  Vascello 
was  Garibaldi,  whose  face  and  bearing  betrayed  no  emo- 
tion at  the  final  destruction  of  his  hopes.  Behind  him 
Manara  closed  the  door. 

In  the  confusion  Masina  had  been  left  behind.  It  is 
not  certain  at  what  spot  on  the  steps  or  in  the  garden  of  the 
Corsini — at  what  moment  of  the  advance  or  retreat — he 
fell ;  eye-witnesses  gave  divergent  accounts.  But  his  body 
was  left  lyirig  in  the  middle  of  the  slope,  sixty  paces  from 
the  steps  up  which  he  had  so  gallantly  charged.  During 
the  rest  of  June  the  Italian  bullets  from  the  Vascello 
and  the  French  cannon-balls  from  the  Corsini  sang  day 
after  day  over  his  whitening  bones,  which  only  after  Rome 
had  fallen  was  it  possible  to  seek  and  bury.  The  leader 
of  the  jeunesse  doree  of  Bologna,  he  had  died  in  the  uniform 
of  the  Democratic  volunteers.  To  future  generations  of 
his  countrymen  he  lives  in  memory  as  a  splendid  cavalier 
riding  up  a  bullet-swept  flight  of  marble  steps  ;  but  to 
Garibaldi,  to  the  Bonnets  of  Comacchio,  and  many  others, 
he  was  a  friend  not  less  dear  than  gallant. 

Dusk  had  already  fallen,  when  Garibaldi  directed  a 
last  vain  attack  against  the  now  shapeless  ruin  on  the  hill 
top,  leading  on  the  Unione  regiment  (the  ninth  of  the  old 
Papal  line),  who  had  just  arrived  on  the  scene,  and  the 
unwearied  survivors  of  his  own  Legion  and  of  the  Bar- 
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'saglieri.  In  this  period  of  the  battle  fell  Mameli,  the 
Genoese  boy-poet,  whose  war-hymn  was  on  the  lips  of  these 
warriors  ;  *  he  was  the  son  of  the  woman  whom  Mazzini 
had  loved  in  boyhood.  In  after  years  Garibaldi  wrote  to 
Mameli's  mother  to  tell  her  what  he  remembered  : 

It  was  towards  evening,  when  Mameli,  whom  I  had  kept  at 
my  side  the  greater  part  of  the  day  as  my  adjutant,  besought 
me  earnestly  to  let  him  go  forward  into  the  heat  of  the  battle, 
as  his  position  near  me  seemed  to  him  inglorious.  In  a  few 
minutes  he  was  carried  back  past  me,  gravely  wounded,  but 
radiant,  his  face  shining  because  he  had  shed  his  blood  for  his 
country.  We  did  not  exchange  a  word,  but  our  eyes  met  with 
the  love  which  had  long  bound  us  together.  I  remained 
behind.     He  went  on,  as  though  in  triumph.' 

Wounded  in  the  knee,  MameH  lay  for  more  than  a  month  in 
hospital,  where  gangrene  set  in.  Near  him  lay  his  dear 
friend  and  fellow-townsman  of  Genoa,  Nino  Bixio,  shot 
through  the  body.  Bixio  lived  to  command  the  attack  on 
Rome  from  the  side  of  San  Pancrazio  in  1870,  at  the  vic- 
torious entry  of  the  Italians  on  the  Twentieth  of  September. 
It  was  Mameli  who  died. 

At  nightfall  the  few  Bersaglieri  who  had  held  the  Val- 

♦  Fratelli  d'  Italia,  written  in  November  1847,  when  the  author  was 
just  turned  twenty,  caught  the  spirit  of  the  hour,  and  therefore  became, 
and  remained,  the  Marseillaise  of  the  Italian  Risorgimento,  although, 
from  a  literary  point  of  view,  it  is  not  so  good  a  poem  as  some  which  Mameli 
himself  wrote,  and  some  which  were  written  by  others  for  Italy.  One 
verse  is  specially  interesting,  as  it  proclaims  the  Mazzinian  notion  of 
Italian  unity,  not  then  generally  accepted  : 

*  Noi  siamo  da  secoli 
Calpesti  e  derisi 
Perch^  non  siam  popolo, 
Perch6  siam  divisi. 
Raccolgaci  un'  unica 
Bandiera,  \ma  speme  : 
Di  fonderci  insieme 
Gi^  r  ora  suono. 

Stringiamci  a  coorte, 

Siam  pronti  alia  morte, 

Italia  chijimd.' 
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entini  Villa  since  it  had  last  been  taken,  finding  themselves 
unsupported,  at  length  retired.  The  French,  therefore, 
ended  the  day  in  possession  of  the  Valentini  and  of  the 
Corsini  itself,  while  Garibaldi's  men  maintained  them- 
selves in  the  Casa  Giacometti  and  Vascello.  As  darkness 
closed  in,  the  white  mantle  could  still  be  seen  moving 
like  a  great  moth  on  the  roadway,  amid  the  last  flashes 
of  the  dying  battle. 

So  ended  the  Third  of  June,  which  sealed  the  fate  of 
Rome.  On  the  same  day,  four  miles  to  the  north,  a  less 
important  operation  had  taken  place  on  the  upper  reaches 
of  the  Tiber,  across  which  the  French  had  secured  a  passage 
by  capturing  the  Ponte  Molle,  in  face  of  the  Reduci  and 
the  Roman  Legion.  But  far  the  greater  part  of  Oudinot's 
army  of  20,000  men — seven  out  of  nine  regiments — ^had 
been  concentrated  in  or  near  the  Pamfili  grounds,  ready 
to  feed  the  battle  at  the  Corsini.  It  is  doubtful  whether 
more  than  6,000  Italians  in  all  were  under  Garibaldi's 
orders,  and  these  had  not  been  together  in  force,  but  had 
been  coming  up,  one  regiment  after  another,  all  through 
the  day :  the  Italian  Legion  was  more  than  half  spent 
before  the  BersagHeri  arrived,  and  the  Bersaglieri  before  the 
Regiment  Unione  came  on  the  scene.  If  we  remember 
how  enormous  was  the  force  of  French  regulars  inside  the 
fortress  of  the  Pamfili-Corsini  grounds,  protected  by  a 
high  wall  on  both  flanks,  the  complaint  made  by  some  critics 
that  Garibaldi  did  not  attack  the  flank  of  the  French  position 
wiU  appear  of  doubtful  validity.  Indeed,  Dandolo  has 
accused  him  of  exactly  the  opposite  fault,  declaring  that  he 
wasted  his  slender  forces  by  movements  of  his  left  flank, 
'  skirmishing  uselessly  among  the  vineyards  ' — an  accusa- 
tion equally  wide  of  the  mark  if  it  refers  to  the  operations 
which  resulted  in  the  secure  occupation  of  the  Casa  Giaco- 
metti, essential  not  only  for  the  maintenance  of  the  Vascello, 
but  for  the  proper  preparation  and  support  of  any  attack 
on  the  Corsini.    The  unprepared  frontal  attack  en  masse 
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by  the  Bersaglieri,  which  Dandolo  beheved  would  have 
been  certainly  successful,  was  in  fact  actually  tried  with  a 
third  part  of  the  regiment  in  one  charge,  and  would  prob- 
ably in  so  confined  a  space  have  had  no  better  result  with 
the  whole.  Those  who  complained  that  Garibaldi  should 
have  '  entrenched  '  himself  in  the  positions  the  moment 
after  their  capture,  forget  that  on  the  Corsini  hill  the  Italians 
that  day  had  neither  respite,  time,  nor  materials  for  digging. 
The  entrenchment  ought  to  have  been  done  by  Roselli 
during  the  peaceful  month  of  May. 

But  Garibaldi's  mistakes  on  this  day  are  bad  enough, 
when  all  unjust  censure  has  been   put   aside.     Once,   at 
least,  we  know  that  he  threw  a  body  of  twenty  men,  un- 
supported, at  the  villa,  and  he  is  accused  in  general  terms 
;  of  having  committed  the  same  kind  of  folly  several  times. 
It  is,  however,  clear  that  the  principal  attacks  were  made 
by  large  masses  of  men,  and  the  proper  criticism  on  the 
first  attack  by  the  Bersaglieri  is  not  so  much  that  the 
storming  party  was  too  small,  but  that  the  way  had  not 
been  prepared  by  a  sufficiently  prolonged  cannonade  and 
musketry  fire,  such  as  afterwards  drove  the  French  from 
the  villa.     So,  too,  Masina's  Lancers — whose  lives  Garibaldi 
is  sometimes  said   to  have  thrown  away  in  a  wild-goose 
chase — took  the  villa  by  an  attack  admirably  timed  at  the 
moment  when  the  French  defence  was  weak,  and  held  it 
until  the  immediate  arrival  of  the  infantry.     Unfortunately, 
at  that  late  hour  of  the  day  the  discipline,  though  not  the 
(  courage,  of  the  spent  regiments  was  giving  way,  and  the 
'  hill  could  not  be  held  by  a  courageous  mob  against  the 
•■  ordered  attack  of  superior  forces.     No  doubt  there  was  a 
ij  want  of  system  and  combination  both  in  Garibaldi's  methods 
of  attack  and  in  the  support  of  the  positions  when  cap- 
;  tured.     But  it  may  be  doubted  whether  the  force  which  he 
had  under  him  could,  under  any  generalship  in  the  world, 
have  been  sufficient,  not  only  to  capture  (as  it  did  several 
times  in   the  day),  but   to  hold   the   narrow  Corsini   line 
against  the  concentrated  fire  and   attack  of  the  French 
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army,  drawn  out  in  battle  array  in  the  broader  Pamfil 
grounds. 

Both  sides  fought  with  heroic  courage,  and  each  recog- 
nised the  quahties  of  the  enemy.  But  they  did  not  love 
each  other  the  better  for  that,  and  the  trickery  by  which 
the  positions  had  first  been  won  sank  deep  into  the  Itahan 
mind.  '  I  find  the  wounded  men  in  the  hospital,'  wrote 
Margaret  Fuller,  '  in  a  transport  of  indignation.  The 
French  soldiers  fought  so  furiously,  that  they  think  them 
false  as  their  General,  and  cannot  endure  the  remembrance 
of  their  visits,  during  the  armistice,  and  talk  of  brother- 
hood.' The  anger  of  the  Italians  was  more  fierce  than 
on  April  30  ;  some  French  prisoners  were  massacred  on 
the  scene  of  battle  immediately  after  their  surrender,  and 
others  were  insulted  on  their  way  into  Rome. 

The  Italians  estimated  their  killed  and  wounded  some- 
times at  1,000,  sometimes  at  900,  sometimes  at  500  men  and 
50  officers.  All  fell  in  a  space  about  600  paces  long  by 
300  wide,  outside  the  Porta  San  Pancrazio.  The  French 
officially  announced  their  loss  at  250  men  and  14  officers, 
which  is  the  lowest  estimate. 

Of  the  killed  and  wounded,  some  30  officers  and  2010 
men  belonged  to  Garibaldi's  own  Italian  Legion.  Hoff- 
stetter,  who  was  attached  to  the  Bersaglieri  of  Manara, 
and  became  an  historian  of  their  prowess  on  this  day, 
admitted  that  the  Garibaldian  Legion  had  won  the  honours. 
No  one  disputed  the  right  of  the  Bersaglieri  to  the  second 
place  :  Manara  indeed  claimed  for  them  the  first  place,  and 
declared  that  they  also  had  lost  200  men  that  day. 

When  once  we  have  appreciated  the  true  nature  and 
extent  of  Garibaldi's  failure  in  generalship  on  the  Third  ol 
June,  which  has  often  been  exaggerated  and  as  oftai 
unduly  minimised,  there  is  no  propriety  in  offering  excuses, 
such  as  that  he  was  ill,  or  that  his  talent  was  for  the  open 
field.  In  the  eyes  of  Rome,  and  of  the  survivors  amongi 
the   regiments   which   he   had   led   to   the   slaughter,   he 
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needed  no  excuse.  Manara,  usually  very  crisp  in  his 
criticisms  of  men  and  events,  describes  the  battle  in  a 
private  letter  without  breathing  a  word  against  Garibaldi, 
and  instead  of  calling  him  '  a  devil  and  a  panther,'  as  he 
had  done  a  month  before  when  he  did  not  know  him,  only 
says  '  the  poor  General  lost  his  best  ofhcers.'  *  Everyone 
knew  that  Garibaldi  had  made  mistakes  ;  no  one  loved 
him  the  less,  and  no  one  was  less  eager  to  fight  and  die 
under  his  orders.  His  popularity  during  the  month  of 
siege  that  followed  was  greater  than  ever,  and  the  reason 
is  not  far  to  seek.  He  had  given  his  countrymen  what  the 
national  instinct  craved  for  at  that  moment  more  than  for 
victory — honour.  It  was  not  tactics  but  heroism  for  which 
Italy  was  athirst  in  that  year  of  despair  crowned  and 
glorified  by  faith.  If,  a  decade  later,  he  had  lost  battles  in 
Sicily,  if  he  had  failed  to  maintain  his  hold  on  the  terraces 
of  Calatafimi,  if  he  had  been  driven  back  out  of  the  streets 
of  Palermo,  it  would  have  been  irretrievable  disaster  and 
uncompensated  loss.  But,  in  1849,  ^^^  present  was  but  the 
seedling  of  the  future.  The  heroism  which  he  had  inspired 
in  the  defenders  of  the  Republic,  culminating  on  this  day 
of  sacrifice,  made  Rome  splendid  as  the  capital  of  the 
Italy  to  be,  and  rendered  the  Temporal  rule  of  the  Pope 
henceforth  impossible  as  an  integral  part  of  Italian  life — 
possible  only  as  a  state  of  interregnum  maintained  by 
foreign  bayonets. 

For  in  times  when  new  nations  and  new  principles  of 
government  are  being  formed,  men  are  moved  by  appeals 
to  the  imagination — a  fact  too  often  forgotten  in  our  modem 
analysis  of  the  history  of  such  periods.  Imagination  is 
the  force  that  propels,  though  statecraft  may  guide.  In 
such  times  statesmen,  if  they  are  as  shrewd  as  Cavour, 

*  On  June  4,  Manara  himself,  out  of  friendship  to  Garibaldi,  accepted 
the  position  of  chief  of  his  staff  in  place  of  Daverio,  killed.  This  was  to 
identify  himself  with  the  Guerilla,  and  to  undertake  the  command  of  the 
irregular  troops  whom,  in  April,  he  had  so  much  disliked  before  he  knew 
them.  His  feeling  towards  Garibaldi  in  person  had  undergone  a  great 
change  and  they  were  now  fast  friends. 
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build  their  subtlest  diplomatic  structures  on  the  firm  base 
of  an  awakened  national  idealism,  feeding  itself  on  great 
memories  and  aspirations.  But  in  order  that  men  may 
aspire,  it  is  necessary  that  they  should  have  something  to 
remember.  And  so  the  sacrifice  made  on  the  third  of 
June,  and  in  the  month  that  followed,  of  so  many  of  the 
best  lives  that  Italy  could  give,  had  great  poUtical,  because 
it  had  great  spiritual,  significance.  The  noblest  Italians 
had  recognised  the  eternal  law  of  sacrifice,  which  Mazzini 
had  first  taught  them  to  apply  to  their  own  politics. 
'  Except  a  com  of  wheat  fall  into  the  ground  and  die — it 
abideth  alone  ;  but  if  it  die,  it  bringeth  forth  much  fruit.' 

Rome  had  to  be  won  not  merely  from  the  grasp  of 
Oudinot,  but  from  the  force  of  the  great  traditions  of 
Catholicism  which  had  made  it  worth  the  while  of  an 
opportunist  like  Louis  Napoleon  to  send  these  good  French 
peasants  and  workmen,  dressed  up  in  red  trousers  and  blue 
coats,  to  shoot  and  bayonet  their  Italian  brothers.  They 
had  been  shipped  across  the  seas  for  an  idea.  It  was  the 
Catholic  idea,  the  Catholic  world,  that  had  laid  its  protect- 
ing hand  on  the  Pope's  throne.  Against  the  religious  zeal 
which  the  Italians  had  defied,  they  must  oppose  a  moral 
force,  or  be  beaten  in  the  end.  In  claiming  Rome  for 
themselves  they  had  outraged  the  Irish,  the  Spaniards, 
the  Austrians,  half  France,  and  many  of  their  own  country- 
men. Vast  spiritual  agencies  were  at  work  all  over  the 
world  to  keep  Italy  out  of  Rome.  Peter  and  Paul,  Augus- 
tine and  Loyola,  were  rising  from  their  graves  to  withstandU 
Mazzini — the  pale,  frail  Genoese,  whose  face  was  scarred^ 
with  the  sorrows  of  his  country  ;  and  this  shadowy  host 
could  call  up  armed  men  from  the  utmost  ends  of  Europe 
to  defend  the  Pope.  It  would  never  be  overcome  except 
by  a  more  living  tradition,  another  cycle  of  tales  of  chivalry, 
a  new  roll  of  martyrs ;  therefore  the  roll  that  had  been 
op)ened  in  the  Papal  prisons  was  filled  up  on  the  Janiculum, 
and  the  best  went  gladly  to  the  sacrifice.  Some  patriots, 
indeed,  regretted  that  the  defence  of  Rome  was  ever  made. 
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since  it  was  so  spendthrift  of  Italy's  treasure  ;  yet  the 
treasure  was  profitably  spent.  Because  men  remembered 
and  told  with  pride  and  anguish  the  story  of  the  uncal- 
culating  devotion  of  those  young  lives  in  this  hopeless 
struggle,  there  grew  up,  as  the  years  went  by,  an  unconquer- 
able purpose  in  the  whole  nation  to  have  their  capital : 
there  rose  that  wild  cry  of  the  heart — 0  Roma,  0  Morte  ! — 
so  magical  even  in  years  of  discord  and  derision,  that  soon 
or  late  the  Catholic  world  was  bound  to  yield  to  it,  as  to 
a  will  stronger  and  more  lasting  even  than  its  own. 

There  was  needed,  too,  a  warrior  hero  of  a  new  type, 
rival  to  the  figures  of  Charlemagne  and  the  crusaders, 
who  should  win  the  heart  by  firing  the  imagination  of 
Europe.  And  he,  too,  had  begun  clearly  to  emerge,  and 
was  Ukely  ere  long  to  overshadow,  more  than  was  just, 
the  fame  of  the  Genoese  who  had  begun  it  all.  Garibaldi 
had  now  won  Italy's  devotion,  and  was  helping  to  unite  her 
divided  children  by  their  common  pride  in  himself.  Ere 
long  he  was  to  dazzle  the  imagination  of  Europe — even 
of  his  enemies  ;  and  to  make  his  greatest  conquest  in  the 
heart  of  the  least  impressionable  but  not  the  least  poetical 
of  races,  the  northern  lords  of  the  ocean. 

But  the  chief  glory  of  the  Third  of  June  does  not  belong 
to  Garibaldi,  but  to  the  slain — the  seed  that  had  fallen 
into  the  ground  and  died,  and  was  to  bring  forth  fruit  in 
its  season. 


CHAPTER  X  * 

THE   SIEGE   OF   ROME,    JUNE   4-29 

'  Standing  by  sick-beds  in  the  hospitals, 

Where  thy  young  warriors  stricken  down  are  lying. 
Watching  for  thy  slow  shadow  on  the  walls, 

And  where  for  one  more  look  of  thee  the  dying 
Linger  from  hour  to  hour.' 

Sonnet  to  Garibaldi  (Mrs.  Hamilton  King's  Aspromonte 
and  other  poems.) 

The  heroism  shown  by  the  Italians  on  the  third  of  June 
was  no  spasmodic  outburst  of  rage  on  the  part  of  a  race 
incapable  of  sustained  valour.  For  nearly  a  month  to  come 
the  regiments  which  had  been  decimated  in  the  attacks  on 
the  Villa  remained  at  the  front,  under  fire  every  day  and 
during  many  nights,  exhausted  in  nerve  and  muscle  by  the 
unrelieved  strain  of  siege  and  bombardment,  repeatedly 
engaged  in  the  fiercest  hand-to-hand  fighting,  losing,  one  by 
one,  the  remainder  of  their  officers,  but  still  maintaining 
positions  which,  according  to  the  ordinary  maxims  of  the 
military  art,  had  been  rendered  untenable  by  the  erection 
of  French  batteries  in  front  of  the  Corsini.  These  regi- 
ments, made  up  of  the  best  of  the  volunteers  and  a  few  of 
the  old  Papal  line,  not  more  than  six  or  seven  thousand  men 
all  told,  held  the  Vascello  and  the  bastions  of  the  Janiculan 
wall.  The  lower  parts  of  the  city,  the  Vatican  and  the  east 
bank,  threatened  and  occasionally  bombarded,  but  not 
seriously  attacked,  were  guarded  by  rather  more  numerous 
but  less  seasoned  troops.  Altogether  there  were  rather 
more  than  17,000  men  under  arms  in  Rome.     The  French 

•  For  this  Chapter,  see  Maps  III.  and  V.  below. 
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I  army,  rapidly  increased  to  25,000,  and,  towards  the  end  of 
the  month,  to  30,000  men,  was  supported  by  a  train  of 
siege  guns,  and  a  fine  corps  of  engineers  directed  by  Vaillant 
himself.  The  Itahan  artillery  extorted  the  praise  of  their 
enemies  by  their  astonishing  courage  and  the  accuracy  of 
their  fire  ;  but  on  the  scientific  side  the  defenders  of  Rome 
had  '  nothing  but  a  few  civil  engineers  and  a  battalion  of 
wretchedly  ignorant  and  poor-spirited  sappers.' 

It  is  not  possible  to  praise  the  population  of  Rome  as 
highly  as  the  corps  d'elite  on  the  Janiculum,  who,  under 
Garibaldi,  Medici,  and  Manara,  won  renown  for  the  city 
which  they  had  taken  under  their  protection.  Many, 
indeed,  of  the  inhabitants  of  Rome  fought  and  fell  in  these 
ranks,  but  the  bulk  of  the  populace,  an  unarmed  and 
unregimented  mob,  was  waiting  till  the  enemy  had  forced 
an  entrance,  when  it  would  be  their  part  to  defend  the 
street  barricades  which  they  had  erected  with  so  much 
enthusiasm.  That  intention  was  eventually  frustrated  by 
the  capture  of  the  Janiculan  heights,  which  rendered  such 
resistance  impossible  ;  but  the  populace  could  have  done 
something  considerable  for  the  cause,  if,  while  the  siege  was 
still  in  progress,  it  had  shown  greater  eagerness  to  labour 
in  the  trenches.  Unfortunately,  the  soldiers  were  left  to 
exhaust  themselves,  whenever  they  were  not  fighting,  in 
operations  with  pick  and  shovel  for  which  their  numbers 
were  altogether  insufficient.  Sometimes,  indeed,  the 
Garibaldini  went  down  into  Rome  and  drove  up  corvees  of 
citizens  to  the  task.  On  the  other  hand,  Ciceruacchio 
inspired  a  large  body  of  workmen  to  go  to  the  assistance  of 
the  Vascello,  where  many  of  them  were  shot  down  as  they 
plied  the  spade  in  the  most  exposed  part  of  the  whole 
Roman  line. 

At  least  there  was  no  want  of  political  zeal,  no  relenting 
towards  the  Pope.  As  day  after  day  shells  flew  over  the 
Janiculum  and  burst  in  the  Trasteverine  quarter  below, 
killing  the  unfortunate  inhabitants  in  their  own  homes, 
the  popular  hatred  grew  fierce  against  the  ruler,  once  so 
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much  loved,  who  now  seemed  to  dispute  the  title  of  Bomha 
with  his  friend  the  King  of  Naples.  The  citizens,  as  they 
grew  accustomed  to  the  bombardment,  greeted  each  pro- 
jectile with  the  cry  :  '  Ecco  un  Pio  Nono  !  ' — '  There  goes 
another  Pio  Nono  !  '  Women  and  children  of  the  Tras- 
tevere  were  seen  to  pick  up  live  shells  and  throw  them 
into  the  Tiber. 

'  It  is  the  Trasteverines  in  particular  (wrote  Ventura  on 
June  12),  that  part  of  the  Roman  populace,  recently  so  Catholic, 
who  now  curse  and  blaspheme  the  Pope  and  Clergy,  in  whose 
names  they  see  this  carnage  and  these  horrors  committed.  .  .  . 
WTiat  imprudence  for  the  Pope  to  have  appealed  to  the  Powers 
in  order  to  get  himself  re-established  on  the  throne  which  he 
had  himself  abandoned  !  It  was  as  much  as  to  say  '  I  am 
willing  to  wage  against  my  people  that  war  which  last  year  I 
declared  that  I  would  not  make  against  the  Croats — against 
the  Austrian  oppressors  of  Italy."  '  * 

The  writer  goes  on  to  declare  that  religion  is  in  consequence 
decreasing.  Whatever  may  have  been  the  effects  upon 
the  religion  of  the  Romans,  there  is  no  doubt  what  was  the 
permanent  result  of  the  siege  as  regards  their  political 
sympathies. 

The  civil  authorities,  and  especially  Mazzini,  were  even 
more  determined  than  the  military  chiefs  on  the  Janiculum 
to  resist  to  the  last,  so  as  to  be  able  to  say  :  '  We  did  not 
surrender  '  ;  but  although  this  policy  was  quite  independent 
of  any  chance  of  success  and  was  aimed  at  the  far  future, 
they  none  the  less  cultivated  the  requisite  spark  of  present 
hope  in  themselves,  and  still  more  in  the  populace,  by 
believing,  and  by  spreading  the  belief,  that  the  newly 
elected  Assembly  in  France  would  reverse  the  President's 
foreign  policy.  But  on  June  19  it  was  known  in  Rome  that 
the  Assembly  had  shown  itself  hostile,  and  that  the  at- 
tempted rising  in  the  streets  of  Paris  had  been  suppressed. 

*  Pio  Nono,  in  his  '  Allocution  '  of  April  1848  (see  p.  75  above)  had  re- 
fused to  go  to  war  with  Austria  because  he  felt  himself  to  be  the  '  Vicar 
of  Him  who  is  the  author  of  Peace  and  lover  of  Charity.' 
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'Even  then  Mazzini  strove  to  create  delusive  expectations 
)bf  further  changes  in  France,  though  he  himself  had  little 
hope  of  anything  but  that  the  Roman  Republic  would  make 
a  good  end. 

The  conduct  of  the  Italian  woimded  in  Rome  revealed 
some  admirable  traits  in  the  national  character.  When 
carried  through  the  streets  from  the  scene  of  conflict 
they  seldom  failed  to  greet  the  passers-by  with  cries  of 
*  Viva  r  Italia  !  Viva  la  Repuhblica  !  '  The  hospitals  to 
which  many  of  them  were  taken  had  no  proper  materiel, 
and  were  staffed  by  devoted  but  untrained  volunteer 
nurses.  Half-way  through  the  siege  the  famous  doctor 
patriot,  Bertani,  did  something  to  amend  these  condi- 
tions, but  misery,  disease,  and  death  were  all  too  rife, 
and  were  endured  with  a  courage  and  gentleness  which 
never  failed. 

'  Since  April  30  (wrote  Margaret  Fuller  in  the  middle  of 
June)  I  go  daily  to  the  hospitals,  and,  though  I  have  suffered 
— for  I  had  no  idea  before  how  terrible  gun-shot  wounds  and 
wound-fever  are — yet  I  have  taken  pleasure,  and  great  pleasure, 
in  being  with  the  men.  There  is  scarcely  one  who  is  not  moved 
by  a  noble  spirit.  Many,  especially  among  the  Lombards, 
are  the  flower  of  the  Italian  youth.  When  they  begin  to  get 
better  I  carry  them  books  and  flowers  ;  they  read  and  we 
talk.  The  Palace  of  the  Pope,  on  the  Quirinal,  is  now  used 
for  convalescents.  In  those  beautiful  gardens  I  walk  with 
them — one  with  his  sling,  another  with  his  crutch.  The 
gardener  plays  off  all  his  water-works  for  the  defenders  of  the 
country,  and  gathers  flowers  for  me,  their  friend.  A  day  or 
two  since,  we  sat  in  the  Pope's  little  pavilion,  where  he  used 
I  to  give  private  audience.  The  sun  was  going  gloriously  down 
over  Monte  Mario,  where  gleamed  the  white  tents  of  the  French 
light  horse  among  the  trees.  The  cannonade  was  heard  at 
intervals.  Two  bright-eyed  boys  sat  at  our  feet,  and  gathered 
up  eagerly  every  word  said  by  the  heroes  of  the  day.  It  was 
a  beautiful  hour,  stolen  from  the  midst  of  ruin  and  sorrow  ; 
and  tales  were  told  as  full  of  grace  and  pathos  as  in  the  gardens 
of  Boccaccio,  only  in  a  very  different  spirit — with  noble  hope 
for  man,  with  reverence  for  woman.' 
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Indeed,  there  was  '  ruin  and  sorrow  '  of  every  kind — death, 
wounds,  penury,  exile — overshadowing  every  home  where 
high-minded  men  and  women  loved  Italy  ;  and  a  year  later 
Margaret  Fuller  herself  was  drowned  at  sea. 

In  another  hospital  an  equally  notable  woman,  the 
revolutionary  Princess  Belgiojoso,  the  friend  of  Victor 
Hugo  and  Heine,  who,  as  an  exile  from  Austrian  Lombardy, 
had  long  kept  one  of  the  most  distinguished  of  Parisian 
salons,  was  working  hard  for  her  poor  wounded  countrymen, 
with  untiring  physical  energy  and  great  powers  of  organisa- 
tion. When  she  was  not  wanted  elsewhere,  she  sat  long 
nights  by  the  bed  of  the  dying  poet  Mameli,  seeking  dis- 
traction from  the  tragedy  around  in  reading  Charles  Dickens, 
by  the  light  of  a  little  oil-lamp.* 

Although  the  bulk  of  the  French  army  was  encamped 
against  the  Janiculum,  Oudinot  kept  a  strong  force  beyond 
the  river  at  St.  Paul's  Without-the-Walls,  and  another  above 
the  town  at  the  captured  Ponte  Molle,  employing  them  in 
demonstrations  which  occupied  the  attention  of  a  large 
part  of  the  troops  defending  Rome.  These  French  detach- 
ments on  the  east  bank  made  it  difficult,  though  by  no 
means  impossible,  to  victual  the  city,  and  to  keep  up  com- 
munications with  the  Republic  of  which  Rome  was  still  the 
capital.  The  French  Hght  cavalry,  in  their  little  kepis, 
which  gave  them  a  more  rakish  and  modem  appearance 
than  that  of  the  infantry,  still  burdened  with  the  tall  shakos 
recalling  the  Napoleonic  wars,  could  be  seen  sweeping 
over  the  Campagna  to  the  north  and  east,  cutting  off 
convoys  from  Rieti,  blowing  up  the  bridges  over  the  Anio, 
and  on  one  occasion  pushing  out  as  far  as  the  ca'Scades  of 
TivoU  to  destroy  a  powder-mill  which  was  working  there 

♦  Of  this  remarkable  woman's  life  and  character,  the  riddle  has  been 
best  stated  by  Mr.  Henry  James  in  two  pages  of  his  life  of  Story,  i.  162, 
163.  Laura  Piaveni  in  Vittoria,  Mr.  Meredith  tells  me,  '  has  only  a  por- 
tion of  the  character  of  the  Princess  Belgiojoso  ;  she  was  not  framed  on  it 
entirely,  not  having  in  her  the  elements  of  the  worldly  woman,  ic  be 
developed  subsequently.' 
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for  the  Triumvirate.  The  provisioning  of  Rome  was  a 
work  in  which  the  native  artist  Costa  was  largely  employed 
on  account  of  his  knowledge  of  the  ground  outside  the  city. 
In  later  years  he  used  to  describe  the  adventures  which 
befeU  him  as  he  slipped  out  and  in  between  the  French 
and  Spaniards,  for  Spain  also  had,  at  the  invitation  of  the 
Pope,  landed  a  force  of  6,000  crusaders,  who  were  now 
occupying  the  banks  of  the  lower  Tiber,  between  Rome  and 
Fiumicino,  though  taking  no  active  part  in  the  siege. 

'  The  spice  of  danger  (writes  his  biographer)  certainly  did 
not  make  these  expeditions  less  attractive  to  the  spirited  young 
man,  and  he  was  able  to  appreciate  the  picturesque  side  of 
these  excursions  into  the  desolate  and  solitary  Campagna, 
whose  vast  spaces  and  sweeping  Unes  of  distant  purple,  and 
amethyst-coloured  hills,  were  to  become  such  a  favourite  note 
in  his  future  artistic  work.  He  always  remembered  with  a 
sense  of  pleasure  one  particular  occasion  when,  in  the  company 
of  the  mercante  di  campagna  (merchant  farmer),  Luigi  SilvestrelU, 
mounted  on  horseback,  and  armed  with  the  goad,  the  char- 
acteristic pungolo  of  the  Roman  herdsman,  he  drove  into  the 
city  three  hundred  head  of  wild  cattle.* 

But  Costa  also  took  his  fuU  share  in  the  grim  work  of 
the  Vascello.  That  villa,  together  with  the  Casa  Giaco- 
metti  and  the  little  house  that  stood  between  them  at  the 
foot  of  the  Corsini  garden,  formed  an  advanced  hne  which 
Garibaldi  had,  on  the  evening  of  June  3,  entrusted  to  the 
charge  of  the  Milanese  Giacomo  Medici,  his  young  Heutenant 
of  Monte  Video  and  the  Alps,  who  had  received  from  the 
dying  Anzani  the  warning,  ever  afterwards  so  faithfully 
observed,  never  to  abandon  the  destined  Hberator.  Medici 
had  arrived  in  Rome  from  the  North  with  a  *  Medici 
Legion '  some  three  hundred  strong,  recruited  from  the 
men  who  had  followed  him  among  the  Alps  the  year 
before,  and  from  other  students  and  young  men  of  wealthy 
Lombard  families.  As  his  own  early  youth  had  been  spent, 
not  in  the  Italian  Universities,  but  in  the  Carlist  campaigns, 
he  was  a  brusque  soldier,  a  rough  and  ready  disciplinarian, 
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and  above  aU  a  hard  fighter.  With  his  own  legion,  aided 
from  time  to  time  by  detachments  from  Manara's  Bersagheri, 
the  Students,  the  Gagers  and  the  Unione  regiment,  Medici 
held  the  Vascello  and  the  two  other  houses,  having  estab- 
lished communication  between  them  by  means  of  trenches, 
as  also  with  the  San  Pancrazio  gate  whence  he  drew  his 
supplies.  Day  and  night  the  French  waged  war  on  these 
Italian  outposts,  and  the  storm  of  lead  and  iron  swept 
ceaselessly  over  Masina's  body  stretched  on  the  neutral 
ground  between.  From  the  Valentini  and  Corsini  the  enemy 
fired  down  into  the  garden  and  windows  of  the  Vascello, 
while  their  trenches,  filled  with  sharpshooters,  were  pushed 
ever  nearer  and  nearer.  Attacks  were  made  by  night  at  the 
point  of  the  bayonet,  and  a  battery,  ensconced  in  front  of 
the  ruined  facade  of  the  Corsini,  pounded  the  Vascello  walls 
to  pieces  at  a  range  of  about  200  yards.  It  was  impossible 
for  Medici  to  place  cannon  in  the  Une  which  he  held,  although 
the  battery  in  the  Casa  Merluzzo  Bastion  was  able  in  the 
early  days  of  the  siege  to  direct  its  fire  against  his  assailants. 
Under  these  conditions  the  Casa  Giacometti  held  out  for 
three  weeks,  and  the  Vascello  (or  rather  what  remained  of 
its  lowest  story)  was  still  untaken  on  June  30,  when  its 
heroic  defenders  retreated  out  of  the  ruins  because  the  walls 
of  Rome  had  been  captured  behind  their  backs. 

The  unexpected  resistance  of  these  outposts  delayed 
the  fall  of  Rome  by  many  days,  because  it  prevented 
Vaillant  from  pushing  his  trenches  forward  against  the 
face  of  the  Porta  San  Pancrazio,  and  so  capturing  the  Casa 
Merluzzo  and  Northern  Bastions  on  either  side  of  it  by 
a  direct  attack.  But  the  occupation  of  the  Corsini  enabled 
him  to  reduce  the  Janiculum  gradually  from  its  south  flank 
by  opening  trenches  against  the  Central  Bastion  and  that  of 
the  Casa  Barberini. 

Since,  therefore,  the  first  line  of  French  approaches  was 
drawn  from  the  Convent  of  San  Pancrazio  to  Monte  Verde,^ 
its  extreme  right  was  exposed  to  a  distant  and  somewhat 
ineffective  flank  fire  from  a  Roman  battery  down  below  on 
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the  further  bank  of  Tiber,  erected  on  the  little  eminence  of 
Monte  Testaccio.  That  strange  mound,  nothing  more  nor 
less  than  the  rubbish  heap  where,  in  the  days  of  the  Caesars, 
the  broken  crockery  of  the  world's  capital  used  to  be 
thrown  away,  stood  in  1849  surrounded  by  a  few  shabby 
houses,  in  the  middle  of  one  of  those  romantic  deserts  then 
occupying  so  much  of  the  vast  circuit  enclosed  by  the  walls 
of  Rome,  which,  twenty-seven  years  after  Shelley's  death, 

was  still — 

.  .  .  '  at  once  the  paradise. 
The  grave,  the  city,  and  the  wilderness.' 

A  battery  was  erected  on  Monte  Verde  to  silence  the 
Italian  guns  on  Monte  Testaccio,  and,  as  the  French 
shells  flew  over  the  mound,  many  of  them  passed  on  and 
burst  unnoticed  near  a  solitary  and  sacred  spot.  Under 
the  cypresses  that  Trelawny  had  planted  in  the  shadow 
of  the  wall  and  of  the  pyramid,  in  the  remote  burying- 
place  of  the  heretics,  that  quiet  brotherhood  slept  on  and 
did  not  hear  the  distant  roar  of  the  battle  for  Freedom ; 
nor  could  even  the  near  bursting  of  the  tyrants'  bombs 
awaken  him,  who,  of  all  men  that  ever  lived,  would  have 
been  most  eager  to  hasten  with  long  strides  up  the  Ja- 
niculum,  to  stand  enchanted  amid  the  shots  beside  its 
Republican  defenders,  and  to  speak  with  Garibaldi  and  Ugo 
Bassi  as  with  friends  long  dreamed  of  and  sought  in  vain. 

The  high  Villa  Savorelli,  towering  above  the  Porta  San 
Pancrazio,  had  been  selected  by  Garibaldi  as  his  head- 
quarters because,  though  exposed  to  the  enemy's  fire,  it 
commanded  a  wider  prospect  of  the  Italian  and  French 
positions  than  any  other  house  within  the  Roman  walls. 
'  We  officers,'  wrote  Hoffstetter,  one  of  the  intimate  circle 
of  friends  tried  in  battle  who  now  made  up  the  General's 
staff — 

'  we  officers  lay  in  the  great  salon  of  the  Villa  Savorelli.  The 
General  and  Manara  (the  chief  of  his  staff  since  June  4)  had 
each  a  small  side  room.  Night  gave  us  little  rest,  because  of 
the  constant  coming  and  going  of  messengers.' 
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At  daybreak  the  officers,  having  helped  themselves  to  *  good 
black  coffee  and  plenty  of  cigars,'  which  were  ready  for 
them  at  three  every  morning — 

'  gathered  round  the  General,  who  was  always  the  first  on  the 
PaviUon  ;  there  he  was  immediately  greeted  by  the  French 
sharpshooters,  who  gave  him  their  particular  attention  all  day 
long.  But  Garibaldi,  after  throwing  a  glance  at  the  enemy, 
used  to  hght  his  cigar,  which  was  never  extinguished  till  evening, 
heard  the  reports,  gave  orders,  and  only  left  the  PaviUon  late 
at  night  to  seek  a  few  hours'  rest.'  * 

When  the  French  bombardment  began,  the  Savorelli 
gradually  crumbled  beneath  the  cannon-balls  ;  it  had  been 
riddled  through  and  through  before  the  staff,  on  June  21, 
thought  of  moving  elsewhere.  After  the  breaching  batteries 
had  opened  fire  (June  13),  Garibaldi  did  not  spend  the 
whole  of  each  day  upon  the  Pavilion,  but  constantly  went 
the  rounds,  visiting  the  places  where  the  fire  was  hottest, 
and  restoring  the  enthusiasm  of  the  defenders,  now  by  a 
word  of  personal  sympathy,  now  by  standing  hke  a  statue 
above  his  prostrate  companions  while  a  shell  was  bursting 
in  their  midst.  He  seemed  to  disregard  death  as  a  weak 
thing  that  he  knew  by  old  experience  had  no  power  to  touch 
the  man  of  destiny  before  his  hour  ;  while  Ugo  Bassi,  equally 
reckless,  but  in  a  different  spirit,  sought  death  as  the 
friendly  deliverer  from  slavery  reimposed  and  from  the  ruin 
of  hopes  too  dear  to  be  outlived.  Bassi  gave  Garibaldi 
'  much  anxiety,'  Hoffstetter  tells  us  : 

' '  I  cannot  tell  you  how  that  man  troubles  me,"  said  the 
General  to  me  one  day,  "  for  he  wants  to  die  !  "  One  recog- 
nised the  enthusiast  in  Bassi  at  the  first  glance  ;  his  mild  eyes 
and  high  forehead,  the  waving  locks  of  his  hair  and  beard,  his 
unusual  dress  (the  red  blouse  and  broad-brimmed  black  hat), 
his  inspired  language  and  contempt  for  death  struck  us  all?; 
with  astonishment.     No  one's  hand  did  me  so  much  good  to 

*  The  pavilion  was  the  watch  tower  on  the  roof  of  the  Villa  Savorelli. 
It  finally  fell  in  ruin,  only  five  minutes  after  Garibaldi  had  stepped  out 
of  it. 
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shake  as  his.  He  cherished  a  passionate  devotion  to  the 
General.  "Nothing  would  give  me  greater  joy,"  Bassi  said 
to  me  more  than  once,  "  than  to  die  for  Garibaldi."  ' 

That  sentiment  was  now  deeply  implanted  among  all 
these  men,  some  of  whom,  Uke  Manara,  had  come  to  Rome 
with  very  different  feelings.  Their  hearts  beat  high,  but 
not  with  hope.* 

During  the  first  seventeen  days  and  nights  of  the  siege 
(June  4-21),  while  the  zig-zag  of  the  French  trenches  was 
creeping  nearer  hour  by  hour,  and  the  batteries  erected 
under  their  protection  were  gradually  crumbling  the  breaches 
in  the  Central  and  Casa  Barberini  Bastions,  the  defenders 
made  many  sorties,  none  very  effective  and  some  not  even 
creditable  to  their  arms.  The  want  of  regular  training 
among  the  volunteers  was  felt  most  in  the  conduct  of  night 
surprises,  which  the  Romans  always  failed  to  effect  and  the 
French  sometimes  carried  out  to  perfection.  In  one  of 
these  sorties  even  the  men  of  the  Italian  Legion  were  seized 
with  panic,  and  were  told  by  Garibaldi  next  morning  that 
they  were  not  worthy  to  be  his  companions  in  arms,  a 
reproof  which,  if  needed,  was  effectual.  On  other  occasions 
the  greatest  gallantry  was  shown  by  the  sortie  parties,  as 
when  a  detachment  of  the  Unione  regiment  continued  to 
maintain  the  fight  with  stones  after  their  ammunition  was 
exhausted.  The  Poles,  too,  conspicuous  for  their  long 
moustaches  and  their  national  cap,  with  its  four-cornered 
crown  of  red  cloth,  were  foremost  in  seeking  death  ;  home- 

*  A  young  officer  of  one  of  the  line  regiments,  named  Count  Ulisse 
Balzani,  who  took  a  gallant  part  in  the  defence,  in  after  years  described 
to  his  brother  (Count  Ugo,  who  told  me  the  story)  one  of  the  deepest  im- 
pressions of  his  life.  He  had  been  sleeping  on  the  ramparts,  where  his 
men  lay  bivouacked,  when  at  dawn  he  opened  his  eyes,  dreamily  half 
aware  that  a  horse  was  stepping  tenderly  across  his  body.  In  that  deli- 
cious state  of  returning  consciousness,  when  the  more  prosaic  aspects 
of  daily  life  are  still  unremembered,  and  the  objects  that  first  meet  the 
eyes  are  seen  as  '  in  a  world  far  from  ours,'  he  had  a  vision  of  the  rider's 
face  looking  down  at  him  out  of  masses  of  curling  golden  hair.  It  was 
imprinted  on  his  brain  as  one  of  the  noblest  things  in  art  or  nature  which 
he  had  ever  seen. 
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less  sons  of  the  slain  mother,  they  generously  offered  their 
blood  on  behalf  of  any  nation  that  was  at  war  with  tyranny, 
whether  on  the  Hungarian  plain  or  before  the  walls  of  Rome. 
But  nothing  was  done  by  the  sortie  parties  that  seriously 
impeded  the  evolution  of  the  slow  but  well-laid  plans  of 
VaiUant's  siege. 

On  the  night  of  June  20-21,  when  after  a  furious  bom- 
bardment the  breaches  in  the  bastions  were  almost  ready 
for  the  stormers  to  mount,  and  an  assault  on  those  points 
was  expected,  an  attack  was  made  instead  on  the  Casa 
Giacometti,  outside  the  walls.  Closely  netted  by  the  enemy's 
trenches  and  riddled  by  his  fire,  the  little  outpost  was  still 
unconquerable.  The  sentry,  the  only  man  awake  in  the 
house,  heard  the  storming  party  rustle  and  stumble  among 
the  vines  a  few  yards  off ;  he  noiselessly  roused  his  comrades, 
thirty-five  men  of  the  Unione  regiment,  who  delivered  a 
sudden  volley  at  close  quarters,  and  after  a  fierce  struggle, 
in  which  the  bayonet  was  used  on  both  sides,  drove  off  the 
assailants.  At  dawn  Medici  was  able  to  report  from  the 
Vascello  that  the  very  outposts  of  his  advanced  position 
were  still  intact. 

Garibaldi  next  day  (June  21)  celebrated  the  little  victory 
in  a  letter  to  his  Anita ;  she  had  last  been  with  him  at 
Rieti,  from  the  end  of  February  until  April  13,  when  she 
had  returned  to  her  children  under  his  mother's  roof  at 
Nice. 

*  My  dear  Anita  (he  wrote  from  the  Savorelli),  I  know  that 
thou  hast  been  and  maybe  still  art  ill.  I  wish  to  see  thy  hand- 
writing and  my  mother's,  and  then  I  shall  feel  easy. 

'  Cardinal  Oudinot's  Gallic-friars  content  themselves  with 
cannonading  us,  and  we  are  too  much  accustomed  to  it  to 
care.  Here  the  women  and  children  run  after  the  balls  and 
shells  and  struggle  for  their  possession. 

'  We  are  fighting  on  the  Janiculum  and  this  people  is  worthy 
of  its  past  greatness.  Here  they  live,  die,  suflEer  amputation 
to  the  cry,  "  Viva  la  Repubblica !  "  One  hour  of  our  life  in 
Rome  is  worth  a  century  of  common  existence. 

'  Last  night  thirty  of  our  men,  surprised  in  a  house  outside 
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the  wall  (Casa  Giacometti)  by  150  of  the  Gallic-friars,  used  the 
bayonet,  killed  a  captain  and  three  soldiers,  made  four  prisoners, 
and  a  number  of  wounded.  We  had  one  sergeant  killed  and  a 
soldier  wounded.     Our  men  belonged  to  the  Unione  Regiment. 

'  Get  well,  kiss  Mama  and  the  babies  for  me.  Menotti  has 
favoured  me  with  a  letter,  for  which  I  am  grateful  to  him. 
Love  me  much,  thy  Garibaldi.' 

The  letter  was  sent,  but  never  reached  Anita,  who  was 
already  leaving  Nice  for  Rome.  When  the  news  of  the 
Third  of  June  and  the  approaching  fate  of  Rome  had 
awakened  in  her  the  apprehension  that  some  desperate 
crisis  in  her  husband's  fate  was  hastening  on,  she  had 
formed  within  the  tribunal  of  her  conscience  a  great  decision, 
to  be  carried  out  with  that  quiet,  inflexible  will  of  hers, 
regardless  even  of  Garibaldi's  most  earnest  remonstrance. 
This  mother,  again  pregnant,  set  out  for  the  seat  of  war, 
determined  to  share  the  extreme  perils  of  adherence  to  a 
falling  Republic  with  the  man  whom  she  regarded  as  unlike 
the  husbands  of  other  women,  and  of  more  value  than  any 
child  could  be.  She  left  posterity  no  record  of  her  motives, 
and  no  apology  for  her  choice,  but  her  silent,  set,  immutable 
purpose  to  remain  at  his  side  until  the  end — whatever  that 
end  might  be — pleads  for  her  with  more  eloquence  than 
words. 

On  June  21,  while  Garibaldi  was  writing  his  last  letter 
to  Anita,  the  Savorelli  was  falling  to  pieces  about  his  ears. 
But  the  fire  was  hottest  against  the  Central  and  Barberini 
Bastions,  where  a  furious  cannonade  and  musketry  fire, 
maintained  from  the  French  trenches  now  within  a  few 
yards  of  the  wall,  only  ceased  at  nightfall  when  the  crum- 
bling breaches  presented  an  easy  slope  for  the  assailants  to 
mount.  The  Italians  made  preparation  against  an  assault 
that  night ;  piles  of  bulrushes  were  laid  on  the  top  of 
the  ruined  walls,  ready  to  be  ignited  at  the  first  alarm, 
so  as  to  form  a  rampart  of  flame.  Hoffstetter,  who  him- 
self came  from  headquarters  to  place  the  garrison  in  the 
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bastions  and  in  the  houses  that  stood  on  the  wall,  gave 
the  strictest  orders  to  the  sentries,  and  returned  with  the 
belief  that  at  any  rate  the  positions  could  not  be  captured 
by  surprise,  before  the  reserve  had  time  to  come  up  from 
the  neighbourhood  of  the  Savorelli.  But  the  Unione 
regiment,  to  whom  the  breaches  had  been  entrusted,  was 
utterly  tired  out  by  the  fatigues  of  the  last  fortnight,  during 
which  they  had  so  often  behaved  with  peculiar  gallantry. 
On  the  Central  Bastion  they  awoke  to  find  a  French  column 
already  among  them,  inside  the  line  of  bulrushes,  and  after 
a  single  discharge  *  they  fled  in  panic.  On  the  top  of  the 
other  breach  some  resistance  was  made  from  the  Casa 
Barberini,  and  two  French  officers  were  mortally  wounded 
under  its  walls.  But  in  a  few  minutes  the  doors  were  broken 
in  and  the  house  captured.  The  enemy  were  masters  of 
both  bastions. 

The  panic  and  confusion  in  the  Italian  lines  was  such 
that  those  who  witnessed  it  feared  that  if  the  French  pressed 
on  at  once  in  force  they  might  carry  the  Savorelli  and  San 
Pietro  in  Montorio  before  daylight,  and  so  finish  the  siege. 
Garibaldi,  with  greater  wisdom  than  many  of  his  critics, 
saw  the  danger  and  refused  to  lead  the  discouraged  troops 
to  recapture  the  lost  positions — an  enterprise  which  would 
certainly  have  failed,  and  would  probably  have  led  to  the 
loss  of  the  inner  line  as  weU.f  Instead  of  attempting  the 
impossible,  he  devoted  so  much  energy  to  fortifying  and 
manning  a  second  line  of  defence  along  the  old  Imperial  wall 
of  Aurelian,  that  when  day  dawned  the  new  position  was 
strongly  occupied,  and  the  fear  of  a  capture  of  the  Janiculum 
by  a  coup  de  main  was  at  an  end. 

With  equal  caution  the  French  generals,  refusing  to  be 

•  The  Italians  thought  that  the  French  must  have  entered  by  getting 
themselves  let  in  through  the  ItaUan  mines.  But  Vaillant  disposes  of 
this  hypothesis. 

t  Garibaldi  sent  some  of  his  own  Legion  to  reconnoitre  the  enemy's 
positions  by  an  attack,  to  make  sure  whether  or  not  the  newly  captured 
bastions  were  being  strongly  held.  The  operation  cost  the  Legion  twenty 
men. 
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tempted  by  the  flight  of  the  Unione  regiment  to  go  a  step 
beyond  the  captured  bastions,  had  used  the  remainder  of 
the  night  in  throwing  up  trenches  on  their  inner  side,  and 
in  mounting  batteries  on  the  top  of  the  ruined  breaches, 
so  that  they  should  be  ready  as  soon  as  possible  to  bombard 
Garibaldi's  new  position. 

As  day  dawned  Rome  learnt  with  consternation  that 
the  enemy  had  estabhshed  themselves  on  the  walls,  '  a  very 
fatal  go,'  as  Arthur  Clough  called  it  in  his  letter  home. 
Mazzini  and  Roselli,  who  knew  little  about  the  condition 
of  affairs  on  the  Janiculum,  urged  Garibaldi  to  recover 
the  bastions  at  all  costs.  Mazzini,  to  whom  it  was  an 
article  of  faith  that  the  People  could  recapture  the  walls 
of  their  city,  assembled  the  mob  for  this  purpose,  much 
to  the  annoyance  of  Garibaldi,  who  would  not  let  them 
come  up  to  cause  confusion  in  his  now  drcimiscribed 
lines. 

Roselli,  in  his  capacity  as  commander-in-chief,  and 
Avezzana,  the  able  minister  of  war,  arrived  early  in  the 
morning  on  the  Janiculum,  to  compel  the  recalcitrant 
divisional  commander  to  attack.  But  Avezzana,  when  he 
had  examined  affairs  on  the  spot,  was  soon  persuaded  that 
such  a  course  was  impossible.  Indeed,  the  officers  of  the 
fighting  regiments,  and  above  all  Manara,  had  earnestly 
entreated  Garibaldi  not  to  send  their  men  to  another 
massacre  more  hopeless  than  that  of  June  3,  since  the  elan 
which  had  inspired  them  on  that  day  had  now  given  way 
to  a  fatigue  of  body  and  an  angry  despair  of  soul ;  and  the 
bravest,  with  the  passive  courage  characteristic  of  the  last 
days  of  a  siege,  asked  to  be  allowed  to  die  in  the  positions 
which  they  still  held. 

Garibaldi's  refusal  to  attack,  though  supported  by 
military  opinion  on  the  Janiculum,  involved  another 
imseemly  quarrel  with  Mazzini  and  Roselli,  of  which  the 
populace  was  not  slow  to  get  wind  without  understanding 
the  real  nature  of  the  dispute.  The  state  of  unrest  and 
friction  in  Rome  on  that   unhappy  day   (June  22)   was 

7« 
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aggravated  by  the  action  of  Sterbini,  who,  having  justly 
forfeited  his  own  prestige  by  the  abuse  of  his  opportunities 
in  the  past  winter,  now  plotted  to  creep  back  to  power 
by  exploiting  the  name  of  Garibaldi.  Raising  the  cry 
that  the  General  should  be  made  dictator,  Sterbini  rode 
through  the  streets  of  Rome  to  raise  a  tumult,  when 
the  enemy  was  already  on  the  walls,  although  Garibaldi 
had  that  very  morning  positively  forbidden  him  to  act, 
and  had  discouraged  the  whole  movement.  Fortunately 
it  ended  in  fiasco  when  a  patriotic  sculptor  named 
Bezzi  seized  the  bridle  of  Sterbini's  horse  in  the  Piazza 
Colonna,  and  threatened  the  life  of  the  cowardly  leader 
of  revolt. 

The  second  part  of  the  siege  of  Rome — the  nine  days' 
defence  of  the  Aurelian  wall  (June  22-30) — surprised  the 
French  and  even  the  Italians  themselves,  who  could  scarcely 
believe  their  senses  when  they  found  each  morning  that  the 
enemy  had  not  yet  stormed  their  untenable  positions. 
During  the  first  part  of  the  siege,  though  they  had  often 
behaved  with  great  courage,  they  had  been  subject  to  fits 
of  panic,  and  it  might  have  been  expected,  now  that  a  suc- 
cessful issue  to  the  defence  was  impossible,  that  like  other 
armies  they  would  abandon  a  contest,  the  prolongation  of 
which  some  of  their  bravest  officers  regarded  as  a  criminal 
waste  of  life.  And  such,  from  a  military  point  of  view,  it 
undoubtedly  was.  But  the  Italian  character  has  in  it 
something  beyond  the  reasonable,  and,  when  all  was  lost, 
the  idea  of  perishing  with  the  mmrdered  Republic  seemed 
to  fortify  the  morale  and  brace  the  nerves  of  the  tired  men, 
whose  conduct  became  now  more  uniformly  heroic -than  it 
had  been  during  the  fortnight  past,  when  it  was  still  pos- 
sible to  indulge  a  shadowy  hope.  An  English  army  might 
have  held  the  bastions  from  which  the  ItaUans  fled  on 
the  night  of  June  21-22,  but  an  Enghsh  army  might  well 
have  capitulated  if  those  bastions  had  been  lost,  seeing  that 
there  was  no  force  in  the  wide  world  to  come  to  their  relief. 
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and  many  to  come  to  the  help  of  the  besiegers.  The 
defenders  of  Londonderry,  Gibraltar,  Lucknow,  and  Lady- 
smith  were  inspired  by  the  practical  hope  of  succour.  It  was 
otherwise  with  the  defenders  of  Rome.  If  the  Enghshman 
does  not  know  when  he  is  beaten,  the  Italian  sometimes 
knows  it  and  does  not  care. 

Though  the  troops  were  willing  to  continue  the  de- 
fence, the  responsibiUty  for  giving  the  order  to  fight  on 
rests  with  Mazzini,  who  was  determined  that  the  last  mes- 
sage '  to  Italy  from  Rome  '  should  be  something  worthier 
than  the  panic  flight  from  the  breaches.  Garibaldi,  no 
less  opposed  to  asking  terms  of  the  foreigner,  thought  that 
the  time  had  come  to  evacuate  the  capital  and  carry  on 
the  war  in  the  mountains,  but,  as  his  advice  was  over- 
ruled, he  continued  to  command  the  defence  on  the  west 
bank. 

The  scene  of  the  last  struggle  was  worthy  of  the  actors 
and  of  the  cause.  On  the  high  ground  where  the  ruined 
Savorelli  stood,  Servius  TulUus  had  built  the  Arx  Janicu- 
lensis,  which  had  served,  as  the  Garibaldians  recalled 
with  delight,  for  the  outlying  fort  of  Republican  Rome 
when  Lars  Porsena  had  tried  to  bring  home  the  Papa-Re 
of  that  period.  From  this  height  down  to  the  Trastevere 
ran  the  wall  built  by  the  Emperor  Aurelian  to  keep  off  the 
trans-Alpine  barbarians  when  Rome's  grasp  of  the  world 
was  growing  weak  ;  *  behind  what  here  remained  of  it  lay 
Garibaldi's  infantry.  Their  cannon  were  planted  in  the 
rear,  to  fire  over  their  heads  from  the  platform  of  San  Pietro 
in  Montorio,  and  the  neighbouring  Pino  hill — so  called 
because  of  the  large  pine-tree  in  the  shadow  of  which  the 
Roman  gunners  fought.  Between  the  batteries  on  the 
height  and  the  infantry  below  along  the  wall,  was  the  Villa 
Spada,    now    Garibaldi's    headquarters,    a   modest   house 

♦  On  the  east  bank  Aurelian's  walls  were  still,  in  1849,  the  only  de- 
fences of  Rome.  On  the  west  bank  they  were  no  longer  meant  for  use, 
but  stood  imrepaired  as  an  inner  Une  behind  the  wall  of  Urban  VIII.,  on 
wliich  the  French  had  now  established  themselves. 
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standing  by  itself  in  its  small  garden,  as  it  still  stands  to- 
day.* The  Casa  Merluzzo  Bastion  on  the  wall  of  Urban 
VIII.  was  occupied  as  an  advanced  post,  and  a  battery  was 
mounted  between  it  and  the  Porta  San  Pancrazio. 

This  new  position  was  bombarded  from  front  and  flank. 
The  French  guns  erected  on  the  captured  breaches  fired 
across  the  wide  open  space  and  valley  that  divides  the 
Villas  Barberini  and  Spada,  while  the  batteries  near  the 
Corsini  and  Convent  of  San  Pancrazio  enfiladed  the  Italian 
line  from  the  west.  The  enemy  also  drove  his  trenches  and 
erected  a  breaching  battery  close  up  against  the  south 
angle  of  the  Merluzzo  Bastion ;  this  operation  became 
possible  after  the  night  of  June  23-24,  when  the  brave 
garrison  of  the  Casa  Giacometti  were  at  length  withdrawn 
to  the  Vascello. 

For  eight  days  the  cannonade  and  musketry  fire  raged 
continuously.  The  accuracy  of  the  Italian  gunners  sur- 
prised the  French  and  retarded  their  attack  ;  indeed,  on  the 
first  day  of  the  artUlery  duel  (June  22)  the  defenders  had 
the  upper  hand,  and  under  cover  of  the  fire  a  small  body  of 
Medici's  Legion,  who  happened  to  be  within  the  gate  of  Rome, 
burst  into  the  Villa  Barberini,  and  were  only  driven  out 
after  a  severe  tussle,  canying  back  fifteen  men  wounded 
with  the  bayonet.  But  soon  the  double  fire  of  the  French, 
from  within  and  without  the  walls,  began  to  prevail.  The 
shells  tore  holes  in  the  Spada,  and  exploded  among  the  staff 
ofiicers  in  its  rooms.  The  roof  of  the  church  of  San  Pietro 
in  Montorio  collapsed.  Nearly  aU  the  gunners  on  the  Pino 
and  by  the  San  Pancrazio  gate  were  killed  or  wounded  ; 
their  places  were  taken  by  infantry,  and  by  artists  and 
other  volunteers  from  the  city  below.  The  men  of  the 
Garibaldian  Legion  and  of  Manara's  Bersaglieri,  with 
indefatigable  zeal    consented   to   remain   at   sentry   work 

*  The  Villa  Spada  is  called  the  Villa  Nobilia  in  the  inscription  over  f: 
the  entrance.     It  is  but  little  changed  in  appearance  since  1849.     I  fear  ' 
the  same  cannot  be  said  of  the  new  Savorelli  that  has  risen  on  the  ruins  of 
the  building  destroyed  during  the  siege. 
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for  seventy-two  hours  at  a  time,  and,  with  utter  dis- 
regard of  death,  laboured  in  the  open  to  pile  up  again 
the  frail  defences  as  they  crumbled  beneath  the  fire.  The 
wounded,  as  soon  as  they  were  weU  enough  to  drag  them- 
selves back  to  the  front,  returned  with  all  haste  to  their 
posts. 

On  one  of  these  days  of  fire  (June  25)  Laviron,  the 
French  Republican  and  artist,  one  of  Garibaldi's  staff, 
loved  by  all  his  companions-in-arms,  for  the  first  time 
donned  the  red  blouse,  because,  as  he  told  his  friends,  he 
observed  that  whoever  wore  it  enjoyed  an  uncommon  share 
of  popular  favour.  He  had  scarcely  shown  himself  at  the 
front  in  this  costume  when  he  was  shot  through  the  body, 
fell  back  into  the  arms  of  Ugo  Bassi,  kissed  him,  and  died. 
Death  at  the  hands  of  his  countrymen  after  the  flesh  had 
no  horrors  for  one  who  was  spiritually  the  citizen  of 
that  ideal  RepubUc  which  had  been  dreamed  of  by  the 
men  of  '48. 

On  the  following  day,  Anita  Garibaldi  suddenly  appeared 
in  the  doorway  of  the  shot-riddled  Spada,  and  her  hus- 
band, with  a  cry  of  surprise  and  joy,  sprang  into  her  arms. 
She  had  found  her  way  from  Nice  into  the  beleaguered 
city  before  he  even  knew  of  her  intention  to  start  upon  a 
journey  which  he  would  not  have  approved. 

Outside  the  walls  of  Rome  the  storm  beat  with  still 
greater  fury  on  the  Vascello.  From  the  Corsini  hiU,  a 
battery  of  half  a  dozen  guns  fired  on  it  day  ajid  night, 
throwing  into  it  '  not  less  than  four  hundred  '  cannon-balls, 
*  besides  shells  and  grenades.' 

It  was  owing  to  the  protracted  resistance  of  the  Vascello 
that  Rome  had  not  fallen  many  days  before.  The  un- 
expectedly successful  defence  of  this  '  oddly  shaped  but 
very  strong  villa,'  had,  as  Moltke  wrote  at  the  time,  forced 
the  French  to  make  a  lateral  instead  of  a  direct  attack 
on  the  bastions  next  to  the  Porta  San  Pancrazio.*    At 

*  Der  wahre  AngrifE  findet  ohne  Zweifel  von  Villa  Corsini  aus  auf  die 
Bastione  zunachst  Porta  San  Pancrazio  statt.'    '  Dass  aber  jener  vortheil- 
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length,  the  greater  part  of  the  vast  building  fell  with  a 
roar,  amid  a  cloud  of  darkness,  like  a  bursting  volcano. 
A  score  of  its  defenders  were  buried  under  the  ruins,  but 
the  rest,  sheltered  by  portions  of  the  ground  floor  still  left 
erect,  came  out  covered  with  the  subsiding  dust,  and  were 
quickly  reposted  among  the  fallen  masonry  to  resist  attack. 
'  I  wish,'  said  Medici  to  Hoffstetter,  *  that  I  had  a  daguer- 
reot5^e  of  these  ruins.'  At  night  the  French,  with  fixed 
bayonets,  fell  upon  them  from  every  side.  For  three  mid- 
night hours  the  battle  raged  over  the  rubbish  heap  of  what 
had  once  been  a  magnificent  villa.  At  dawn  Medici  was 
still  in  possession.  Rome  might  be  taken,  but  not  the 
Vascello.  When  the  war  was  over  the  fallen  ruins  were 
cleared  away,  but  by  good  fortune  the  walls  of  the  ground 
floor  were  left  standing,  and,  now  that  Rome  is  free,  will 
continue  to  stand  as  long  as  Italians  have  pride  in  their 
history.  On  the  shot-dinted  wall  that  borders  the  public 
road  some  old  dusty  laurel  wreaths  are  hung,  and  on  the 
tablet  which  they  adorn  the  stranger  may  read,  in  words 
that  here  are  no  idle  boast,  that  '  he  who  is  fighting  for 
fatherland  and  freedom  does  not  count  the  enemy.' 

Meanwhile,  within  the  walls,  the  defenders  of  the 
Janiculum  endured,  day  after  day,  the  last  terrible  can- 
nonade, and  the  other  parts  of  the  city  did  not  altogether 
escape.  Not  only  were  the  inhabitants  of  the  Trastevere 
driven  in  crowds  from  their  ruined  houses,  but  the  bom- 
bardment did  injury  on  the  Capitol,  and  elsewhere  in  the 
very  heart  of  Rome.  The  French  field  artillery  on  the  east 
bank  shelled  the  city,  by  way  of  creating  a  diversion  from  the 
main  attack  ;  whenever  a  serious  assault  was  intended  on 
the  Janiculan  wall,  diversions  were  made  from  San  Paolo 
on  the  south  and  from  Monte  Parioli  on  the  north  ;  Rome 
was  bombarded  from  both  these  quarters,  and  shells  were 

haftere  Angriff  nicht  gewahlt  wurde  hat  sein  Grund  wohl  nur  darin,  dass 
die  Romer  noch  immer  die  seltsam  gebaute  aber  sehr  feste  Villa  Vascello 
behaupten.'     Moltke  had  been  in  Rome,  1845,  1846,  studying  its  defences. 
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dropped  into  the  Piazza  di  Spagna  and  all  that  neighbour- 
hood, doing  considerable  damage.  As  early  as  June  25, 
Oudinot  had  received  a  protest  against  the  destruction  of 
private  property  and  works  of  art,  and  the  death  of  peace- 
able citizens,  signed  by  the  consuls  of  the  United  States, 
Prussia,  Denmark,  Switzerland,  and  Sardinia,  at  the  instiga- 
tion of  Freeborn,  the  British  Consular  agent,  whose  name 
appeared  at  their  head,  and  who  was  indeed  too  warm  in 
his  friendship  for  Italy  to  make  allowance  for  the  military 
needs  of  her  enemies. 

While  the  city  below  was  suffering  more  or  less  severely, 
the  defences  on  the  Janiculum  were  crumbling  fast  beneath 
a  storm  of  missiles.  It  was  clear  that,  in  spite  of  the  heroism 
of  the  defenders,  the  French  would,  in  a  few  days  at  most, 
be  able  to  storm  the  Une  of  the  Aurelian  wall.  In  face  of 
this  situation  the  quarrel  between  Garibaldi  and  Mazzini 
broke  out  afresh.  The  soldier,  after  requesting  in  vain  to  be 
allowed  to  try  to  raise  the  siege  by  attacking  the  enemy's 
communications,  finally  urged  that  the  Government  and 
army  should  migrate  from  the  capital,  and  continue  the 
national  war  to  the  last  in  the  mountains  of  Central  Italy  or 
of  the  Neapolitan  kingdom.  He  had  seen  the  Republic  of 
Rio  Grande,  in  time  of  danger,  migrate  in  this  patriarchal 
fashion,  and  he  did  not  understand  why  the  Roman  Republic 
should  not  do  the  same.  No  doubt,  if  he  had  been  allowed 
to  have  his  way  on  June  27,  instead  of  five  days  later  afteF 
the  final  storming  of  the  Janiculum,  he  might  have  carried 
into  the  wilderness  a  still  formidable  army,  including 
perhaps  Manara  and  his  Lombards,  instead  of  the  three  or 
four  thousand  broken-hearted  men  who  left  Rome  with 
him  on  July  2  to  share  his  historic  *  retreat.'  Mazzini's 
advisers,  on  the  other  hand,  had  perhaps  a  higher  ration- 
ality on  their  side  when  they  determined  that  the  irrational 
defence  of  the  walls  of  Rome  should  be  continued  to  the 
very  last.  Garibaldi,  finding  his  advice  again  rejected,  on 
the  evening  of  June  27  threw  up  his  command,  and,  in  an 
explosion  of  anger  akin  to  the  primitive,  childish  wrath  of 
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Achilles,  carried  off  his  myrmidons  of  the  Legion  from  the 
Janiciilum  to  the  lower  town.  The  officers  of  the  remaining 
regiments  were  horror-struck  at  finding  themselves  deserted, 
and  their  anxiety  was  increased  by  the  evident  incompetence 
of  RoseUi,  who,  when  he  came  in  person  to  take  over  Gari- 
baldi's command  on  the  west  bank,  would  not  even  visit 
the  fines,  but  remained  poring  over  maps  in  the  Spada. 
Manara  hastened  down  to  find  Garibaldi,  expostulated  with 
him  on  his  misconduct  and  exposed  to  him  the  fatal  con- 
sequences that  must  ensue.  Garibaldi  listened  to  his  new 
friend,  repented,  and  returned  to  his  post  amid  the  cheers 
of  the  populace,  and  to  the  intense  joy  of  the  defenders 
of  the  Janiculum.  But  for  Manara's  timely  interference 
— the  last  but  not  the  least  service  which  he  rendered  to 
Italy — the  siege  of  Rome  would  have  ended  in  discord 
and  disgrace,  and  Garibaldi  would  have  carried  through 
fife  the  stigma  of  an  ungenerous  action,  to  which  anger 
alone  had  prompted  him,  but  which  many  of  his  countrymen 
would  readily  have  regarded  as  betrayal. 

When,  at  daybreak  of  June  28,  the  Garibaldian  Legion- 
aries returned  to  the  Janiculum  with  their  chief  to  share 
the  last  slaughter,  the  welcome  they  received  was  aU  the 
more  enthusiastic  because  their  rank  and  file  on  this  occasion 
appeared  for  the  first  time  in  the  famous  red  shirt,  which 
had  hitherto  distirguished  the  General's  staff.  Indeed, 
many  people,  ignoiant  of  the  crisis  that  had  been  averted, 
supposed  that  the  Legion  had  gone  down  to  the  town  only 
to  change  the  old  for  the  new  uniform. 

Those  who  donned  the  red  shirts  in  the  last  days  of  the 
siege  of  Rome,  and  faithfuUy  wore  it  during  the  next  month, 
deliberately  chose  a  dress  which,  from  one  end  ^  of  the 
Peninsula  to  the  other,  exposed  the  wearer  to  be  hunted 
fike  a  wolf  and  shot  at  sight.  In  less  than  twenty  years, 
times  had  so  far  changed,  and  so  famous  had  that  garb  of 
heroes  become,  that  poltroons  sometimes  chose  it  as  the 
cloak  of  self-seeking  and  noisy  patriotism  that  could  not 
stand  the  stress  of  battle.     But  if,  in  the  old  age  of  its 
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founder,  the  brotherhood  of  the  red  shirt  partook  of  the 
dechne  of  his  powers,  before  he  died  its  warfare  was  ac- 
comphshed,  and  Italy  was  free.* 

*  Qne  red-shirt  expedition  took  place  after  Garibaldi's  death.  His 
son,  Ricciotti,  led  several  hundred  volunteers  in  the  Greek  war  of  1897. 
The  Italians,  whose  generosity  in  going  to  risk  their  lives  for  the  freedom 
of  others  was  worthy  of  their  dead  master,  behaved  with  very  conspicuous 
courage.  In  the  war  of  1914-15  Garibaldi's  six  grandsons  raised  a  volim- 
teer  regiment  to  fight  for  France,  not,  however,  dressed  in  red  shirts. 
When  Italy  came  into  the  war  in  May  1915  the  fom:  still  surviving  grand- 
sons served  in  the  Italian  regular  army  with  distinction. 


CHAPTER  XI* 

THE  LAST  ASSAULT,   JUNE  30 — FALL  OF  ROME — 
DEPARTURE  OF  GARIBALDI 

'  Astur  hath  stormed  Janiciilum, 
And  the  stout  guards  are  slain.' 

Macaulay,  Lays  of  Ancient  Rome. 

The  end  was  now  at  hand.  The  French  artillery  were 
victors  in  the  duel  which  both  sides  had  waged  so  gallantly 
for  more  than  a  week  past.  The  Roman  batteries  were 
'  almost  choked  up  by  the  tempest  of  hostile  projectiles,' 
the  breastworks  along  the  line  of  the  Aurelian  wall  were 
mere  disorderly  heaps  of  earth,  and  on  the  city  wall  proper 
the  breach  in  the  Bastion  sloped  gently  down  from  the 
ruins  of  the  Casa  Merluzzo  to  the  road  outside,  where  the 
assailants  were  entrenched  not  many  yards  away. 

The  night  of  June  29-30,  the  Feast  of  St.  Peter  and 
St.  Paul,  was  selected  by  Oudinot  for  the  final  assault. 
During  the  earlier  part  of  the  night  the  festa  was  celebrated 
in  the  town  in  right  Roman  fashion,  with  lighting  of  candles 
in  the  windows,  and  sending  up  of  rockets  in  the  streets — 
functions  which  that  mercurial  people  would  not  forego 
even  under  the  shadow  of  impending  doom.  The  Trium- 
virate gave  official  countenance  to  these  mild  circenses,  and 
the  dome  of  St.  Peter's  blazed  with  every  extravagance  of 
colour.  The  French  officers,  as  they  stood  in  front  pf  their 
dark  columns,  waiting  for  the  signal  to  mount  the  breach, 
saw  below  them  the  holy  city  glowing  '  like  a  great  furnace, 
half-extinct,  but  still  surrounded  by  an  atmosphere  of 
fire.'  Suddenly  the  heavens  were  opened  in  wrath,  and  a 
deluge  of  rain  fell  on  the  disobedient  children  of  the  Pope, 

•  For  this  Chapter,  see  Maps  III.  and  V.  below. 
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extinguishing  their  last  poor  little  fires  of  joy.  When  the 
torrential  storm  had  passed  away,  one  light  alone,  from 
the  top  of  the  great  dome  of  St.  Peter's  still  shone  through 
the  thick  darkness,  beckoning  the  crusaders  to  the  assault. 

But  the  Italians  watching  on  the  Janiculum  were  in  no 
humour  for  the  child's  play  that  amused  their  compatriots 
below.  Scarcely  more  than  four  thousand  now  remained 
of  the  men  under  Garibaldi's  command.  Their  reserve  was 
posted  on  the  central  height  of  the  Pino  and  San  Pietro 
in  Montorio ;  from  that  point  to  the  Porta  Portese  the 
Trastevere  quarter  was  lined  with  troops  ;  the  Villa  Spada, 
which,  though  half  in  ruins,  was  still  the  headquarters, 
was  strongly  occupied  by  Manara  and  a  part  of  his  Ber- 
sagUeri ;  the  battery  near  the  Porta  San  Pancrazio  was 
entrusted  to  the  Garibaldian  Legion  and  to  the  remnant  of 
Hasina's  cavalry,  dismounted  and  armed  with  their  lances  for 
hand-to-hand  fighting.  Finally,  a  detachment  of  the  Ber- 
saglieri  were  marched  off,  under  a  blinding  storm  of  rain 
and  shells,  into  the  Casa  Merluzzo  Bastion,  to  defend  the 
house  and  the  open  breach  below  it.  *  The  poor  riflemen, 
buried  to  their  knees  in  mud,  struck  down  by  the  frequent 
and  fatal  descent  of  the  bombs,  took  the  perilous  places 
assigned  to  them  in  silent  discouragement.'  Their  leader 
was  the  boy-officer  Morosini,  perhaps  the  best  loved  of  all 
the  Lombard  youths  who  served  in  that  regiment : 

'  Not  yet  eighteen  years  of  age  (wrote  the  sad  survivor  of 
that  band  of  friends)  his  attractive,  his  angelic  goodness  had 
rendered  him  the  model  and  the  wonder  of  the  whole  battalion. 
Though  he  was  the  youngest  of  us  all,  we  almost  looked  on  him 
as  our  mentor,  and  were  used  to  call  him  our  guardian  angel, 
so  great  was  the  unsulHed  purity  of  his  conduct,  and  the  un- 
swerving rectitude  of  his  principles,  which  he  sought  to  instil 
and  maintain  uncontaminated  in  those  who  were  his  friends.' 

To  both  sides  the  long  delay  in  the  attack  caused  by 
the  storm  seemed  an  unbearable  suspense.  At  length, 
more  than  two  hours  after  midnight,  the  French  columns 
were  let  loose.    The  rain  had  stopped,  but  the  night  was 
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dark  as  the  grave.  With  the  impetuous  but  ordered  valour 
that  had  marked  their  conduct  throughout  the  siege,  the 
French  rushed  up  the  breach  under  a  heavy  fire  from  the 
Bersaglieri,  stormed  the  Casa  Merluzzo,  and  after  a  severe 
struggle  overpowered  the  defenders  of  the  bastion.  Moro- 
sini,  gravely  wounded,  was  carried  off  in  the  darkness  by 
four  of  his  men,  who  hastened  with  him  towards  the  Spada. 

Meanwhile  a  second  column  of  French,  starting  from 
the  Central  Bastion  captured  ten  days  before,  passed  along 
the  inside  of  the  walls  of  Rome,  leaving  the  Casa  Merluzzo 
on  their  left,  till  they  came  to  the  line  of  the  AureUan 
wall,  which  they  stormed  at  the  point  of  the  bayonet.* 
Once  within  the  lines  of  defence,  this  second  French  column 
obeyed  admirably,  in  spite  of  the  darkness  and  confusion, 
the  elaborate  orders  which  it  had  received.  One  part 
wheeled  to  the  right,  turning  the  flank  of  the  trenches 
along  the  AureUan  waU,  and  rushed  towards  the  Spada ; 
while  another  part  went  forward  to  the  left  to  capture 
the  battery  beside  the  Porta  San  Pancrgizio,  the  guns  of 
which  commanded  the  Casa  Merluzzo,  just  captured  by  the 
first  French  column. 

The  orders  of  the  second  column,  which  had  thus  pene- 
trated the  Roman  line,  were  to  give  no  quarter,  and  the 
orders  were  rigidly  obeyed.  The  four  Bersaglieri  who 
were  carr5dng  Morosini  to  the  Spada  feU  in  with  these 
new  enemies,  who  disregarded  their  attempts  to  surrender. 

Finding  themselves  again  surrounded  and  their  lives  ^ 
threatened,  rendered  ferocious  by  the  combat,  they  laid  down  | 
the  litter,  and  attempted  to  cut  their  way  through  the  ranks 
of  their  opponents  ;  then,  strange  to  say,  the  poor  lad  was 
seen  to  rise,  and  stand  erect  on  his  bloody  couch,  grasping  the 
sword  which  had  lain  at  his  side.  He  continued  to  defend  his 
already  ebbing  Hfe,  until,  struck  a  second  time  in  the  body, 
he  fell  once  more.  Moved  by  the  sight  of  so  much  courage, 
and  such  misfortune,  the  French  conveyed  him  to  their  hospital 
in  the  trenches.' 

*  See  Map  V.  below. 
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There  he  lingered  for  a  day,  and  died,  moving  his  captors 
in  the  hospital  to  tears,  and  impressing  them,  as  he  always 
impressed  those  who  saw  him,  with  that  rare  quality  of 
saintliness  which  in  every  age  is  the  natural  inheritance 
of  some  among  the  countrymen  of  St.  Francis.  Oudinot 
himself  was  moved  to  write  a  letter  recounting  these  things 
to  Morosini's  mother,  to  whom  and  to  his  sisters  the  boy 
had  been  wholly  devoted.  When  urged  not  to  let  him  go 
to  the  war,  she  had  answered  :  '  I  give  my  country  the 
best  I  have,  my  only  and  dearly-loved  son.'  She  had  not 
bargained  for  his  return.     '  In  such  mothers  Italy  revived.' 

The  detachment,  which  had  given  Morosini  his  final 
wound,  charged  along  the  inside  of  the  trenches,  driving 
before  them  all  the  Italians  they  found  there,  until  pursuers 
and  pursued  dashed  up  against  the  garden  gate  of  the 
Spada,  which  Manara  and  his  Bersaglieri  turned  out  to 
defend.  Not  being  able  in  the  darkness  to  tell  friend  from 
foe,  they  reserved  their  volley  until  Hoffstetter  could  dis- 
tinguish at  a  few  yards  the  epaulettes  which  marked  the 
French  uniform  ;  then  the  Bersaglieri  fired  with  terrible 
effect,  and  the  French  attack  recoiled. 

Garibaldi  himself  was  no  longer  in  the  Spada.  Starting 
up  at  the  first  alarm,  he  had  sprung  out,  sabre  in  hand, 
crying :  '  Ors'U  !  Questa  e  V  ultima  prova '  {'  Come  on !  This 
is  the  last  fight ').  There  was  need  of  him  outside,  for 
the  first  onslaught  of  the  French  columns  had  put  to  flight 
many  of  the  Italians,  who  were  rushing  about  through  the 
darkness  in  wild  panic,  while  others  were  still  desperately 
holding  their  own  in  small  groups  near  the  Merluzzo  bastion 
and  in  front  of  the  Savorelli.  At  this  crisis,  when  a  dis- 
graceful catastrophe  was  only  too  probable.  Garibaldi  and 
a  few  gallant  men  behind  him  flung  themselves  headlong 
on  the  victorious  French,  and  checked  their  career.  In- 
spired by  the  presence  of  their  chief,  the  runaways  turned 
back,  and  '  the  last  fight '  was  worthy  of  the  siege  of  Rome. 
'  I  saw  Garibaldi,'  wrote  Emilio  Dandolo,  '  spring  forward. 
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with  his  drawn  sword,  shouting  a  popular  hymn.'  In 
the  thick  of  the  melee  he  sang  and  struck  about  him  with 
his  heavy  cavalry  sabre,  which  next  day  was  seen  to  be 
covered  with  blood.  Behind  him  the  red-shirts  pressed 
into  battle.  Along  the  road  in  front  of  the  Savorelli,  and 
in  the  battery  near  the  Porta  San  Pancrazio,  Italians  and 
French  fought  hand-to-hand,  with  primaeval  rage.  In 
the  last  hour  of  darkness  before  dawn  the  whole  space  be- 
tween the  Pino  and  the  city  gate  was  a  swaying  mass  of  men 
killing  each  other  with  butt  and  bayonet,  lance  and  knife, 
to  the  cries  of  '  Viva  V  Italia  !  '  '  Vive  la  France  !  '  The 
cavaliers  of  Bologna,  who  had  been  Hasina's  comrades, 
and  were  for  a  short  while  his  survivors,  fought  on  foot 
among  the  guns  of  the  battery  until  nearly  all  had  perished. 
Next  day  the  French  Generals  saw,  with  admiration  and 
pity,  the  ground  covered  with  the  red  pennons  of  the  lances 
still  grasped  in  the  hands  of  the  slain. 

On  such  a  scene  came  up  the  golden  dawn,  and  there  in 
the  fresh  morning  were  Soracte,  and  Lucretilis,  and  the 
Alban  Mount,  again  as  of  old. 

With  the  first  light  the  Italians  re-occupied  the  line  of 
the  Aurelian  waU  and  the  road  in  front  of  the  Savorelli ; 
but  the  French,  with  their  admirable  promptitude  as 
engineers,  were  already  fortifying  themselves  round  the 
Casa  Merluzzo.  At  these  close  quarters  a  furious  cannonade  ^ 
and  musketry  fire,  varied  by  spasmodic  charges  of  infantry, 
continued  throughout  the  early  morning.  The  French 
batteries  on  the  Barberini  and  Central  Bastions  and  the 
Corsini  hill  renewed  their  bombardment  of  the  Spada  and 
Savorelli,  while  the  fire  of  the  infantry  from  the* newly 
captured  bastion  raked  the  Italian  lines!  The  defenders' 
cannon,  all  except  a  few  guns  in  the  Pino,  were  now  silent. 
Most  of  them  were  lying  overturned,  among  the  corpses, 
with  their  wheels  broken,  and  the  battery  near  the  Porta 
San  Pancrazio  was  in  the  hands  of  the  French.  Seeing 
that  the  city  gate  might  be  taken  at  any  moment.  Garibaldi 
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at  last  recalled  Medici  and  his  gallant  comrades  from  the 
ruins  of  the  Vascello,  which  the  army  of  France  had  failed 
to  take  by  assault.  Medici  and  his  men  retired  into  Rome 
unmolested,  and  in  perfect  order.  So  little  was  their  spirit 
broken  that  they  took  the  chief  part  in  a  successful  defence 
of  the  Savorelli  and  of  the  northern  bastion  behind  it, 
which  the  enemy  had  breached  but  now  assaulted  in  vain. 

The  principal  efforts  of  the  French  on  the  morning  of 
June  30  were,  however,  directed  to  make  the  Spada  un- 
tenable ;  and  within  its  walls  the  tragedy  of  Manara  and 
his  Lombard  regiment  was  fulfilled.  The  last  scene  in 
the  little  villa  must  always  be  described  in  the  words  of 
Emilio  Dandolo,  who,  though  not  yet  recovered  from  his 
severe  wound  of  June  3,  was  taking  his  part  in  the  defence  : 

'  Villa  Spada  was  surrounded  ;  we  shut  ourselves  into  the 
house,  barricading  the  doors,  and  defending  ourselves  from 
the  windows.  The  cannon-balls  fell  thickly,  spreading  devasta- 
tion and  death,  the  balls  of  the  Vincennes  chasseurs  hissed 
with  unerring  aim  through  the  shattered  windows.  It  is 
maddening  to  fight  within  the  Umits  of  a  house,  when  a  cannon- 
ball  may  rebound  from  every  wall,  and  where,  if  not  thus 
struck,  you  may  be  crushed  under  the  shattered  masonry ; 
where  the  air,  impregnated  with  smoke  and  gunpowder,  brings 
the  groans  of  the  wounded  more  distinctly  on  the  ear,  and 
where  the  feet  slip  along  the  bloody  pavement,  while  the  whole 
fabric  reels  and  totters  under  the  redoubling  shocks  of  the 
cannonade.  The  defence  had  already  lasted  two  hours.  Manara 
passed  continually  from  one  room  to  another,  seeking  to 
reanimate  the  combatants  by  his  presence  and  words.  I  fol- 
lowed him,  distracted  by  anxiety,  having  had  no  news  from 
Morosini ;  a  ball,  rebounding  from  the  wall,  wounded  my 
right  arm.  "  Perdio  !  "  exclaimed  Manara,  who  was  standing 
at  my  side.  "  Are  you  always  the  one  to  be  struck  ?  Am  I  to 
take  nothing  away  from  Rome  ?  " 

'  A  few  minutes  afterwards  he  was  standing  at  an  open 
window,  looking  through  his  telescope  at  some  of  the  enemy 
who  were  in  the  act  of  planting  a  cannon,  when  a  shot  from  a 
carabine  passed  through  his  body.  "  I  am  a  dead  man,"  he 
said,  falling  ;  "  I  commend  my  children  to  you."     The  surgeon 
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hastened  to  his  assistance.  I  looked  inquiringly  into  his 
countenance,  and,  seeing  him  turn  pale,  lost  all  hope.  He  was 
laid  on  a  hand-barrow,  and,  taking  advantage  of  a  momentary 
pause  in  the  firing,  we  passed  through  a  broken-down  window 
into  the  open  country'.' 

Still,  after  their  chief  had  been  carried  off  to  die,  the 
Bersaglieri  continued  the  defence  of  the  villa,  tiU  almost 
everyone  inside  its  walls,  as  well  as  Hoffstetter  and  Dan- 
dolo,  had  been  wounded. 

Finally,  when  the  ammunition  was  running  low.  Gari- 
baldi headed  a  last  desperate  charge  of  his  own  Legionaries 
and  some  of  Pasi's  line  regiment  against  the  French  posi- 
tions. Again,  as  on  the  night  before,  it  was  cold  steel, 
and  again  Garibaldi  fought  in  the  front,  dealing  death 
with  his  sword,  reckless  of  his  life,  and  against  aU  the 
chances  remaining  unscathed.  The  French  could  not 
be  dislodged ;  gradually  the  firing  slackened.  A  truce 
was  arranged  at  mid-day  for  the  gathering  of  the  dead 
and  wounded,  and  Garibaldi  was  summoned  to  the  Capitol, 
where  the  Assembly  was  discussing  the  question  of  sur- 
render. Although  the  ruins  of  the  Spada  had  not  been 
stormed,  all  knew  that  Rome  had  fallen. 

Meanwhile  Dandolo  and  his  men  had  carried  Manara 
to  the  rear. 

'  After  many  windings  and  turnings  we  reached  the  am- 
bulance of  Sa.  Maria  della  Scala,  where  a  hundred  of  the  most 
severely  wounded  had  been  already  placed,  it  being  impossible 
to  have  them  conveyed  to  a  greater  distance.  The  moment 
we  arrived,  Manara  desired  me  to  send  for  his  Milanese  friend, 
Dr.  Agostino  Bertani.' 

When  the  patriot  doctor,  who  had  done  so  much  during 
the  last  fortnight  to  mitigate  the  wretched  condition  of  the 
wounded  in  Rome,  arrived  by  the  death-bed  of  his  friend,  | 
Manara  exclaimed  :  '  Oh,  Bertani,  let  me  die  quickly  !  I 
suffer  too  much.'  No  other  complaint  escaped  his  lips 
•  during  the  long  hours  of  agony. 
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'  After  having  partaken  of  the  Sacrament,  he  did  not  speak 
for  a  considerable  time.  His  first  words  were  to  commend  his 
sons  again  to  my  care.  "  Bring  them  up,"  he  said,  "  in  the 
love  of  religion,  and  of  their  country."  He  begged  me  to  carry 
his  remains  into  Lombardy,  together  with  those  of  my  brother. 
Perceiving  that  I  wept,  he  said,  "Does  it  indeed  pain  you  so 
much  that  I  die  ?  "  And,  seeing  that  my  sufiocating  sobs 
prevented  my  replying,  he  added,  in  an  undertone,  but  with 
the  holiest  expression  of  resignation  :  "  It  grieves  me  also."  .  .  . 

'  A  short  time  before  he  died  he  took  off  a  ring,  which  he 
valued  greatly,  placed  it  himself  on  my  finger,  and  then  drawing 
me  close  to  him,  said,  "  I  will  embrace  your  brother  for  you. 
Saluterb  tuo  fratello  per  te,  n'  I  vero  ?  "  '* 

So  Emilio  Dandolo  was  left  desolate  in  the  world,  like 
many  another  noble  Italian  that  year.  He  had  lost  in  one 
month  the  three  men  whom  he  loved — his  brother  Enrico, 
Morosini,  and  Manara.  And  he  had  lost  his  country. 
With  a  broken  heart  he  wrote  for  posterity  the  story  of  his 
regiment,  and  dedicated  it  to  the  memory  of  his  thres 
friends.  Then  he  endured,  distracting  himself  as  best  he 
might,  for  ten  years,  till  his  country  again  began  to  stir 
for  her  next  great  effort,  this  time  with  the  gallant  French 
army  on  her  side.  In  February  1859,  when,  in  the  captive 
cities  of  Italy,  men  with  secret  elation  sniffed  the  breath 
of  coming  war,  welcome  as  the  scents  of  spring  after  a 
northern  winter,  Emilio  Dandolo  died.  Pro  solitd  humani- 
tate  sua,  death  came  when  at  length  he  was  unwelcome. 
The  great  demonstration  at  Dandolo's  funeral  in  Milan,  in 
the  face  of  the  Austrians,  who  dared  not  interfere,  was  no 
unworthy  national  tribute  to  the  last  of  the  band  of  friends 
who  had  led  the  Lombard  Bersaglieri  to  Rome. 

*  It  is  to  be  observed  that  these  oflacers  of  the  Lombard  Bersaglieri 
were  not  prevented  by  their  religion  (though  it  was  orthodox  and  not 
Mazzinian)  from  fighting  against  the  Pope  as  Temporal  ruler.  In  Gari- 
baldi's Legion  many  of  the  men,  like  their  chief,  were  free-thinkers, 
though  they  loved  their  chaplain,  Ugo  Bassi.  Manara  and  Garibaldi 
represented  the  two  sides  of  the  Risorgimento,  not  only  in  politics  but  in 
religion.  It  was  the  union  of  these  elements  that  made  the  cause  national, 
and  ultimately  irresistible. 
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But  among  the  rank  and  file  of  that  regiment  were 
some  whom,  I  think,  we  should  pity  yet  more  than  Dan- 
dolo,  if  only  we  knew  their  story.  After  they  had  buried 
their  chief,  over  whose  grave  the  trumpets  wailed,  and 
Ugo  Bassi,  himself  about  to  perish,  spoke  the  funeral 
oration,  the  regiment  was  in  a  few  days'  time  disbanded. 
But  the  Lombards  had  no  home  to  which  to  return  ;  the 
Austrian  ruled  again  in  their  native  province,  and  as  yet 
Victor  Emmanuel  dared  not  harbour  many  of  them  in 
Piedmont.  So  *  these  unhappy  exiles,  driven  out  of  Rome, 
condemned  to  beg  their  bread  in  the  streets  of  Civitavecchia, 
were  driven  by  despair  either  to  enrol  themselves  in  an 
African  (French)  regiment,  or  to  give  themselves  up  to 
the  Austrians,'  who  were  certain  to  flog,  imprison,  or  shoot 
them  as  rebels  and  deserters. 

Such  then  (says  Dandolo)  was  the  fate  of  the  Lombard 
rifle  brigade — a  corps  which  was  a  model  of  discipline  and  of 
courageous  endurance  in  misfortune.  .  .  .  Thus  was  it  left, 
after  so  many  perils  and  hardships,  in  such  infamous  neglect 
that  the  survivors  were  often  heard  to  envy  those  who,  by  an 
honourable  death  on  the  battle-field,  had  escaped  the  still  more 
cruel  alternative  of  being  scattered  as  miserable  wanderers 
over  the  face  of  the  earth.' 

To  starve  in  the  slums  of  foreign  cities,  or  serve  far  off 
under  a  hated  flag,  while  the  country  for  which  a  man's 
best  friends  have  died  has  fallen  back  into  servitude,  per- 
haps for  ever,  may  appear  a  romantic  fate  in  the  retrospect, 
after  Italy  has  been  redeemed,  but  to  the  actual  suflerers 
it  was  bitter  as  the  lot  of  Andromache. 

*  Exile,  what  of  the  night  ? 

The  tides  and  the  hours  run  out. 
The  season  of  death  and  of  doubt. 
The  night  watches  bitter  and  sore.' 

About  mid-day  on  June  30,  while  Manara  was  dying  in 
the  hospital.  Garibaldi  was  galloping  across  the  Tiber  to 
the  Capitol,  whither  the  Assembly  of  the  Roman  Repubhc 


GARIBALDI  IN  THE  ASSEMBLY  219 

had  summoned  him  to  attend  its  fateful  session.  He  rode 
in  haste,  for  though  the  fighting  had  died  away,  he  would 
not  consent  to  be  absent  from  his  post  longer  than  one 
hour.  He  had  missed  death  in  the  battle,  and  his  heart 
was  bitter  within  him.  To  add  to  his  misery,  news  had 
just  been  brought  that  his  faithful  negro  friend,  Aguyar, 
who  had  so  often  guarded  his  life  in  the  perils  of  war,  had 
been  killed  by  a  shell  whilst  walking  across  a  street  in  the 
Tra.stevere.  Garibaldi,  who  was  far  above  base  racial 
pride,  and  regarded  all  men  as  brothers  to  be  valued  each 
according  to  his  deserts,  had  given  his  love  freely  to  the 
noble  Othello,  who  in  body  and  soul  alike  far  surpassed 
the  common  type  of  white  man.*  Sore  at  heart,  and  pre- 
occupied by  bitter  thoughts,  he  galloped  up  to  the  Capitol, 
dismounted,  and  entered  the  Assembly  as  he  was,  his  red 
shirt  covered  with  dust  and  blood,  his  face  still  moist  with 
the  sweat  of  battle,  his  sword  so  bent  that  it  stuck  half- 
way out  of  the  scabbard.  The  members,  deeply  moved, 
rose  to  their  feet  and  cheered,  as  he  walked  slowly  to  the 
tribune  and  mounted  the  steps. 

They  had  sent  to  ask  his  advice  on  the  three  plans, 
between  which,  as  Mazzini  had  told  them  in  his  speech 
that  morning,  they  were  now  reduced  to  choose.  They 
could  surrender ;  they  could  die  fighting  in  the  streets ; 
or,  lastly,  they  could  make  their  exodus  into  the  mountains, 
taking  with  them  the  Government  and  army.  This  third 
plan  was  that  which  Garibaldi  had  for  some  days  past 
been  urging  on  the  Triumvirate,  and  he  now  pressed  the 
Assembly  to  adopt  it,  in  a  brief  and  vigorous  speech. 

He  brushed  aside  the  idea  of  continuing  the  defence  of 
Rome.  It  could  no  longer,  he  showed  them,  be  carried  on 
even  by  street  fighting,  for  the  Trastevere  must  be  aban- 
doned, and  the  enemy's  cannon  from  the  height  of  San 
Pietro  in  Montorio  could  reduce  the  capital  of  the  world 
to  ashes.     As  to  surrender,  he  does  not  seem  to  have  dis- 

*  Aguyar,  like  the  traditional  Othello  of  the  stage,  was  called  a  Moor, 
but  was  a  Negro. 
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cussed  it.  There  remained  the  third  plan — to  carry  the 
Government  and  army  into  the  wilderness.  This  he  ap- 
proved. '  Dovunque  saremo,  cold  sard  Roma '  ('  Wherever 
we  go,  there  wiU  be  Rome '),  he  said.  This  was  the  part  he 
had  chosen  for  himself  and  for  everyone  who  would  come 
with  him.  But  he  wished  to  have  only  volunteers,  and  to 
take  no  one  on  false  pretences.  He  declared  that  he  could 
promise  nothing,  and  very  honestly  drew  for  the  senators 
a  picture  of  the  Ufe  of  danger  and  hardship  to  which  he 
invited  them. 

Altogether  it  was  a  wise  and  noble  speech,  for  it  put 
an  end  to  aU  thought  of  bringing  further  ruin  on  the  build- 
ings of  Rome,  and  at  the  same  time  offered  a  path  of  glory 
and  sacrifice  to  those  who,  Hke  himself,  were  determined 
never  to  treat  with  the  foreigner  on  Italian  soil.  Having 
spoken,  he  left  the  hall  and  galloped  back  to  the  Janiculum. 

In  the  discussion  that  followed,  Mazzini  supported  the 
proposal  of  Garibaldi.  But  to  go  out  and  perish  was  the 
part  only  of  the  few,  and  the  Assembly  did  right  when  it 
refrained  from  adopting  the  exodus  as  an  official  programme. 
It  passed  the  following  resolution  : 

'  In  the  name  of  God  and  the  People  : — 
'  The  Constituent  Assembly  of  Rome  ceases  from  a  defence 
that  has  become  impossible,  and  remains  at  its  post.' 

Mazzini  protested  against  the  decision,  refused  to  par- 
ticipate in  the  surrender,  and  resigned,  together  with  his 
two  fellow  triumvirs.* 

One  of  the  last  acts  of  the  RepubHcan  Assembly  was 
to  confer  on  Roselli  and  Garibaldi,  jointly  and  separately, 
plenary  powers  in  the  territories  of  the  Roman  Republic. 
Garibaldi  always  considered  this  decree  to   be  in   force 

*  I  see  nothing  inconsistent  in  Mazzini's  refusal  to  go  out  with  Gari- 
baldi, after  the  Assembly  had  refused  to  adopt  the  plan  of  a  general  exodus 
of  the  Government.  If  Mazzini  had  gone  with  Garibaldi  merely  as  a 
private  individual,  there  would  have  been  Uttle  advantage  as  a  matter  of 
principle,  and  the  strained  relations  with  Garibaldi  would  have  been  a 
constant  source  of  irritation  to  both  men,  and  to  the  army  also. 
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during  the  next  twenty  years  of  papal  usurpation.  In 
i860,  1862,  and  1867,  in  the  expeditions  that  ended  at  Naples, 
at  Aspromonte,  and  at  Mentana,  he  still  regarded  himself 
as  a  Roman  general-in-chief,  by  a  vote  never  superseded 
until  the  people  chose  Victor  Emmanuel  as  their  king. 
He  was,  therefore,  always  ready  to  act  on  occasion,  as  one 
having  authority  in  any  part  of  the  Roman  Repubhc  stiU 
unredeemed  by  Italy.*  As  the  years  went  by,  and  old  age 
drew  on,  the  office  which  he  still  held  was  ever  present  to 
his  mind,  at  once  as  a  legal  formula  binding  him  over  to 
break  the  peace,  and  as  a  mystical  summons  to  deliver 
Rome. 

The  French  troops  were  to  make  their  entry  on  July  3. 
Garibaldi  had  little  left  to  do  on  the  ist  and  2nd,  except 
to  hurry  on  his  own  departure.  Every  man  was  supposed 
to  have  free  choice  to  go  with  the  General  or  to  stay,  but 
the  officers  of  most  of  the  old  papal  regiments  used  pressure 
to  keep  back  those  under  their  command,  and  many  soldiers, 
including  some  of  Garibaldi's  own  Legion,  were,  against 
the  wishes  of  their  chief,  forcibly  detained  in  the  castle  of 
St.  Angelo.  There  were  searchings  of  heart  in  Rome ; 
mothers,  wives,  and  sweethearts  strove  to  keep  their  men 
from  going  on  an  expedition  which  would  reach  no  point 
of  safety  by  advancing,  and  had  no  base  on  which  to  retreat. 
The  motives  were  very  various  which  induced  some  4,000 
Italians  to  start  on  the  wildest  and  most  romantic  of  all 
Garibaldi's  marches.  Many  went  to  avoid  the  papal  dun- 
geons, some  few  hoped  for  opportunity  to  plunder,  and  some 
merely  sought  escort  and  company  upon  their  way  back 
towards  their  homes  in  the  provinces.  Others  went  out  of 
anger  at  their  country's  wrongs,  sharing  the  determination 
of  their  chief  never  to  lay  down  arms  to  foreigners  on 
Italian  ground  ;    others  nourished  a  delusive  hope  that 

*  E.g.,  proclamation  of  May  i860,  signed  *G.  Garibaldi,  General  of  the 
Romans,  appointed  by  a  Government  elected  by  vmiversal  suffrage ' — (viz. 
in  1849). 
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something  might  yet  be  done ;  and  more  still  were  ready 
to  follow  Garibaldi  blindly  to  the  world's  end,  asking  not 
for  victory,  but  to  be  allowed  to  be  with  him  in  life  and 
death. 

It  was  for  love  of  Garibaldi  that  Swiss  Hoffstetter  yet 
awhile  denied  himself  the  happiness  of  returning  to  his 
free  and  peaceful  Alps,  and  risked  his  life  again  for  a  country 
not  his  own,  in  a  venture  which  he  considered  hopeless. 
On  the  night  of  July  i,  the  eve  of  the  departure,  he  dined 
with  the  General  and  his  wife,  Anita  had  by  now  made 
it  clear  that,  in  spite  of  her  husband's  earnest  prayers  and 
remonstrances,  she  was  coming  with  him  on  the  march. 

'  She  was  a  woman  of  about  twenty-eight  (Hoffstetter 
observed),  with  a  very  dark  complexion,  interesting  features, 
and  a  slight  delicate  figure.  But  at  the  first  glance  one  recog- 
nised the  Amazon.  At  the  evening  meal  to  which  the  General 
had  invited  me,  I  could  see  with  what  tenderness  and  attention 
he  treated  his  wife.' 

Next  day  Garibaldi  met  by  appointment  the  soldiers 
who  had  volunteered  to  come  with  him.  The  scene  fixed 
for  the  meeting  was  the  Piazza  of  St.  Peter's,  the  greatest 
of  the  open  spaces  in  the  city,  l5dng  in  the  shadow  of  the 
most  famous  church  and  palace  in  the  world.  It  was  filled 
by  thousands  upon  thousands  of  the  inhabitants  of  Rome, 
come  to  say  good-bye  to  their  heroes.  The  whole  space 
enclosed  by  Bernini's  semicircular  colonnade  of  gigantic 
pillars  seemed  paved  with  human  faces.  The  crowd  stood 
packed  up  to  the  very  doors  of  the  Vatican.  In  the  middle 
were  the  troops,  scarcely  able  to  keep  their  footing,  and 
quite  imable  to  keep  their  order,  in  that  tossing  ocean  of 
men  and  women  gesticulating  in  wild  excitement  to  ex- 
press every  form  of  conflicting  emotion.  Garibaldi  had 
not  yet  come,  and  all  attention  was  centred  on  the  volun- 
teers who  had  undertaken  to  share  his  march.  Mothers 
were  trying  to  pull  their  sons  away ;  youths  of  seventeen 
and  eighteen  were  breaking  by  force  from  their  families 
and  tr5dng  to  hide  themselves  in  the  ranks.     Suddenly  a 
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roar  of  cheering  was  heard  from  the  Borgo.  All  eyes  were 
turned  towards  the  mouth  of  the  narrow  street  where  the 
waving  of  hats  and  handkerchiefs  showed  that  it  was  he. 

'  In  the  midst  of  the  swaying  crowd  which  discharged  itself 
from  the  Via  del  Borgo  on  to  the  Piazza,  we  saw  appear  (says 
Koelman)  the  black  feathers  of  Garibaldi  ;  he  was  surrounded, 
not  by  his  staff  officers  (for  they  were  seen  scattered  here  and 
there  making  efforts  to  reunite),  but  by  citizens  and  women 
who  stormed  him  from  all  sides.  He  only  managed  slowly  and 
with  difficulty  to  reach  the  Egyptian  obelisk,  that  stands  in 
the  middle  of  the  Piazza.  Here  he  stopped  and  turned  his 
horse,  and  when  his  staff  had  joined  him,  he  gave  a  sign  with 
his  hand  to  stop  the  cheers.  After  they  had  been  repeated 
with  double  force,  there  was  a  dead  calm  on  the  square.' 

In  that  stillness  after  the  tempest,  the  sonorous,  thrilling 
voice  was  heard  almost  to  the  outskirts  of  the  vast  crowd  : 

'  Fortune,  who  betrays  us  to-day,  will  smile  on  us  to- 
morrow. I  am  going  out  from  Rome.  Let  those  who  wish 
to  continue  the  war  against  the  stranger,  come  with  me.  I 
offer  neither  pay,  nor  quarters,  nor  provisions  ;  I  offer  hunger, 
thirst,  forced  marches,  battles  and  death.  Let  him  who  loves 
his  country  in  his  heart  and  not  with  his  Ups  only,  follow  me.' 

'  Fame,  sete,  marcie  forzaie,  hattaglie  e  morte,'  such  was 
the  offer,  and  no  more.  Having  so  spoken  and  appointed 
the  Lateran  for  the  rendezvous  of  departure  that  evening, 
he  rode  away  again,  as  he  had  come,  slowly  through  the 
frantic  and  sobbing  crowd.  Above  the  upturned  faces  of 
those  broken-hearted  men  and  women  rose  the  calm  and  set 
features  of  Garibaldi,  resembling  a  perfect  type  of  ancient 
Greek  beauty,  and  lit  up  with  that  serene  and  simple  regard 
of  fortitude  and  faith  which  gave  him  power  to  lead  the 
feeble  multitudes  of  mortal  men,  as  though  he  were  the  sole 
descendant  of  some  fabled,  god-like  race  of  old. 

About  six  in  the  afternoon  another  assembly,  smaller, 
sterner,  and  more  business-like,  was  being  held  within  the 
Lateran  Gate.  Garibaldi  and  his  troops  had  found  their 
way  thither  across  the  Ponte  Sant'  Angelo,  and  past  the 
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adored  ruins  of  the  Forum  and  Coliseum,  which  few  of 
them  ever  saw  again.  The  open  space  round  the  Lateran, 
where  they  now  held  the  muster-roll,  hard  by  the  gate  in 
the  ancient  wall  of  the  emperors,  in  fuU  sight  of  the  Cam- 
pagna  and  the  Alban  Hills  beyond,  was  the  part  of  Rome 
specially  dedicated  by  its  associations  to  the  antiquity, 
power,  and  terror  of  the  mediaeval  Popes,  whose  manes 
were  once  more  driving  out  to  chastisement  and  death 
these  children  of  a  rebellious  generation.  There  rose  the 
Lateran  Palace,  the  residence  of  the  Popes  from  the  time 
of  Constantine  till  the  migration  to  Avignon,  during  the 
ten  centuries  of  their  greatest  power,  the  spot  from  which 
they  had  given  law  to  the  kings  of  Europe,  and  cast  out 
their  shoe  over  remotest  Germany  and  England.  And 
there  rose  that  strange  monument,  the  TricHniimi  of  Leo 
III.,  displa5dng  in  mosaic  work,  before  the  eyes  of  the 
Garibaldian  democrats,  the  forms  of  popes  and  emperors 
kneeling  together  to  receive  from  the  divine  powers  the 
insignia  of  their  right  to  rule  the  world — the  thousand 
year  old  theory  of  mediaeval  Christendom  which  even  in 
its  decUne  was  stUl  too  strong  for  these  rebels.  There, 
too,  was  the  basilica  church  of  San  Giovanni  in  Laterano, 
'  omnium  urbis  et  orbis  ecclesiarum  mater  et  caput,'  on  the 
top  of  whose  fa9ade  towered  that  row  of  colossal  statues, 
stiU  one  of  the  most  imposing  of  the  sky-signs  of  Rome, 
gigantic  bishops  and  doctors  of  the  ancient  Church  leaning 
forward  to  curse  all  heretics — figures  not  of  love,  but  of 
terror,  holding  out  threatening  arms  to  tell  man  that  he 
shall  not  be  free. 

Thus,  in  the  enchanted  grounds  of  their  enemies,  the 
little  army  formed  itself  and  waited  during  the  last  hours 
of  daylight  for  the  word  to  march.  Ciceruacchio  was 
there,  kind  and  jolly  as  ever,  in  plain  clothes,  riding  beside 
his  younger  son,  a  boy  of  thirteen.*  And  there  was  friar 
Ugo  Bassi,  with  his  red  shirt  and  crucifix  ;   the  manuscript 

*  His  elder  son,  Luigi,  aged  twenty,  who  had  murdered  Rossi,  was  also 
in  the  expedition,  dressed  in  a  red  shirt. 
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of  a  religious  poem  that  he  was  writing  was  hung  in  a  leather 
box  round  his  waist,  his  long  hair  fell  to  his  shoulders, 
and  he  was  mounted  on  a  spirited  English  horse  which 
Garibaldi  had  given  him  so  that  he  should  be  ever  by  his 
side.  Anita  came  mounted  and  dressed  like  a  man,  in  the 
garb  of  the  Legion,  for  her  last  campaign.  In  all  there  were 
some  four  thousand  ready  to  start,  mostly  men  of  the  volun- 
teer regiments.  Conspicuous  among  the  rest  were  the  red 
Legionaries,  of  whom  far  the  greater  part  were  there,  and 
a  hundred  or  more  of  the  Lombard  Bersaglieri.  A  few 
units  of  Masina's  lancers  who  had  survived  June  30,  and 
several  hundred  papal  dragoons,  some  of  whom  had  broken 
out  from  the  stables  where  their  officers  had  locked  them 
in,  formed  a  small  but,  as  it  proved,  a  very  efficient  scouting 
force  of  cavalry. 

Here,  too,  a  large  crowd  of  friends  had  come  to  see  them 
off.  Men  were  standing  on  carriages,  and  climbing  on  to 
each  other's  shoulders  to  get  a  glimpse  of  the  sad  review. 
At  last,  not  before  eight  o'clock,  the  word  to  march  was 
given,  and  the  troops  began  to  pass  out  gradually  and  in 
order  under  the  ancient  gateway,  while  the  addio  of  those 
who  were  left  behind  sounded  after  them  down  the  darken- 
ing road. 

When  the  rear  of  the  column  had  vanished,  and  the 
last  cries  had  died  away  in  the  night,  many  a  man  who  had 
come  to  see  the  departure  of  the  Garibaldians  turned  home 
with  the  sick  feeling  that  they  had  chosen  the  happier  lot. 
They  were  free,  and  they  would  soon  be  dead.  But  in 
Rome  the  priest,  the  spy,  and  the  foreigner  were  the  masters 
before  whom  all  must  tremble  for  long  years  to  come. 
Even  before  the  re-establishment  of  the  papal  authorities, 
the  comparatively  indifferent  French  caretakers,  whose 
troops  made  their  unwelcome  entry  into  Rome  on  July  3, 
took  steps  towards  the  old  system  of  delation  and  arrest, 
though  at  first  with  but  little  result.  General  Rostolan, 
named  military  governor  of  the  conquered  town, 
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'instituted  a  search  (as  we  learn  from  his  modem  compatriot 
M.  Bittard  des  Portes)  for  the  most  deeply  compromised  of 
the  revolutionaries.  The  greater  part  escaped,  thanks  to  the 
complicity  of  the  Consular  Agents  of  England  and  the  United 
States,  who  had  always  been  our  enemies,  and  who,  under 
cover  of  their  passports,  enabled  the  principal  chiefs  of  the 
Revolution  to  pass  through  the  French  lines  and  avoid  the 
Conseil  de  Guerre.'  * 

The  anger  still  shared  by  the  clerical  historians  of  to-day 
was  loudly  expressed  at  the  time  against  the  British  Con- 
sular agent,  Freeborn,  who  had,  indeed,  by  a  very  wide  in- 
terpretation of  his  diplomatic  privileges,  issued  several  hun- 
dred of  these  passes.  Even  Lord  Palmerston  felt  obliged 
to  rebuke  him  for  his  noble  fault,  f  But  the  fact  that 
in  Italy's  darkest  hour  many  of  her  best  sons  were  saved 
from  the  dungeon  or  the  scaffold  by  the  representative  of 
England,  in  a  manner  however  Uttle  authorised,  was  one 
of  the  first  links  in  the  long  chain  of  events  that  now  began 
to  bind  together  the  two  countries.  Nor,  in  spite  of  clerical 
writers,  does  the  France  of  our  own  day  any  longer  regard 
England  as  an  enemy  because  of  her  friendship  to  Italy 
and  to  freedom. 

Mazzini  for  some  days  walked  about  the  streets  of  Rome, 
as  a  private  citizen,  challenging  the  vengeance  of  a  people 
over  whom,  according  to  his  enemies,  he  had  exercised  so 
hateful  a  tyranny.  The  French,  knowing  how  much  he 
was  loved,  dared  not  arrest  him,  though  they  were  hunting 
in  vain  for  the  other  leaders.  After  about  a  week  he,  too, 
fled,  and  found  his  way  back  to  England,  where  he  re- 
mained for  the  greater  part  of  his  long,  sad  life.  '  Italy  is 
my  country,'  he  said,  '  but  England  is  my  real  home,  if 
I  have  any.'     Before  the  end  he  had  grown  actually  to  love 

*  The  French  tried  to  search  the  house  of  the  American  Consul,  Brown, 
for  political  refugees,  but  he  met  them  on  the  stairs  with  a  sword  in  one 
hand  and  the  Stars  and  Stripes  in  the  other. 

t  The  American  chargi  d'affaires,  Mr.  Cass,  had  offered  a  pass  to  Gari- 
baldi among  others.  He  refused  it,  but  recorded  the  fact  gratefully  in  his 
Memoirs. 
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the  fogs  and  the  hazy  London  atmosphere,  in  which  the 
prophet  seems  to  have  found  the  sorrows  and  shortcomings 
of  mankind  more  softened  and  bearable,  than  amid  the 
hard,  clear  outlines  revealed  beneath  the  Italian  sky. 

The  restored  Papacy,  under  the  guidance  of  Antonelli, 
was  no  longer  the  half-Uberal  policy  of  Pio  Nono's  first 
years,  but  the  old  clerical  regime  of  former  Popes.  Every 
vestige  of  representative  government,  every  trace  of  in- 
stitutions securing  person  and  property  against  absolute 
power,  was  swept  away ;  the  Liberal  press  was  again 
silenced  ;  the  spies,  lay  and  clerical,  were  again  let  loose 
on  the  people  ;  the  prisons  and  galleys  were  filled  with  those 
who  had  consented  to  serve  the  Republic.  Some  of  the 
victims  of  the  restoration  had,  like  Ripari,  been  guilty  of 
doctoring  the  wounded  ;  others  belonged  to  the  Moderate 
party,  on  whose  behalf  the  French  had  pretended  to  interfere. 
The  rulers  soon  turned  against  themselves  those  classes 
which  had  been  hitherto  comparatively  loyal  to  the  old 
order  : 

'  The  inferior  clergy  were  neither  friendly  to  the  Government 
nor  its  accomplices  ;  the  population  of  the  rural  districts  were 
discontented  with  the  taxes,  discontented  with  the  foreigners 
who  disarmed  them,  discontented  with  the  poUce  which  gave 
them  up  as  a  prey  to  thieves.' 

So  wrote  Farini,  who,  as  a  staunch  Moderate,  had  been 
bitterly  hostile  to  the  Mazzinian  Republic;  in  December 
1852  he  wrote  to  Mr.  Gladstone  : 

'The  Government  is,  as  formerly,  purely  clerical,  for  the 
Cardinal  Secretary  of  State  is  the  only  real  Minister  ;  Cardinals 
and  Prelates  prevail,  if  not  in  number,  at  any  rate  in  authority, 
in  the  Council  of  State  and  in  the  Consulta  of  Finance  :  Car- 
dinals and  Prelates  govern  the  Provinces  ;  the  clergy  alone 
have  the  administration  of  all  that  relates  to  instruction, 
charity,  diplomacy,  justice,  censorship,  and  the  poUce.  The 
finances  are  ruined  ;  commerce  and  traffic  at  the  very  lowest 
ebb  ;  smuggling  has  sprung  to  Ufe  again  ;  all  the  immunities, 
all   the  jurisdiction   of   the   clergy   are   restored.     Taxes   and 
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rates  are  imposed  in  abundance,  without  rule  or  measure. 
There  is  neither  public  nor  private  safety  ;  no  moral  authority, 
no  real  army,  no  railroads,  no  telegraphs.  Studies  are  neglected ; 
there  is  not  a  breath  of  liberty,  not  a  hope  of  tranquil  life  ; 
two  foreign  armies  ;  a  permanent  state  of  siege,  atrocious  acts 
of  revenge,  factions  raging,  universal  discontent ;  such  is  the 
Papal  Government  of  the  present  day.' 

This  regime  differed  in  no  essential  point  from  that  of 
Gregory  XVI.,  except  that  it  was  maintained  by  foreign 
bayonets  not  only  in  the  distant  provinces,  but  in  Rome 
itself,  and  that  it  stood  no  longer  as  a  venerable  though 
decayed  relic  of  the  nation's  past,  but  as  a  tyranny  re- 
imposed  by  force  on  the  ruins  of  a  free  Government  and 
of  a  people's  hopes. 


PART   III 

GARIBALDI'S   RETREAT   AND   ESCAPE 


CHAPTER  XII* 

THE    RETREAT,   I. — ROME    TO  AREZZO — ESCAPE   FROM   THE 
FRENCH,    SPANIARDS   AND    NEAPOLITANS 

'  As  Garibaldi  fortunately  marched  out  of  Rome  to  the  South  at  the 
head  of  his  six  thousand  partisans,  who  are  hotly  pursued  by  the  First 
Division  of  the  French,  the  worst  enemies  of  the  country  will  probably 
be  annihilated.'  Times  (Leading  Article),  ]vly  lo. 

'  There  is  a  Mrs.  Garibaldi ;  she  went  out  with  him  to  the  Abruzzi.  I 
hope  the  French  won't  cut  them  to  pieces,  but  vice  versd.' 

Arthur  Clough  (Letter  from  Rome),  July  6. 

The  column  of  about  four  thousand  men  who,  with  a 
train  of  waggons  and  one  little  cannon,  set  out  at  night- 
fall of  July  2,  from  under  the  Porta  San  Giovanni,  had  need 
to  be  across  the  low  ground  before  daylight.  Next  morning 
must  see  them  twenty  miles  away  in  some  defensible  post 
on  a  spur  of  the  Sabine  hills,  no  longer  exposed  in  the  open 
Campagna  to  the  attack  of  the  foreign  soldiers  who  had 
so  kindly  made  it  their  business  to  '  annihilate  the  worst 
enemies  of  the  country.' 

Every  precaution  had  been  taken  by  a  chief  who  was 
a  master  of  the  art  of  night  marches.  He  sent  out  the 
cavalry  to  scout  through  the  darkness  for  the  French 
columns,  in  front,  rear,  and  flank,  round  the  walls  of  Rome 

•  For  this  Chapter,  see  Maps  IV.  and  VI.,  at  end  of  book. 
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and  along  the  numerous  roads  diverging  in  all  directions 
over  the  plain.  The  infantry  marched  in  silence  at  the 
top  of  their  speed  ;  the  officers  whispered  their  orders ; 
the  consolations  of  the  cigar  (that  friend  so  treacherous  in 
the  darkness)  were  forbidden  to  the  fugitives.  Now  and 
again  a  tomb  of  some  ancient  Roman,  or  a  line  of  ruined 
aqueduct,  hove  dimly  in  sight,  and  vanished  like  a  ghost. 
Hour  after  hour  went  by,  and  still  they  plodded  on  through 
the  veiled,  silent  Campagna.  The  least  melancholy,  per- 
haps, were  those  who  were  dreaming  of  home,  hoping  that 
the  column  would  pass  by  their  native  town,  wondering 
how  easy  it  would  be  to  slip  out  of  the  ranks,  how  the 
family  would  receive  the  returned  hero  or  prodigal,  and 
how  much  the  priest  would  ask  and  suspect.  Others 
questioned  death — whether  it  would  seem  bitter  to  them, 
wounded  and  alone,  high  on  the  barren  mountains.  To 
some  who  would  gladly  face  the  firing  party,  the  prospect 
of  the  Austrian  rods,  the  Papal  dungeons,  had  terrors. 
But  many,  besides  Bassi  and  Anita,  had  no  thought  save  for 
Italy,  or  for  the  safety  of  their  chief.  Garibaldi  himself 
revolved  the  vision  of  Venice,  of  brave  Manin  stiU  at  bay 
among  its  lagoons,  of  the  perilous  road  that  led  thither 
by  land  and  sea.  And  all  had  Rome  to  remember,  what 
men  and  things  they  had  seen  there.  The  Pole  Miiller  and 
the  Brazilian  Bueno — courageous  mercenaries  trusted  by 
the  Chief — as  they  galloped  to  and  fro  among  the  cavalry 
that  night,  were  each,  it  is  to  be  feared,  already  asking 
himself  how  much  longer  it  was  worth  while  to  serve  a 
fallen  cause,  a  hunted  outlaw,  and  how  much  gold  the 
enemy  would  give  for  betrayal.  And  so,  each  man  searching  , 
in  the  depth  of  his  own  heart,  that  strange  army  moved  in 
silence  towards  the  hills. 

Along   a  line   stretching   for   several   miles  southward.; 
from  Tivoli,  the  Sabine  mountains  rise  steeply  out  of  the  i^; 
Campagna,  and  the  barrier  which  they  here  present  to  the 
plain  is  clothed  in  a  great  forest  of  olives,  that  glittered 
in  the  rising  sun  as  the  tired  Garibaldians  straggled  up 
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the  ascent.  They  reached  Tivoli  at  seven  in  the  morning 
of  July  3.*  Of  all  the  ancient  and  beautiful  cities  set  upon 
hills,  under  the  walls  of  which  they  camped  during  the 
next  four  weeks,  none  is  more  beautiful  and  few  are  more 
ancient  than  Tivoli,  the  Tibur  chosen  by  Horace  for  the 
seat  of  his  old  age,  shining  above  many  groves  and  waters. 
For  here  the  riotous  Anio  makes  one  leap  of  it  from  the 
mountain  to  the  plain,  and  the  trees  and  gardens  hanging 
on  the  precipice  beneath  the  Temple  of  the  Sibyl  are  kept 
green  by  the  spray  and  resonant  with  the  thunder  of  the 
eternal  fail.  It  is  one  of  the  few  places  in  the  Apennines 
where  there  is  a  sense  of  abundance  of  water,  and  where 
the  lush  verdure  of  a  moist  bank  is  added  to  all  the  native 
beauties  of  Italy.  Above  it  perches  the  old  town  with  its 
towers  set  to  watch  distant  Rome.  After  their  long  night 
march.  Garibaldi  granted  his  men  a  day  of  sleep  and  re- 
cuperation among  the  olive-groves,  terraces  and  gardens 
outside  the  southern  gate  of  Tivoli,  where  they  could  sleep 
in  the  shade,  or  gaze  out  over  the  Campagna  fading  indis- 
tinguishably  into  sea  and  sky  beyond,  with  the  dome  of  St. 
Peter's  clearly  visible,  afloat  above  the  misty  distance. 
Looking  back  over  this  great  expanse,  they  could  see  that 
they  had  given  the  enemy  the  slip,  and  that  no  army  was 
moving  after  them  from  Rome.  During  this  first  bivouac, 
made  sweeter  by  the  enthusiastic  and  inquisitive  friendship 
of  the  townspeople,  and  by  scenes  of  loveliness  and  repose 
so  strangely  contrasted  with  their  real  situation,  their 
Chief  took  stock  of  his  position  and  decided  on  his  course. 

In  the  strange  campaign  which  Garibaldi  had  now 
undertaken,  iinmortalised  in  Italian  history  under,  the  title 
of  *  the  Retreat  from  Rome,'  he  was  guided  by  one  principle, 

*  The  route  followed  from  Rome  to  Tivoli  is  not  certain,  but  probably 
it  was  by  Zagarolo.  The  evidence  to  that  effect  is  by  itself  insufficient ;  but, 
as  Major  de  Rossi  writes  to  me,  '  Militarily  considered,  the  march  to  Zaga- 
rolo was  the  only  one  which  could  have  really  deceived  Garibaldi's  enemies  ' 
into  thinking  that  he  had  gone  to  the  Alban  Hills.  And  such  was  their 
belief  next  day  in  Rome. 
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in  accordance  with  which  he  pursued  two  military  objects. 
The  principle  was  never  to  capitulate  to  the  foreigner  on 
Italian  soil.  Of  his  objects,  the  first  was  to  rouse  the  popu- 
lations of  Central  Italy  to  war  ;  the  second  was  to  get  into 
Venice  and  join  Manin,  before  the  famous  siege,  already 
nine  months  old,  should  be  brought  to  its  inevitable  close. 
Circumstances  would  decide  for  him  which  of  these  plans 
he  could  pursue  with  any  chance  of  success.  On  July  3, 
when  he  still  required  to  be  taught  by  experience  the  utter 
impossibiUty  of  the  first  plan,  he  determined  to  move 
northward  from  TivoU  into  Umbria,  Tuscany,  and  the 
Romagna,  because,  although  the  Austrian  armies  were  in 
occupation  of  those  districts,  the  inhabitants  were,  in  his 
opinion,  more  likely  to  rise  than  those  of  Naples  or  the 
Abruzzi.*  And  such  a  course  was  at  least  not  taking  him 
away  from  Venice. 

In  whatever  direction  he  had  turned  he  would  have 
been  met  and  pursued  by  hosts  of  enemies.  All  the  hunters 
were  out  to  catch  the  Hon.  In  Tuscany  and  the  Papal 
States  alone  there  were  some  30,000  French,  12,000  Neapoli- 
tans, 6,000  Spaniards,  15,000  Austrians,  and  2,000  Tuscans, 
who  had  no  other  enemy  to  contend  with,  and  no  other 
operation  on  hand  but  the  chase  of  Garibaldi.  At  Tivoli, 
on  July  3,  he  was  fairly  in  the  middle  of  aU  these  armies. 
To  the  North,  the  bulk  of  the  Austrians  were  concentrated 
at  Florence,  with  their  faces  turned  in  his  direction  ;  a 
powerful  body  lay  at  Perugia ;  another  at  Ancona  on  the 
Adriatic,  and  smaller  garrisons  of  white-coats  occupied 
all  the  coast  towns  whence  he  might  have  embarked  his 
army  for  Venice.  To  the  East,  besides  this  seaboard 
watch,  tiiere  were  Austrians  at  Ascoli  and  at  Macerata  in 
the  Marches,  and  Neapolitans  close  at  hand  at  Aquila. 
To  the  South,  there  was  the  main  body  of  Neapolitans 
at  Frosinone ;  while  the  Spaniards,  whose  equipment 
and  quality  had   surprised   and   pleased   the  reactionary 

*  '  Mossomi  da  Tivoli  verso  tramontana,  per  gettanni  tra  populazione 
energiche  e  suscitame  il  patriottismo  .  .  .' 
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courts  at  Gaeta,  were  already  moving  from  Velletri  to 
Valmontone  to  cut  him  off  if  he  turned  to  Naples  or  the 
Abnizzi.  To  the  West  were  the  French  in  Rome,  sending 
out  expeditions  against  him,  though  fortunately  in  wrong 
directions. 

To  penetrate  through  so  many  armies,  flushed  with 
conquest  and  confident  in  numbers,  Garibaldi  had  4,000 
men,  of  whom  a  good  half  were  seeking  home  and  safety 
rather  than  those  fresh  battles  which  their  leader  and 
the  stalwarts  had  come  out  to  seek.  Every  night  there 
were  desertions  by  the  score,  at  first  even  by  the  hundred  ; 
and  of  those  who  remained  together,  it  may  be  doubted 
whether  as  many  as  2,000  had  any  real  heart  left  for  giving 
and  taking  blows,  after  the  fight  to  a  finish  in  which  they 
had  just  taken  part  in  Rome.  This  army,  if  it  can  so  be 
called,  was  badly  equipped,  badly  armed,  and  possessed 
eighty  rounds  of  ammunition  per  man.  Far  the  greater 
part  of  Garibaldi's  best  of&cers  had  been  killed  or  wounded, 
or  had  declined  to  come  on  the  hopeless  expedition.  As 
to  the  rank  and  file,  his  force  was  made  up  of  handfuls 
of  men  from  different  bodies,  whom  he  brigaded  together 
in  two  provisional  regiments  at  Tivoli.  He  could  not 
therefore  wish  to  fight  a  pitched  battle  with  any  large 
body  of  French  or  Austrians,  since  disaster  would  be 
the  not  improbable  result,  and  even  in  case  of  success 
the  hunted  army  would  be  obliged  to  leave  its  wounded 
behind. 

Under  such  conditions  it  is  doubtful  whether  any  other 
leader  in  the  world  could  have  penetrated  right  through 
the  immense  hosts  of  the  enemy,  and  reached  the  Romagna 
and  the  Adriatic  coast.  Such  a  feat  was  rendered  possible 
only  by  the  peculiar  arts  of  war  which  Garibaldi  had  learnt 
and  developed  for  himself  in  South  America,  and  by  the 
vigour  and  mobility  with  which  he  managed  to  endow  his 
motley  force.  After  a  few  days  he  changed  the  waggons 
for  beasts  of  burden,  so  that  he  could,  when  necessary,  leave 
the  roads  and  range  the  bare  Apennines  in  any  direction 

8a 
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at  will.  From  the  first  he  adopted  his  South  American 
custom  of  making  the  food  of  the  army  walk,  in  the  shape  of 
driven  cattle.  Marches  of  irregular  length,  by  day  and 
by  night ;  th6  camp  broken  up  at  uncertain  and  unexpected 
hours,  often  at  sunset ;  the  feint,  when  in  the  presence  of  the 
enemy  or  of  the  public,  shortly  followed  by  some  unseen 
turn  in  another  direction  ;  the  elaborate  means  by  which 
he  set  afoot  rumours  exaggerating  his  numbers,  and  the 
genuine  fear  that  his  red-shirts  still  inspired  by  their 
reputation  for  hard  fighting ;  above  all,  his  use  of 
cavalry — the  perfect  system  of  scouting  which  kept  him 
informed  of  what  the  enemy  was  doing  scores  of  nules 
away,  and  the  moving  screen  of  horsemen  with  which  he 
bewildered  the  minds  of  the  opposing  Generals  as  to  his 
own  position  and  movements — these  were  the  means  by 
which  he  carried  his  army  through  from  Rome  to  San 
Marino. 

In  such  a  system,  the  cavalry  were  the  most  active  arm. 
They  were  always  on  the  move  in  numerous  detachments, 
often  ten,  twenty  or  thirty  miles  away  from  the  column. 
The  ex-Papal  dragoons  were,  in  fact,  taught  by  Garibaldi, 
and  by  the  ofl&cers  of  his  school,  to  play  the  part  of  the 
American  gauchos,  and  became,  for  all  scouting  and  mask- 
ing purposes,  vastly  superior  to  the  regular  European 
cavalry  of  that  decade.  Ill-equipped,  they  were  fortu- 
nately well  mounted,  and  though  they  would  scarcely  have 
withstood  the  shock  of  a  French  or  Austrian  charge  of 
horse,  as  scouts  they  completely  deceived,  outrode  and 
outwitted  their  slow-moving  enemies. 

In  the  night  march  from  Rome,  Garibaldi  had  so  covered 
up  the  traces  of  his  flight  to  Tivoli  that  Oudinot,  believing 
him  to  have  gone  to  the  Alban  Hills,  next  day  ordered 
General  Molliere  to  take  a  division  after  him  in  that  direc- 
tion. MoUi^re  started  on  the  morning  of  the  4th,  still 
under  the  impression  that  he  would  find,  near  Albano, 
the  man  who  had  never  gone  there  at  all,  and  who  was  at 
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that  moment  on  the  other  side  of  the  Campagna,  racing 
away  from  Tivoli  over  the  lower  slopes  of  Lucretilis  towards 
Monte  Rotondo  and  the  Tiber.*  For  the  great  north  road  up 
the  Tiber  valley,  left  open  to  the  guerilla  chief  by  the  inaction 
of  the  French  Generals  whom  he  had  duped,  would  set  him 
on  his  way  to  Terni,  the  town  best  situated  for  the  maturing 
of  his  plans,  where,  moreover,  he  could  join  hands  with  the 
last  detachment  of  the  Republic's  provincial  army,  lying 
there  under  the  Englishman  Forbes.  He  had  therefore  to 
strike  westward  from  Tivoli  onto  the  Terni  road  through 
Monte  Rotondo,  and  he  must  effect  this  movement  while 
persuading  his  enemies  that  he  had  started  eastward  into 
Neapolitan  territory.  The  operation  of  carrying  his  army 
from  Tivoh  to  Monte  Rotondo  so  swiftly  and  secretly  that 
no  one  in  Rome  found  out  for  several  days  what  had 
happened,  was  the  more  difficult  because  the  spurs  of 
Lucretilis  which  he  had  to  cross  were  exceedingly  moun- 
tainous, and  the  direction  of  the  march  ran  athwart 
that  of  the  principal  roads,  all  of  which  led  to  Rome. 
It  was  an  operation  of  the  most  dangerous  kind,  for  if 
the  French  had  got  wind  of  his  return  westward  they 
could  have  poured  out  from  Rome  along  any  of  those 
roads  with  great  rapidity,  and  so  taken  his  column  in 
flank. 

For  this  reason.  Garibaldi  began  his  march  to  Monte 
Rotondo  with  a  feint  in  the  opposite  direction.  The  friendly 
inhabitants  of  Tivoli,  and  the  clerical  spies  among  them, 
saw  the  Garibaldians  march  off  before  sunset  on  the  3rd, 
by  the  main  road  leading  to  Vicovaro,  in  the  direction 
of  Neapolitan  territory.  At  nightfall  they  encamped 
somewhere  off  this  road,  but  not  far  from  Tivoli.  The 
report,  therefore,  spread  far  and  wide,  and  was  beUeved 
by  the  French,  Spanish,  and  Neapolitan  Generals,  that 
Garibaldi  had  started  for  the  Abruzzi.  But  before  daylight 
next  morning  (July  4)  his  column  secretly  turned  back  to 
the  west  and  crossed  by  a  mule-track  over  a  high  spur  of 

♦  It  is  essential  that  tlie  reader  should  follow  Map  IV.,  at  end  of  book. 
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Lucretilis,    through    the    mountain    village    of    San    Polo 
del  CavaUeri,  which, 

'  Like  an  eagle's  nest,  hangs  on  the  crest 
Of  purple  Apennine.' 

A  more  extraordinary  march  can  hardly  be  imagined  for 
an  army  burdened,  as  they  still  were,  with  waggons.  The 
peasants  told  them  that  no  wheeled  carriage  could  pass  that 
way  at  all,  and  such  is  the  first  impression  left  on  anyone 
who  walks  over  the  route.  But  Garibaldi,  who,  after  his 
custom,  had  visited  San  Polo  the  day  before,  while  his  men 
were  resting  at  Tivoli,  had  decided  that  it  could  be  done, 
and  so,  with  much  cursing  and  shoving,  the  waggons  were 
hoisted  to  the  top  of  the  mountain  and  down  again  on 
to  the  Campagna.*  After  that,  the  worst  difi&culties  were 
over.  But  there  was  still  no  good  road  leading  westward 
to  Monte  Rotondo,  and  the  mass  of  Lucretihs  towered  grey 
above  the  heads  of  the  infantry,  as  they  struggled  along 
over  the  broken  ground  at  its  feet  through  the  vineyards 
and  olive-groves  that  surround  the  hill- villages  of  Montecelio 
and  S.  Angelo,  and  afterwards  on  to  Mentana  across  an  open 
stretch  of  desert  ground.  Meanwhile  the  cavalry  scouted 
over  the  lower  Campagna,  nearer  to  Rome,  whence,  if 
Oudinot  got  wind  of  what  they  were  doing,  the  supreme 
danger  would  come.  At  last,  towards  noon,  the  infantry 
passed  through  the  long  street  of  Mentana,  which  then 
meant  no  more  to  Italy  and  to  Garibaldi  than  any  other 

*  The  route  followed  from  Tivoli  to  Montecelio  is  not  exactly  described 
by  Hoffstetter  or  by  any  authority  except  Gaetano  Sacchi  (commander 
'  of  one  of  the  two  divisions  formed  at  Tivoh).  Sacchi's  notes  are  now 
in  the  possession  of  Maggiore  de  Rossi,  and  are  the  basis  of  much -of  that 
of&cer's  narrative.  The  description  given  by  Hoffstetter  of  the  difficulties 
encountered  on  the  morning  of  July  4,  and  the  incredulity  of  the  peasants 
as  to  the  practicabiUty  of  the  route,  bears  out  Sacchi's  authoritative  state- 
ment that  they  went  by  Casale  Ottati  and  San  Polo.  We  have,  besides, 
to  account  for  the  strong  and  universal  impression  of  Garibaldi's  enemies 
that  he  had  marched  from  Tivoli  into  the  Abruzzi.  If  he  had  not  started 
out  of  Tivoh  up  the  Anio  he  could  not  have  set  this  rumour  afloat ;  and 
if  he  started  that  way  he  could  have  reached  Montecelio  only  by  San  Polo. 
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poverty-stricken  village  within  twenty  miles  of  Rome, 
Leaving  there  his  rear-guard,  he  himself  camped  with  the 
front  division  at  the  fine  old  hill-town  of  Monte  Rotondo, 
which  dominates  the  Tiber  valley.  Here  he  spent  the 
evening  of  his  forty-second  birthday.  From  the  grounds 
of  the  monastery,  where  he  took  up  his  quarters  just  out- 
side the  town  walls,  he  could  see  Rome,  and  the  dome 
of  St.  Peter's  shining  in  the  sunset,  and  there  Hoffstetter 
watched  him  as  he  stood  gazing  at  it  in  motionless,  speech- 
less sorrow  and  longing,  while,  from  a  neighbouring  vine- 
yard, a  boy  was  singing  '  one  of  those  yearning  melodies 
peculiar  to  Italy.'  Garibaldi  may  well  have  thought  that 
it  would  be  his  last  view  of  Rome,  for  though  he  never 
despaired  of  the  ultimate  liberation  of  his  country,  he 
could  scarcely  have  felt  confident  on  that  summer  even- 
ing that  he  himself,  ringed  round  as  he  was  by  enemies, 
would  live  to  see  the  vintage. 

Nejrt  morning  (July  5)  the  army  marched  off,  passing 
beside  the  old  gate  of  Monte  Rotondo,  which  long  after- 
wards Garibaldi  burst  open  when  he  stormed  the  town 
eight  days  before  the  battle  of  Mentana.  As  the  cavalry 
had  by  now  reported  that  there  were  no  French  coming  out 
from  Rome,  and  that  the  way  to  Terni  was  open,  the  column 
boldly  entered  the  great  road,  and  proceeded  by  it  north- 
wards, up  the  left  bank  of  the  Tiber. 

None  of  Garibaldi's  enemies  had  learnt  of  his  march  to 
Monte  Rotondo — so  effective  had  been  his  feint  in  the 
wrong  direction  when  he  left  Tivoli  on  the  evening  of  the 
3rd.  The  Spaniards,  having  heard  that  he  had  gone  from 
Tivoli  up  the  Anio  into  the  Abruzzi,  had  started  from 
Valmontone  on  the  previous  morning  over  the  steep  Sabine 
ridges,  and,  after  a  magnificent  day's  march,  in  which 
their  hemp  sandals  must  have  assisted  these  hardy  moun- 
taineers, dropped  down  into  the  valley  of  Subiaco  on  the 
evening  of  the  4th,  at  an  hour  when  Garibaldi,  who  had  gone 
that  day  in  a  direction  so  unexpected,  was  gazing  at  Rome 
from  Monte  Rotondo.     On  the  morning  of  the  5th,  again 
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deceived  as  to  the  road  taken  by  the  heretics,  the  indefati- 
gable crusaders  set  off  from  Subiaco  northwards  for  Rocca 
Sinibalda,  with  a  rapidity  of  movement  in  difficult  ground 
which  far  surpassed  that  of  the  French  and  Austrians  in 
this  campaign.  On  July  5-6,  while  Garibaldi  was  march- 
ing to  Poggio  Mirteto  on  the  road  to  Terni,  the  Spaniards 
pushed  as  far  as  Rieti,  unwittingly  travelling  by  a  line 
parallel  to  his  route  and  rather  in  advance  of  his  column. 
Thus  it  was  entirely  owing  to  his  ruse  de  guerre  at  the 
moment  of  leaving  Tivoli  that  they  were  not  now  falling  on 
him  in  the  Tiber  valley,  but  were  trudging  along,  some 
fifteen  miles  away  on  his  right  flank,  on  the  other  side 
of  the  mountain  range.  The  Spaniards  for  three  days 
(July  4-6)  marched  as  well  as  the  Garibaldians  themselves, 
but  as  their  scouting  was  inferior,  they  failed  to  use  the 
chances  which  their  energy  secured  to  them. 

Deceived  by  the  same  stratagem  of  the  feigned  march 
into  the  Abruzzi,  Oudinot  passed  July  5  and  6  in  complete 
ignorance  that  Garibaldi  had  come  back  to  the  Tiber  valley. 
When  he  discovered  his  mistake,  it  was  only  to  fall  into 
another — namely,  to  suppose  that  Garibaldi  had  marched 
from  Monte  Rotondo  across  the  Tiber  towards  the  west 
coast.  This  deception  had  also  been  carefully  arranged  by 
his  antagonist,  who  had  sent  Miiller  and  fifty  horsemen  from 
Monte  Rotondo  to  make  a  demonstration  in  the  direction 
of  Viterbo ;  they  swam  the  Tiber  and  rode  through  all  the 
region  round  the  Lago  Bracciano,  to  spread  the  false  news 
that  Garibaldi  was  coming  that  way.  These  rumours, 
which  even  asserted  that  he  was  threatening  Civitavecchia, 
so  far  deceived  Oudinot  that,  instead  of  sending  men  up  the 
Tiber,  he  sent  General  Morris,  on  July  7,  to  find  Garibaldi 
in  the  region  west  of  Lago  Bracciano.  The  French  marched 
first  by  the  sea-coast  as  far  as  Cometo,  and  only  then 
turned  inland. 

Having  thus  thrown  his  pursuers  off  the  scent,  by  a 
strategic  feat  comparable  in  design  and  execution  to  the 
great  march  by  which,  at  the  supreme  crisis  of  his  life, 
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he  effected  his  entry  into  Palermo  in  i860,  Garibaldi  moved 
northwards,  unmolested,  from  Monte  Rotondo  to  Temi. 
On  the  5th  he  followed  the  main  road,  first  along  the  flat 
Tiber  bank,  and  then  over  desert  hills  towards  Poggio 
Mirteto,  with  Mount  Soracte  close  in  view  all  day  across 
the  river.  Since  he  had  determined  to  march  through  the 
following  night,  the  troops  were  halted  at  noon  for  a  siesta 
of  seven  hours,  in  a  cool,  wooded  valley,  beside  a  *  great 
stone  bridge.'  *  Here  the  soldiers  bathed  in  the  river, 
and  here  they  slaughtered  eight  of  the  twenty  oxen  which 
they  were  driving  with  them  ;  the  flesh  was  roasted 
Homerically  on  green  spits  plucked  from  the  trees  around, 
with  cuhnary  results  which  delighted  Hoffstetter,  new  to 
these  South  American  customs.  Meanwhile  Anita  sat  under 
a  rock,  smiling  and  talking  cheerfully  with  Garibaldi, 
Ugo  Bassi,  Ciceruacchio  and  the  staff.  On  these  occasions 
she  worked  at  a  tent  which  she  was  making  for  herself, 
while  Garibaldi  spoke  with  hope  and  courage  of  better 
times  to  come,  and  told  stories  of  their  adventures  in  South 
America.  The  stirring  tale  of  Anita's  escape  from  her 
captors,  and  lonely  ride  through  the  Brazilian  forest  to 
rejoin  her  husband,  he  repeated  in  her  presence  to  this 
circle  of  friends,  made  more  dear  to  each  other  by  the  recent 
loss  of  so  many  comrades  in  Rome,  and  by  the  shadow  of 
their  own  approaching  doom. 

During  the  night  of  the  5th  to  6th  they  marched  up  into 
the  vine-covered  hills  as  far  as  the  remote  town  of  Poggio 
Mirteto,  near  which  they  encamped  among  a  friendly 
population,  f  On  the  7th,  a  day  of  great  heat,  they  started 
in  the  morning  twilight  and  made  a  long  march,  first  over 

*  The  account  of  the  place  in  Hoffstetter  does  not  exactly  suit  either 
Passo  Corese  or  the  Ponte  Sfondato  over  the  Farfa,  a  tributary  of  the 
Tiber  ;  yet  it  must  be  one  of  these  two  places.  From  observations  on  the 
spot  I  incline  to  think  that  it  was  the  latter.  The  Ponte  Sfondato  is  in  a 
wild,  narrow,  rocky,  and  wooded  valley,  and  Hoffstetter  might  well  call 
it  a  '  great  stone  bridge,'  for  it  is  the  living  rock  through  which  the  Farfa 
torrent  has  burrowed  its  way,  hastening  down  to  the  Tiber.  They  cer- 
tainly passed  over  it,  whether  they  camped  there  or  not. 

t  Henceforward  consult  Map  VI.,  at  end  of  book. 
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hills  of  vine  and  olive,  then  across  an  empty  river-bed  and 
past  a  dried-up  fountain  at  Vacone,  up  a  long  pass,  by  a 
road  skirting  the  bottom  of  the  wild  evergreen  forests  that 
variegate  the  grey  mountains  above.  Those  who  have 
walked  along  these  roads  from  fountain  to  fountain  will 
realise  what  the  army  must  have  suffered  when  half  the 
usual  springs  were  dry.  At  last,  after  a  day  of  unquenched 
thirst,  the  fortunate  vanguard  came  to  the  roadside  fountain 
below  Confine,  whose  waters  are  caught  in  a  series  of  long 
troughs,  where  men  and  horses  drank  together  in  crowds — 
so  long  that  evil  effects  were  expected.  But  they  slept 
all  the  better  for  that  draught  on  the  top  of  the  pass  among 
the  scattered  oak-copses,  below  the  hamlet  of  Confine, 
and  next  day  dropped  into  the  broad  vineyard-clad  plain 
of  the  Nar,  and  entered  Temi  amid  the  rejoicings  of  the 
population.  The  Spaniards,  who  ought  to  have  attacked 
them  there,  remained  inactive  near  Rieti,  in  close  touch  with 
the  division  of  Neapolitans  coming  up  from  Aquila,  and 
utterly  deceived  as  to  Garibaldi's  movements  by  the  Italian 
cavalry  outposts  who  were  set  to  watch  and  bewilder  them. 

Having  reached  Temi,  and  there  effected  his  union  with 
the  900  men  under  General  Forbes,  Garibaldi  had  done  all 
that  was  possible.  And  yet  he  was  bitterly  disappointed. 
It  grieved  him  sorely,  though  it  did  not  surprise  others, 
that  even  in  the  friendly  towns  no  recruits  would  join  the 
forlorn  hope,  and  that  desertions  were  constant.  He 
found  European  soldiers  wanting  in  hardihood,  for  he 
judged  them  by  comparison  with  the  half-civilised  gauchos 
and  horse-breakers  of  Rio  Grande  and  Uruguay  : — 

'  In  my  own  heart '  (he  wrote  of  these  first  days  of  the 
retreat)  '  I  often  recalled  the  steadfast  endurance  and  self- 
abnegation  of  those  Americans  among  whom  I  had  lived,  who, 
deprived  of  every  comfort  of  life,  content  with  any  kind  of  food, 
and  often  with  none  at  all,  kept  up  a  war  of  extermination  for 
many  years  in  deserts  and  forests,  rather  than  bow  the  knee 
to  a  t5n-ant  or  a  foreign  invader.' 
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The  child  of  the  Ocean  and  the  Pampas  now  for  the 
first  time  realised  the  physical  limitations  of  the  ordinary 
inhabitant  of  Europe,  the  idealist  was  reading  hard  fact, 
and  the  sanguine  patriot  was  discovering  that  all  Italians 
were  not  of  the  same  temper  as  the  best,  and  that  his 
countrymen  were  not  the  race  of  impossible  warrior-heroes 
of  whom  he  had  dreamed  for  a  dozen  years  in  the  American 
wilderness.  But  he  showed  no  outward  sign  of  discourage- 
ment or  of  anger  ;  to  his  followers  he  was  all  dignity,  kind- 
ness and  courage,  and  as  they  watched  him  riding  '  grave 
and  quiet '  past  the  monuments  of  antiquity  along  the 
deserted  roads  of  the  Roman  States,  many  felt  the  great- 
ness of  the  time,  the  country  and  the  man,  nor  would  they 
have  changed,  for  a  more  commonplace  and  hopeful  expedi- 
tion, their  armed  pilgrimage  through  Italy  under  this  strange 
leader  to  some  unknown  fate  beyond  the  mountains. 

Though  half  his  army  served  him  splendidly  on  the 
retreat,  he  had  much  to  embitter  him.  Most  of  those  who 
stole  away  at  night  left  their  muskets  behind  and  went 
innocently  back  to  their  homes  ;  but  some  were  thieves, 
who  took  with  them  their  horses  and  arms,  and  went  about 
in  small  bands  requisitioning  and  robbing  in  the  name  of  the 
chief  whom  they  had  deserted,  and  the  cause  which  their 
conduct  disgraced. 

It  may  be  well  here  to  inquire  what  was  Garibaldi's  own 
S3^tem  of  treating  the  various  classes  of  inhabitants  on  his 
passage,  and  what  was  his  method  of  provisioning  the 
troops  who  remained  under  him  during  the  July  of  1849. 
It  was  a  difficult  problem,  for  he  had  no  base  and  no  sup- 
plies, and  his  war-chest  only  contained  the  now  valueless 
paper-money  of  the  slain  Republic.  He  solved  it  by 
taking  loans  and  requisitions  of  food  from  almost  every 
town  or  large  village  near  which  he  camped,  acting  in 
his  right  as  General  of  the  Republic  with  plenary  powers. 
The  municipal  bodies  and  the  townsmen  gladly  gave  their 
wealth  for  the  use  of  the  men,  who,  as  they  felt,  were  acting 
as  their  proxies  in  patriotism  ;  if  they  were  sparing  of  their 
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own  blood,  they  were  not  niggardly  of  their  money  for  the 
national  cause,  even  now  when  all  was  lost.  Sometimes, 
indeed,  the  municipality  registered  a  touching  claim  for 
repayment  in  years  to  come,  when  Italy  should  be  free. 
The  monasteries,  on  the  other  hand,  paid  their  shares  most 
unwillingly,  being  on  the  other  side  in  politics,  and  ex- 
pecting anything  rather  than  reimbursement  under  future 
Liberal  governments. 

By  means  of  these  loans  the  Garibaldians  were  able  to 
pay  the  peasantry  for  ever3^ing  which  they  took  on  the 
road,  and  the  General  enforced  this  rule  by  the  only  effective 
means  :  '  The  soldiers  feared,  as  well  as  loved  him,  for  they 
knew  that  he  would  order  them  to  be  shot  without  taking 
his  cigar  out  of  his  mouth.'  The  oxen  which  they  drove 
with  them,  having  been  bought  from  contadini,  had  been 
paid  for,  cash  down.  And  so,  in  effect.  Garibaldi  made  the 
towns  and  the  monasteries  pay  the  tillers  of  the  soil  for 
what  he  needed  to  take.  It  was  a  just  distribution  of  the 
burden,  because  the  poorest  suffered  the  least,  and  his  con- 
duct in  this  respect  is  the  more  to  be  commended,  since  the 
contadini  in  the  outlying  districts,  unlike  the  townspeople, 
were  hostile  to  the  national  cause,  and  sometimes  turned 
out  under  the  leadership  of  priests  and  Sanfedists  to  cut 
off  the  stragglers.  But  Garibcddi  would  not  rob  the  poor, 
merely  because  they  were  misled. 

The  only  criticism  that  could  be  made  of  this  system  of 
maintaining  the  war  was  its  heavy  incidence  on  the  reli- 
gious communities.  In  that  respect  he  showed  himself,  not 
the  bandit,  but  the  Revolutionary  soldier.  His  men,  says 
one  who  witnessed  the  retreat,  '  were  excellent  towards 
private  individuals,  and  scrupulously  paid  for  whatever 
they  took  from  the  peasants,  but  were  in  like  degree 
hostile  and  fatal  to  the  monasteries.'  This  was  true,  at 
least  in  the  sense  that  while  the  lay  townsmen  paid  their 
quotas  willingly,  the  rehgious  corporations  had  often  to 
be  forced  to  reveal  their  hidden  wealth.  But  these  in- 
quisitions were  not  roughly  conducted,  and  were  sometimes 
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made  palatable  by  kindly  chaff;  in  a  dispute  over  the 
alleged  resources  of  a  monastery  at  Castiglione  Fiorentino,  a 
bottle  of  Vino  Santo,  judiciously  fetched  up  from  the  cellar, 
induced  the  Garibaldian  officer  to  take  his  pen  and  write 
150  scudi  for  200,  and  crack  a  good-natured  joke,  which  the 
monk  recorded  in  his  diary.* 

The  other  grievance  of  the  religious  was  that  Garibaldi 
generally  quartered  his  men  in  their  grounds,  because  he 
preferred,  for  the  better  discipline  of  his  troops,  to  camp 
outside  the  walls  of  the  friendly  towns,  on  some  neigh- 
bouring eminence,  either  in  an  olive  grove,  or,  by  preference, 
among  the  cypresses  and  laurels  of  the  garden  of  the  local 
San  Francesco,  of  which  also  the  cool  cells  and  cloisters 
were  in  much  request  at  mid-day  halts.  The  behaviour  of 
the  troops  in  the  monasteries  was  not  bad  upon  the  whole. 
Only  in  one  place  was  there  looting  of  convents  on  the 
retreat,  and  nowhere  any  personal  violence.  Indeed,  the 
relations,  though  strained,  were  courteous,  except  on  occa- 
sions when  the  men  of  religion  fired  from  their  windows 
or  loosed  the  mastiffs  on  their  unwelcome  guests,  or  when 
the  lean  red-shirts  seasoned  their  repast  in  the  refectory 
by  lecturing  the  brothers  on  their  life  of  ease  and  want  of 
patriotism. 

While  the  French  had  been  accomplishing  the  reduction 
of  the  capital,  the  Austrians  had  destroyed  the  provincial 
annies  of  the  Republic,  of  which  the  last  remnant,  under 
Colonel  Hugh  Forbes,  was  stationed  at  Terni,  on  July  8, 
when  Garibaldi  entered  the  town.  The  Forbes  family  were 
British  citizens,  resident  in  Tuscany ;  Forbes,  who  had 
begun  his  military  career  more  than  twenty  years  before  in 
the  British  Coldstream  Guards,  now  a  spare,  grizzled  man 
of  forty,  had  taken  the  field  on  behalf  of  Italian  freedom. 

♦  See  the  monk's  own  story,  now  reprinted  in  a  local  pamphlet.  The 
officer,  pocketing  the  150,  said  with  a  laugh  :  'Ah  State  i  cinquanta  scudi, 
hai,  ma  gli  hai  specolati  con  una  bottiglia  di  Vino  Santo.'  '  II  Padre  Ugo 
Bassi,'  dressed  like  an  officer,  then  confessed  himself  to  one  of  the  frater- 
nity.    A  scudo=5  lire. 
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He  had  served  first  the  Venetian  and  then  the  Sicilian  rebels 
during  the  past  twelve  months,  and  now  he  and  his  boy 
were  in  Temi,  quarrelling  with  its  citizens,  who  found  the 
Colonel  too  arbitrary.  Hugh  Forbes  was  italianissimo  but 
not  simpatico — at  any  rate,  not  to  the  people  of  Temi. 
Garibaldi's  arrival  restored  concord,  and  the  soldiers  of 
both  armies  fraternised  with  each  other  and  with  the 
citizens  in  a  grand  festa  of  the  Italian  tricolor.  Forbes 
and  his  new  men  now  became  part  of  the  column  of  retreat, 
and  Garibaldi  soon  learnt  to  admire,  as  a  *  most  courageous 
and  honourable  soldier,'  *  the  eccentric  Briton,'  who  cared 
so  little  about  the  garniture  of  wax  that  he  went  through 
the  campaign  in  the  summer  suit  and  white  chimney-pot 
hat  of  his  class  and  country.* 

But  the  900  men,  who  had  only  in  the  last  few  weeks 
been  committed  to  the  charge  of  Forbes,  were  not  all  of 
the  same  kidney  as  their  officer.  When  the  rest  of  the 
Republican  regiment,  of  which  they  had  formed  a  part, 
disbanded  on  the  news  of  the  fall  of  Rome,  these  soldiers, 
who  were  chiefly  Swiss  and  other  ex-Papal  troops  and 
employees,  remained  in  arms,  but  not  entirely  out  of 
patriotic  enthusiasm,  for  they  were  subsequently  dis- 
tinguished on  the  retreat  for  the  rapidity  with  which 
many  of  them  deserted,  in  order  to  pillage  the  country  in 
the  name  of  Garibaldi.  Since  a  large  number  of  the  men 
whom  he  had  led  from  Rome  to  Temi  remained  behind  in 
the  town,  he  cannot  be  said  to  have  quitted  it  with  his 
strength  seriously  increased. 

More  than  twenty-four  hours  were  spent  at  Temi,  while 
the  troops  were  rested  and  reorganised,  and  while  the  arms 
abandoned  by  the  deserters  were  disposed  of  to  local  patriots 
who  could  be  trusted  to  secrete  them,  be  it  for  months 
or  for  years,  until  another  wave  of  revolution  should  sweep 
over  the  Papal  States.  Before  leaving  the  town,  Garibaldi 
had,  moreover,  to  determine  once  for  all  the  direction  in 

*  Neither  Hugh  Forbes  nor  his  son  is  identical  with  Capt.  C.  S.  Forbes, 
R.N.,  author  of  the  Campaign  of  Garibaldi,  1861. 
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which  he  was  going  to  break  away.  For  Temi  was  the 
central  point  on  which  his  enemies  were  converging  from 
three  sides.  The  Austrians  at  Perugia  were  sending  out 
forces  towards  FoUgno  and  Spoleto  ;  the  Spaniards  still 
occupied  Rieti,  backed  by  the  Neapolitans  at  Citta  Ducale  ; 
the  French,  under  Morris,  were  at  last  turning  inland  from 
Cometo  towards  Civita  Castellana  and  Viterbo.  But  since 
Garibaldi's  energetic  cavalry  so  imposed  on  the  Spaniards 
and  on  the  Austrians  as  to  check  their  advance,  and  at  the 
same  time  kept  their  chief  informed  of  the  movements  of  the 
French,  he  was  at  leisure  to  decide  on  his  direction,  and 
determined  to  go  north-west  into  Tuscany  before  the 
French  should  block  his  route  thither  by  seizing  Orvieto. 
His  troops,  therefore,  left  Temi  by  the  northern  road. 

The  march  out  of  the  plain  of  the  Nar  to  the  upper 
valley  of  the  Tiber  was  made  under  comparatively  easy 
conditions,  though  Forbes'  men  were  astonished  to  find 
that  not  even  the  General  slept  under  a  roof,  and  that 
every  one  had  to  do  without  supper.  Garibaldi,  Ciceruac- 
chio,  and  the  staff  gave  to  the  soldiers  the  little  water  which 
was  procured  for  themselves  on  the  way,  and  Anita  made  a 
like  sacrifice,  though  she  was  in  far  greater  need  of  comforts. 
On  the  morning  of  July  11,  they  reached  Todi,  which  rises 
far-seen  above  a  gorge  of  the  curving  Tiber.  A  few  hundred 
yards  outside  the  gate  they  were  welcomed  by  the  citizens 
with  the  inevitable  band  of  music,  and  lodged  in  the  garden 
of  a  pretty  httle  white-walled  and  red-roofed  convent  on  a 
hill  by  the  roadside,  where,  amid  the  Franciscan  laurels, 
cypresses  and  fruit  trees,  the  soldiers  built  for  Anita  a  straw- 
hut  in  which  she  received  the  visits  of  the  ladies  of  Todi. 
From  the  garden  there  was  a  broad  view  up  the  Tiber 
valley,  which  opens  out  to  the  north,  so  that  she  could  see 
the  hill  of  Perugia,  where  the  Austrains  lay  in  force  twenty- 
five  miles  away,  and  even  the  dim  outline  of  the  crater  of 
Lake  Trasimene. 

Leaving  his  troops  outside,  in  the  convents,  to  make 
friends  with  the  friars,  as  they  very  soon  managed  to  do. 
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Garibaldi,  with  his  staff,  entered  Todi.  The  red-shirted 
horsemen  clattered  up  the  narrow  street  which  pierces  three 
concentric  circles  of  ancient  fortification  in  its  way  up  to  the 
centre  of  the  town.  So  steep  and  straight  is  the  ascent 
that  no  wheeled  carriage  can  mount  to  the  mediaeval 
piazza,  which,  with  its  fine  Cathedral,  Town  Hall,  and 
Government  House,  resembles  that  of  Perugia  in  style 
and  beauty,  though  not  in  spaciousness.  Here,  where  his 
statue  stands  to-day.  Garibaldi  transacted  business  with  the 
patriotic  municipality,  and  obtained  from  it  freely  both 
money  and  provisions.  The  column  of  retreat  was  so 
badly  armed  that  it  was  considered  advantageous  to  ex- 
change 200  of  their  firearms  for  those  of  the  Civic  Guard 
of  Todi. 

The  march  westward  into  Tuscany  was  now  to  be  carried 
out.  The  cavalry  were  sent  great  distances  in  all  directions, 
to  find  and  bewilder  the  various  hostile  armies,  and  had 
orders  to  rejoin  the  colunm  near  Cetona  in  five  or  six  days' 
time.  The  infantry  started  for  Orvieto,  where  they  had 
need  to  arrive  before  the  French,  if  they  did  not  wish  to 
be  caught  in  a  trap.*  The  difficulties  of  the  way  thither 
were  great :  it  was  necessary  to  cross  the  Tiber  by  the  Todi 
bridge  and  scale  the  mountains  to  Prodo  ;  but  the  good  road 
that  now  runs  that  way  did  not  exist  in  1849.  A  roughly 
paved  bridle-path  then  cHmbed  steeply  through  the  thin 
oak  copses  of  the  mountain,  and  enough  of  it  still  remains 
for  the  modem  pedestrian  to  experience  for  himself  parts  of 
the  route  by  which  the  half-starved  and  thirsty  men  made 
their  way,  driving  and  dragging  ninety  heavily  laden  beasts 
of  burden,  and  in  the  worst  places  walking  in  single  file 
and  bearing  on  their  shoulders  the  beloved  piece  of  cannon 
they  had  brought  from  Rome.  The  waggons  and  Forbes' 
two  pieces  of  artillery  were  wisely  left  behind  at  Todi. 

The  night  of  July  13-14  was  spent  in  a  crevice  of  the 
naked  mountain,  above  the  thick  forests  that  slope  down 

*  At  Todi,  Garibaldi  learnt  from  his  cavalry  that  the  French  were  en 
route  for  Viterbo,  and  probably,  therefore,  for  Orvieto. 
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into  the  Tiber  gorge  below.  Here,  in  this  '  gash  of  the 
wind-grieved  Apennine,'  below  the  old  castellated  hamlet 
of  Prodo,  that  seems  to  shiver  with  the  fear  and  poverty 
of  centuries,  Anita  slept  in  the  tent  which  she  had  made. 
Near  by  trickled  a  half-dried  fountain,  and  around  lay  the 
tired  soldiers.  Her  husband,  alert  at  daybreak,  rode  off  to 
reconnoitre,  and,  seeing  a  shepherd,  approached  to  question 
him  as  to  the  route.  The  half-savage  fellow  in  his  sheep- 
skin shuffled  off  for  the  woods  in  panic,  Hoffstetter  would 
have  threatened  him,  but  Garibaldi  forbade  all  show  of 
force,  and  riding  up  to  him  soon  won  his  friendship.  '  What 
do  you  fear  ?  Do  we  speak  Tedesco  ?  We  are  fighting  for 
you.  We  are  your  countrymen.'  New  words  these,  full 
of  difficult  ^matter  for  the  poor  thick  head ;  he  and  his  an- 
cestors, toiling  here  among  the  mountains  for  unnumbered 
centuries,  have  heard  of  a  God  and  of  a  Lady  who  care  for 
their  sorrows,  but  never  before  of  a  country  that  was  theirs, 
of  a  cause  that  was  the  people's,  of  soldiers  who  were  not 
the  natural  enemies  of  the  poor.  But  this  armed  horse- 
man is  kind,  and  has  a  voice  that  is  not  like  other  voices ; 
so  the  sad,  frightened  face  of  toil  melts  into  a  smile,  and  the 
poor  man  answers  gladly  in  his  uncouth  dialect,  and  even 
offers  to  lead  the  way.  Whereat,  other  shepherds,  who  have 
been  watching  from  behind  cover,  come  up,  their  Italian 
inquisitiveness  conquering  fear,  and  in  a  few  minutes  the 
stranger  has  won  all  their  hearts,  and  each  is  clamouring 
to  be  his  guide.* 

After  Prodo  the  track  was  no  better  than  before,  save 
that  it  began  soon  to  turn  down-hill,  and  that  the  march 
was  cheered  by  the  sight  of  old  Etruscan  Orvieto  rising  on 
its  acropolis  of  tufa  rock  above  the  junction  of  the  Paglia, 
the  Clanis,  and  the  Tiber,  while  behind  lay  green  vistas  of 
Tuscany  and  of  Monte  Amiata  stretching  into  the  western 
distance.  The  race  had  been  won,  and  the  French  had  not 
yet  arrived  from  the  south.     In  Orvieto,  famous  since  the 

♦  Even  in  this  wilderness,  where  there  was  none  to  bear  witness  if  they 
wronged  any  one,  a  soldier  was  shot  for  steahng  a  hen. 
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twelfth  century  for  its  internal  feuds,  there  were  two 
parties  among  the  citizens  ;  but  the  Democrats  got  the 
upper  hand,  invited  Garibaldi  and  his  staff  to  come  up 
on  to  the  rock,  illuminated  the  city  in  his  honour,  and  gave 
supplies  and  money  for  his  army  encamped  in  the  valley 
below. 

But  the  French  were  close  at  hand — so  close,  indeed,  ^ 
that  the  food  consimied  by  Garibaldi's  soldiers  had  been 
prepared  by  order  for  those  of  General  Morris.  But  before 
their  arrival  the  retreat  was  resumed,  on  July  15,  by  the 
road  that  leads  over  the  mountains  to  Ficulle.  Garibaldi 
hoped  to  pass  through  Citta  della  Pieve,  but  it  was  found  by 
the  cavalry  to  be  closed  and  garrisoned  by  Tuscan  troops, 
and  large  Austrian  forces  might  be  expected  to  arrive  there 
from  Perugia.  He,  therefore,  turned  west  at  Santa  Maria 
and  on  the  night  of  July  16-17  crossed  the  canalised  pk 
of  the  Clanis  (Chiana)  towards  Salci.  The  night  was  pitc 
black,  the  rain  fell  in  torrents,  the  mules  floundered  intc 
the  ditches,  the  men  lost  their  way  on  the  miry  tracks  anc 
bridges  of  the  canals,  and  the  inhabitants,  roused  at  mid- 
night, were  hostile  and  unhelpful.  But  at  last  the  night 
came  to  an  end,  and  the  column  reunited  on  terra  fir  ma,  at 
the  fortified  village  of  Salci — a  curious  relic  of  mediaeval 
life  consisting  of  a  score  of  peasants'  houses,  built  in  a  square, 
with  the  gates  and  defences  of  a  walled  city. 

That  morning  (July  17),  as  they  crossed  the  border  into 
Tuscany,  everything  smiled  on  them.  The  morning  was 
warm,  sunny,  and  fresh  after  the  tempestuous  night,  the 
Tuscans  were  friendly,  and  their  wine  was  good  ;  the  land- 
scape, bounded  on  the  west  by  the  ridge  of  Monte  Cetona, 
and  on  the  east  by  the  distant  hills  round  Lake  Trasimene, 
was  rich  with  fruit,  and  wine,  and  oil. 

By  the  terrible  march  of  the  last  night.  Garibaldi  had 
finally  thrown  off  the  French,  whom  he  did  not  again  see 
for  ten  years,  and  then  as  his  allies  for  the  deliverance  of 
Italy.  In  crossing  the  Tuscan  border  he  left  behind  all  the 
armies  of  the  Latin  races ;  but  there  remained  ahead  of  him 
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a  foe  more  formidable  than  the  Spaniards  and  Neapolitans, 
more  cruel  than  the  French — the  Tedeschi,  waging  their  war 
of  extermination  on  Italian  rebels.  The  network  of  Austrian 
armies,  stretched  across  Italy  through  Florence,  Siena, 
Perugia,  and  Ancona,  had  yet  to  be  passed  before  he  could 
reach  the  Adriatic,  and  stand  by  Manin  in  Venice. 


CHAPTER  XIII 

THE  RETREAT,  II. — FROM  TUSCANY  TO  THE  BORDERS  OF 
SAN  MARINO — THROUGH  THE  AUSTRIAN  ARMIES 

'  Fuga  di  cauto  leone  inseguito 
che  si  rimbosca,  cupido  di  strage, 
contenendo  nel  gran  petto  il  ruggito, 
e  sbarrando  nel  buio  occhi  di  brage.' 

Marradi. — Rapsodia  Garibaldina. 

Garibaldi,  when  he  turned  westward  to  cross  the  Tuscan 
border,  hoped  to  rouse  another  revolution  against  the 
Grand  Duke  Leopold,  and  another  war  against  the  foreigner, 
in  a  State  whose  inhabitants  had  failed  to  do  very  much 
for  Italy,  even  when  times  were  far  more  propitious.  He 
was  quickly  undeceived.  When  at  Montepulciano,  on 
July  19,  he  issued  a  manifesto  calling  Tuscany  to  arms 
against  the  Austrian  invaders,  it  met  with  no  response. 
For  all  knew  that,  after  Novara  and  the  fall  of  Rome,  a 
popular  rising  in  Central  Italy  had  no  chance  of  success, 
in  the  face  of  the  whole  power  of  Austria  and  of  France. 
Moreover,  in  spite  of  the  unwelcome  entry  into  Florence 
of  the  Austrian  troops,*  as  the  protectors,  or  rather  now  as 
the  task-masters,  of  the  restored  Grand  Duke,  that  pliable 
and  kindly  old  man  was  not  actively  disliked  by  his  sub- 
jects ;  indeed,  Leopold  still  hoped  to  make  his  rule  popular, 
in  contrast  to  the  Papal  tyranny  in  the  neighbouring 
State,  of  which  he  spoke  with  disapproval  to  the  British 
Minister. 

And    so    the    leader    of    revolution    marched    through 

*  For  the  entrance  of  the  Austrian  troops  into  Florence,  see  Mrs. 
Browning's  Casa  Guidi  Windows,  Pt.  II. 
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eastern  Tuscany,  generously  aided  with  money  and  pro- 
visions by  the  municipaHties,  and  loudly  welcomed  by  the 
populace,  sometimes  with  the  strange  cry  Viva  Garibaldi, 
Re  d'  Italia,  yet  all  the  while  bitterly  disappointed  at 
the  absence  of  recruits.  But  the  young  men  to  whom  he 
appealed  vowed  themselves  to  the  service  of  their  country 
in  future  years,  and  as  he  passed  on  he  left  the  inhabitants 
of  each  little  town  devoted  to  the  legendary  hero  who  had 
ridden  through  their  streets,  drunk  at  their  fountain,  and 
spoken  to  the  mothers  and  children  thronging  round  him 
of  the  time  to  come  when  the  motherland  would  need 
those  young  lives.  Stories  of  what  he  had  said  and  done, 
passing  from  mouth  to  mouth,  worked  in  secret  for  ten 
years,  and  prepared  the  season  when  Italy  was  indeed 
created  by  the  irresistible  impulse  of  all  her  populations. 
Although  as  a  military  operation  the  retreat  was  fore- 
doomed to  failure,  it  served  as  a  mission  of  political  propa- 
ganda in  the  highest  sense  of  the  word. 

In  this  way  they  marched  on  through  Cetona  *  and 
Sarteano,  through  Montepulciano,  famous  for  its  wine  and 
its  view  of  Lake  Trasimene,  through  Torrita,  with  its  pretty 
towers  of  red  brick,  through  BettoUe  and  Fojano,  right 
across  the  central  plain  of  Italy,  tramping  to  the  monotonous 
chorus  of  frogs  from  the  half-dried  ditches  that  distribute 
the  canalised  waters  of  the  Clanis  among  the  vineyards — 
on  towards  the  north-eastern  mountain  wall  on  which 
hangs  Cortona.  The  Tuscan  regular  troops,  who  might 
have  resisted  their  passage  of  the  plain,  shrank  away  and 
let  them  pass,  merely  skirmishing  with  their  scouts  at 
Clusium.  So,  on  July  21,  they  reached  the  edge  of  the 
mountains  and  entered  Castiglione  Fiorentino. 

Now  that  his  extravagant  hope  of  rousing  Tuscany  to 
wax  had  been  dissipated.  Garibaldi  determined  to  strike 
across    the    highest    ridges    of    the    Apennines,    descend 

*  See  Map  VI.  at  end  of  book  for  this  Chapter.  At  Cetona  the  Gari- 
baldians  were  quartered  in  houses,  for  the  first  time  since  Rome.  Here, 
too,  Anita  changed  her  man's  dress  for  a  woman's. 
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on  some  Adriatic  port,  and  there  embark  for  Venice. 
Four  armies  of  Austrians  (under  the  supreme  command 
of  General  D'Aspre),  amounting  to  15,000  men  or  more, 
occupied  the  whole  ground  over  which  he  would  have 
to  manoeuvre.  Two  of  these  armies — that  of  Archduke 
Ernest  at  Ancona,  and  that  of  Hahne  at  Bologna — 
lay  on  the  other  side  of  the  massif  of  the  Apennines, 
ready  to  catch  him  as  he  descended  on  the  Adriatic,  if 
ever  he  were  to  reach  the  top  of  the  passes.  The  other 
two  were  on  either  flank  of  him,  where  he  now  was ; 
for  Paumgarten  lay  at  Perugia,  and  D'Aspre  himself  at 
Florence,  each  sending  out  strong  expeditions  to  catch  the 
guerilla,  and  each  prepared  to  follow  with  the  rest  of  the 
troops,  if  once  he  were  located.  On  July  13,  D'Aspre 
had  written  a  shrewd  letter  to  Oudinot,  saying  that  the 
threatened  irruption  of  Garibaldi  into  Tuscany  must  be 
a  ruse  de  guerre,  and  that  he  would  probably  turn  back 
to  the  Adriatic  ;  but  a  week  later  D'Aspre's  lieutenant, 
Stadion,  commanding  the  portion  of  the  forces  despatched 
from  Florence  to  deal  with  the  '  Bandits,'  was  deceived 
on  that  very  point  by  Miiller  and  his  active  cavalry,  whom 
Garibaldi  had  sent  out  for  this  purpose  from  Sarteano. 
Fully  persuaded  that  the  Italian  army  was  coming  into 
the  valley  of  the  Umbro  in  order  to  reach  the  west  coast, 
Stadion  lingered  near  Siena  and  Buonconvento  during  the 
critical  days  when  the  Garibaldians  were  traversing  the 
open  plain  of  the  Clanis.*  Meanwhile,  on  their  right  flank, 
Paumgarten,  scarcely  less  bewildered  than  Stadion  as  to 
their  movements  and  intentions,  kept  part  of  his  men  at 
Perugia  and  sent  out  others  in  ill-directed  or  belated  expedi- 
tions to  Cittk  della  Pieve,  Clusium,  and  elsewhere. 

Garibaldi,  having  thus  freed  himself  from  all  immediate 
pressure  at  the  moment  of  entering  Castiglione  Fiorentino 
on  the  2ist,  marched  along  the  foot  of  the  mountains  to 
Arezzo.    His  desire  was,  before  beginning  the  passage  of  the 

*  After  this  last  service  the  Pole,  Miiller,  betrayed  the  cause  and  chief 
whom  he  had  served  so  well,  and  sold  himself  to  Stadion. 
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higher  Apennines,  to  recruit  his  tired  troops  in  the  chief 
city  of  the  district.  He  also  hoped,  by  this  move  on  Arezzo, 
to  deceive  Paumgarten's  men  once  more,  and  draw  them 
westward,  for  he  feared  lest  they  should  march  from  Pe- 
rugia up  the  Tiber  vaUey,  and  cut  off  his  retreat  at  San 
Sepolcro,  near  which  point  he  would  have  to  pass  on  his 
way  to  the  Adriatic. 

Arrived  in  front  of  the  walls  of  Arezzo,  the  tired  patriots 
underwent  a  cruel  disappointment.  The  gates  were  closed 
in  their  faces  by  the  officials  of  the  Moderate  party,  backed 
by  quiet  citizens  afraid  of  Austrian  vengeance.  The 
energetic  Gonfaloniere  of  Arezzo,  the  poet  Guadagnoli, 
manned  the  walls  with  a  few  Tuscan  regulars,  and  ninety 
invalided  Austrian  soldiers,  while  he  improvised  and  armed 
a  Civic  Guard  of  260  men,  partly  consisting  of  peasants 
called  in  from  outside  to  keep  down  the  city  Democrats. 
The  latter,  normally  the  strongest  party  in  Arezzo,  which 
had  sent  many  volunteers  to  Lombardy  in  '48,  were  indig- 
nant at  an  act  of  inhospitality  degrading  to  the  reputation 
of  their  town  in  the  annals  of  patriotism.  They  attempted 
a  revolt,  but  were  suppressed,  and  many  suffered  long  terms 
of  imprisonment.  Meanwhile,  during  the  greater  part  of 
July  23,  Garibaldi  lay  encamped  in  front  of  the  walls,  on  the 
hill  of  Santa  Maria,  parleying  in  vain  for  an  entry.  His 
angry  troops  clamoured  to  be  led  to  the  assault,  which 
could  not  have  failed,  but  their  chief  dreaded  the  scandal  of 
a  victory  over  Italians,  especially  as  it  might  have  been 
followed  by  looting  on  the  part  of  the  undesirables  in  his 
army  ;  he  also  told  Hoffstetter  that  he  did  not  wish  to  leave 
behind  a  number  of  wounded  to  be  shot  by  the  Austrians, 
and  that  he  feared  to  be  caught  in  a  trap  inside  the  town  by 
the  arrival  of  Paumgarten  and  Stadion.  Indeed,  at  night- 
fall of  the  23rd,  Paumgarten's  troops  were  already  drawing 
so  near,  that  he  was  forced  to  hasten  on  his  way  up  the 
road  leading  to  the  Scopettone  Pass.  The  failure  to  enter 
Arezzo  had  a  demoralising  effect  on  his  men,  who  now  felt 
too  clearly  that  they  were  no  more  than  fugitives. 
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This  impression  was  enhanced  by  the  horrors  of  the 
night  retreat,  when  the  rearguard  went  astray  and  became 
engaged  with  the  Austrians  under  the  walls  of  Arezzo  ;  when 
all  over  the  hills  and  up  to  the  pass,  deserters,  stragglers, 
and  wounded  were  hunted  down  by  bands  of  peasants 
under  the  leadership  of  friars  and  priests,  despatching 
their  countrymen  or  handing  them  over  to  the  Austrian 
butchers.  So  strong  was  the  reactionary  sentiment  among 
some  of  the  contadini  in  the  mountains  behind  Arezzo, 
that  during  the  same  week  a  traveller  saw  cottages  illumi- 
nated, and  heard  rude  voices  chanting  festal  hymns  in 
honour  of  the  Austrian  Emperor,  who  was  not  even  legally 
their  lord.     The  hills  resounded  with 

'  Ewiva  la  corona 
Del  nostro  Imperator,' 

till  the  astonished  gentleman  could  believe  himself  in  Tyrol 
rather  than  Tuscany.  Such,  in  its  effect,  was  the  political 
teaching  of  the  Church  in  the  era  of  Italy's  resurrection. 

Meanwhile  the  main  body  of  Garibaldians,  having  slept 
at  midnight  on  the  top  of  the  Scopettone  Pass,  descended, 
next  day,  the  long  gorge  beside  the  clear  Cerfone  torrent, 
the  rays  of  the  July  sun  falling  pitUessly  on  their  heads,  until, 
on  the  afternoon  of  the  24th,  they  crossed  out  of  Tuscany 
into  the  Papal  States,  and  emerged  into  the  valley  of  the 
Upper  Tiber.  This  reach  of  the  great  river,  where  it  first 
leaves  its  mountain  cradle,  has  a  pecuHar  effect  on  the 
imagination,  for  the  vaUey,  several  miles  broad,  through 
which  it  flows,  combines  the  freshness  of  an  Alp  with  the 
wealth  and  spaciousness  of  a  populous  country-side.  It  is 
studded  with  small  towns,  of  which  San  Sepolcro  is  the 
chief  ;  and  through  the  thick  web  of  vines  that  nets  the  plain 
runs  the  line  of  a  poplar  wood  shading  the  course  of  the 
Tiber — not  here  a  yellow  flood,  but  a  clear  stream  of  blue 
and  silver  eddies.  The  whole  valley  is  shut  in  on  the 
south-west  by  the  mountains,  covered  with  oak  forest,  out 
of  which  Garibaldi  emerged  ;    and  on  the  other  side  by  the 
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central  ridge  of  the  Apennines — the  Monte  Luna,  and  the 
precipitous  ascent  to  the  Trabaria  Pass,  by  which  alone 
his  hunted  army  could  now  hope  to  escape  to  the  Adriatic. 

The  spirals  by  which  this  road  winds  up  the  mountain, 
and  the  whole  panorama  of  the  vaUey  below,  were  clearly 
visible  from  the  old  walled  village  of  Citema,  whose  ruined 
keep  crowns  an  ohve-clad  hill,  enclosed  on  three  sides  by 
tributaries  of  the  Tiber.  In  this  position,  dominating  the 
plain,  and  too  strong  to  be  stormed  except  by  overwhelming 
numbers,  Garibaldi  remained  for  more  than  forty-eight 
hours,  to  reorganise  and  rest  his  exhausted  troops,  and 
prepare  for  the  passage  of  the  water-shed  of  Italy.  From 
Citema  hill,  on  the  second  day  of  the  bivouac,  he  watched 
the  Austrian  divisions,  numbering  many  thousand  men, 
pour  one  after  the  other  into  the  valley  below.  Some  came 
on  his  traces  from  Arezzo ;  others,  as  he  had  feared,  up 
the  Tiber  from  Perugia  ;  and  finally,  Stadion's  men  began 
to  enter  from  the  opposite  direction,  behind  Anghiari. 
He  could  observe  the  white  columns  crawling  in  different 
directions  over  the  green  plain,  each  ignorant  of  the  other's 
movements,  but  aU  as  clear  to  him  as  pieces  set  out  on  a 
war  map  ;  he  could  see  the  road  climbing  up  the  mountain 
wall  on  the  further  side  of  Tiber — a  ladder  to  the  foot  of 
which  he  must  attain  by  passing  between  these  various 
hostile  bodies  ;  and  he  was  thus  enabled  to  lay  his  plans 
according  to  what  he  saw  himself,  as  weU  as  by  the  reports 
of  his  outposts,  who  were  watching  and  skirmishing  all 
along  the  valley. 

Until  the  word  to  move  was  given,  the  hours  of  repose 
were  passed  in  pleasant  quarters.  Most  of  the  troops 
were  bivouacked  inside  the  walled  grounds  of  two  small 
monasteries,  situated  upon  the  ridge  of  which  Citema 
crowns  the  summit.  The  Cappuccini,  a  pretty  little  white 
building,  is  set  in  a  large  garden  that  slopes  half-way  down 
the  hill,  where 

'  all  the  flowers  and  trees  do  close 
To  weave  the  garlands  of  repose.' 
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In  July  the  flowers  of  spring  were  gone,  but  cypresses 
and  stone  pines,  figs  and  fruit  trees,  besides  oak,  brush- 
wood, and  exotic  plants,  gave  that  look  of  dark  coolness 
in  the  midst  of  lucent  heat  which  is  the  most  prized  of  the 
beauties  of  Italy.  Here  Anita  slept  under  a  bower  of 
evergreens.  And  here  Garibaldi  interviewed  the  patriots 
of  the  Tiber  valley,  who  came  up  the  hill  to  offer  him  their 
services  at  no  small  risk  to  themselves.  '  This  time  things 
have  gone  badly,'  he  told  a  deputation  from  Citta  di  Castello, 
'  but  the  blood  shed  at  Rome  wiU  be  productive,  and  I 
hope  that  in  ten  years  at  most  Italy  will  be  free.'  It  was, 
in  fact,  not  till  September  i860,  that  the  Bersagheri  of 
Victor  Emmanuel,  set  in  motion  by  the  victories  of  the  red- 
shirts  in  SicUy,  marched  gaily  down  this  way  to  Perugia, 
amid  the  wild  rejoicings  of  the  hberated  people,  who  had 
never  forgotten,  and  whose  descendants  will  never  forget. 
Garibaldi's  passage  across  their  valley  in  July  1849. 

During  the  long  encampment  on  Citerna  hill,  some  of 
the  men  looted  in  the  rooms  of  the  monasteries — almost 
the  only  case  of  such  misconduct  that  occurred  during 
the  Retreat.  Ugo  Bassi's  bonhomie  was  not  altogether 
unsuccessful  in  consoling  the  victims,  who  received  much 
sympathy  from  the  officers  when  the  fault  was  discovered. 

About  a  mile  distant  from  Citerna  lies  Monterchi, 
another  little  town  on  a  lower  hill  to  the  south.  Here 
the  Austrians  lay  in  force,  and  Garibaldi,  watching  from 
the  garden  of  the  Cappuccini  their  preparations  to  attack 
or  surround  the  Citerna  hill,  and  their  guns  planted  against 
him,  determined  that  it  was  time  for  him  to  be  gone. 
Indeed,  his  escape  northwards  across  the  valley  might  be 
closed  at  any  moment  by  the  troops  from  Cittk  di  Castello 
and  Anghiari,  some  of  whom  were  already  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood of  San  Sepolcro.  The  forces  of  the  Austrians 
within  a  few  miles  of  Citerna  were  three  or  four  times  as 
numerous  as  his  own,  and  their  generals  believed  them- 
selves to  have  blocked  every  road  by  which  he  could  escape 
out  of  the  Tiber  valley  ;  this  error  arose  from  the  dependence 
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of  their  Staff  on  a  map  which  did  not  show  the  great  road 
up  to  the  Bocca  Trabaria,  though  it  was  in  full  sight  of 
Garibaldi  at  Citema.  At  its  foot  lies  San  Giustino,  and  he 
determined  to  reach  that  town  by  a  secret  march  on  the 
night  of  July  26-27. 

To  effect  this  he  had  first  to  escape  from  the  Austrians 
in  Monterchi,  and  then  to  pciss  through  their  other  armies 
on  the  line  of  the  Tiber.  The  attention  of  the  former 
was  engaged  by  a  false  attack  on  Monterchi  during  the  after- 
noon of  the  26th,  and  by  a  screen  of  men  left  on  Citema 
hill,  while  the  main  column  secretly  descended  its  steep 
northern  slope  and  began  to  cross  the  plain  in  the  falling 
dusk.  Through  the  night  they  made  a  forced  march  to 
San  Giustino,  one  division  going  round  by  the  road  and 
bridge  of  San  Sepolcro,  and  the  rest  moving  in  a  straight 
line  across  the  sandy  fords  of  the  Tiber.  In  the  poplar 
grove  on  its  banks  there  was  a  struggle  with  the  fat  friars 
of  Citema,  who  complained  bitterly  at  the  necessity  of 
wading  up  to  their  knees  ;  it  had  been  thought  prudent 
to  take  them  along,  because  if  left  in  Citema  they  would 
have  found  means  to  warn  the  Austrians  in  Monterchi  of 
the  escape  of  their  common  enemies. 

Marching  through  the  darkness,  often  in  single  file, 
by  the  narrow  tracks  of  the  vineyards  and  the  rough  fords 
of  the  streams,  the  army  left  behind — besides  many  baggage 
animals  and  much  of  their  scanty  stock  of  ammunition — 
a  number  of  men  who  lost  their  way  in  the  darkness,  and 
were  picked  up  in  the  following  days  by  the  Austrians. 
Many,  when  asked  to  what  corps  they  belonged,  although 
they  knew  that  death  or  torture  was  awarded  to  all  who 
followed  Garibaldi,  confessed  him  to  the  drum-head  court- 
martials  as  their  '  chief  and  father.'  Some  were  shot,  and 
others  flogged  with  that  revolting  cruelty  which  did  so 
much  to  turn  against  Austria  the  sympathies  of  our  country, 
happily  forgetful  that,  fifty  years  before,  she  had  been 
guilty  of  the  same  form  of  wickedness  in  Ireland. 

At  dawn  of  the  27th  the  column  of  retreat  reached  San 
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Giustino,  but,  too  fatigued  by  the  night  march  to  begin 
at  once  the  scaHng  of  the  great  mountain,  they  remained 
during  the  greater  part  of  the  day  at  the  foot  of  the  pass, 
while  the  Austrians,  only  a  few  miles  away,  on  three  sides, 
left  them  strangely  unmolested.  This  inactivity  surprised 
the  Italians  then,  and  has  surprised  their  historians  since. 
The  truth  is  that  Garibaldi's  enemies,  all  through  July, 
were  unduly  afraid  of  him,  being  deceived  by  his  devices 
into  supposing  him  stronger  than  he  was  ;  and  at  this 
moment  their  troops  were  utterly  exhausted  by  the  forced 
marches  that  had  brought  them  from  Perugia,  Arezzo,  and 
Siena.  But  when  all  is  said,  the  Austrian  generals  were 
very  stupid,  and  the  best  excuse  for  their  inaction  at  this 
crisis — namely,  that  they  thought  '  the  bandit '  could  not 
escape  because  they  did  not  know  of  the  important  road 
over  the  Bocca  Trabaria — in  itself  shows  by  how  much  they 
were  inferior  to  their  antagonist  in  personal  activity  and 
observation,  as  well  as  in  the  use  of  scouts.  The  Austrian 
officers  were  well  aware  that  he  was  more  than  a  match 
for  their  chiefs  ;  as  day  by  day  they  urged  their  tired  men 
over  fresh  mountains,  they  cursed  and  admired  the  man 
who  led  them  such  a  dance.  '  This  devil,'  they  said,  to  an 
Italian  gentleman,  '  will  lead  us  to  Africa  at  least.' 

On  July  27,  after  a  long  halt  at  San  Giustino,  about 
2,000  men  who  still  followed  the  desperate  fortunes  of 
Garibaldi  began  to  move  up  the  road  to  the  Bocca  Trabaria 
by  '  gigantic  spirals,'  like  those  which  join  valley  to  valley 
in  Hoffstetter's  fatherland.  The  Switzer,  riding  in  front  with 
the  Staff,  looked  back  to  watch  the  army  winding  up  from 
below,  '  like  a  long  beautiful  snake,'  through  the  scattered 
oak  copses,  corn-fields,  and  farms  sprinkled  over  the  steep 
mountain  side.  In  the  front  Garibaldi  rode  beside  Anita 
— his  white  poncho  streaming  out  on  the  mountain  breeze. 
Then  came  the  few  remaining  lancers  of  Hasina's  devoted 
squadron  ;  then  the  baggage-mules,  now  reduced  to  forty ; 
and  then,  moving  with  deliberate  steps,  a  majestic  herd  of 
white  bulls  with  long,  curved  horns,  destined  to  be  the 
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provisions  of  the  army  on  the  foodless  mountains.  Below, 
the  red  shirts  of  the  Garibaldian  Legion,  and  still  further 
down,  the  light  summer  suits  of  Forbes  and  his  boy  were 
visible  among  the  darker  uniforms  of  their  companions. 
At  the  bottom  of  all  lay  the  broad,  green  valley,  the  scene 
of  their  night  march,  across  which  the  last  patrols  and 
rearguard  were  hastening  to  the  foot  of  the  pass,  and  the 
white  Austrian  columns  were  still  aimlessly  in  motion.  The 
size  and  nature  of  the  hunted  army,  the  driven  cattle,  the 
wild  scenery  into  which  the  war  was  being  carried,  the  near 
prospect  of  death,  were  the  same  for  Anita  and  Garibaldi, 
this  day,  as  when,  nine  years  before,  they  had  ridden  thus 
side  by  side  in  the  Brazilian  mountains,  near  the  time  of 
Menotti's  birth.  Nothing  was  changed,  except  that  love, 
which  then  was  young,  was  now  rich  in  memory. 

After  this  first  climb  they  traversed  several  miles  of 
flat  road  along  a  high  barren  ridge,  and  night  had  fallen 
before  they  reached  another  spiral  ascent.  When  they 
had  mounted  it  they  were  on  the  top  of  the  water-shed 
of  Italy.  Here,  on  the  Bocca  Trabaria,  they  slept  at  mid- 
night, though  many  watched  from  thirst  and  sorrow. 
The  carpet  of  primroses,  crocuses,  and  blue  squills,  which 
beautify  this  remote  place  in  spring  time,  had  vanished  with 
the  summer  heats ;  there  was  no  sign  of  vegetation  or  of 
any  living  thing,  but  a  hungry  wind  was  moaning  among 
the  rocks.  All  were  glad  when  the  dawn  sprang  up  over 
the  grey  mountain-tops  below  them,  and  lighted  their 
way  down  towards  the  Adriatic.  At  first  their  road  ran  by 
a  wooded  gorge  of  one  of  the  head-springs  of  the  Metaurus, 
till  after  many  miles  the  river  opened  into  a  broad  valley, 
in  the  middle  of  which  lay  Sant'  Angelo  in  Vado.  Entering 
its  streets  on  the  evening  of  July  28,  they  found,  to  their 
dismay,  blocking  their  further  descent  a  short  distance  below 
the  town,  another  Austrian  army  under  Archduke  Ernest, 
whom  D' Aspre  had  ordered  up  from  Ancona,  through  Urbino, 
to  cut  off  Garibaldi  if  by  chance  he  should  succeed  in  cross- 
ing the  water-shed.     The  ItaHans,  who  had  been  greatly 
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elated  at  the  skill  with  which  their  leader  had  extricated 
them  from  the  Tiber  valley,  saw  themselves  once  more 
entrapped. 

Retreat  was  impossible,  for  the  enemy  were  following 
them  from  behind,  while  on  both  sides  the  mountains  shut 
them  in,  and  in  front  lay  the  new  foe.  But  once  more 
Garibaldi  found  a  way  overlooked  by  the  slow  Austrian 
generals,  where,  three  minutes'  walk  below  Sant'  Angelo  in 
Vado,  a  rough  road  diverges  to  the  left,  leading  over  the 
hills  into  the  Foglia  valley.  Since  the  enemy,  who  would 
have  had  time  to  occupy  the  foot  of  this  important  pass,  if 
they  had  known  of  its  existence,  had  drawn  themselves  up 
a  mile  or  so  lower  down  the  Metaurus,  Garibaldi  on  the 
morning  of  the  29th  made  a  false  attack  on  their  position, 
as  if  he  intended  to  force  their  line,  and  under  cover  of  this 
feint  took  the  strategic  turn  to  the  left,  and  carried  his 
column  over  the  hills  to  Plan  di  Meleto. 

Again  the  Italians  had  escaped,  but  not  quite  unscathed. 
A  rearguard  of  cavalry,  left  in  Sant'  Angelo  in  Vado  after 
the  main  column  had  started,  were  surprised  by  Hungarian 
hussars,  following  from  the  Tiber  valley,  who  galloped 
in  under  the  unguarded  western  gateway,  sabred  the 
Republicans  in  the  street,  and  dragged  them  out  of  the 
houses.  It  was  a  general  massacre,  no  quarter  being  given. 
Indeed,  the  murder  of  prisoners,  if  they  belonged  to  Gari- 
baldi's band,  was  the  rule  approved  at  the  head-quarters  in 
Florence  by  D'Aspre  himself.  A  man-hunt  was  instituted  in 
Sant'  Angelo  and  the  surrounding  hills,  in  which  the  peasants 
were  forced  to  assist  by  threats  of  burning  their  houses 
and  crops.  In  the  town  itself  some  of  the  soldiers  were 
hidden,  and  afterwards  smuggled  away  in  disguise  by 
patriotic  citizens,  who  risked  their  own  lives  by  these  acts 
of  mercy.  In  all  Sant'  Angelo  there  was  only  one  man, 
a  shoemaker,  who  turned  false  ;  the  poor  fellow  whom  he 
denounced  was  taken  and  shot ;  but  the  traitor,  unable  to 
endure  the  hatred  of  his  fellow-townsmen,  went  mad,  and 
shortly  died. 


THROUGH  THE  UMBRTAN  MOUNTAINS      261 

Meanwhile  Garibaldi  was  struggling  over  into  the 
Foglia  valley  ;  the  road  winds  along  a  high  ridge,  whence 
the  northern  landscape  in  the  direction  of  Monte  Carpegna 
and  San  Marino  becomes  clearly  visible.  It  is  one  of  the 
strangest  regions  of  Italy  :  the  higher  mountains,  naked 
peaks  and  tables,  rear  themselves  on  the  sky-line  in  fan- 
tastic fortress  shapes,  hard  to  distinguish,  except  by  their 
size,  from  the  works  of  man — the  old  robber  castles  perched 
on  their  summits.  The  aspect  of  the  lesser  hills,  skeleton 
ridges,  washed  bare  of  soil  and  corrugated  by  the  rain- 
torrents,  baked  by  the  sun  into  a  hard  white  grey,  with 
patches  of  brown  or  of  sparse  verdure,  is  well  known  in 
the  backgrounds  of  Piero  della  Francesca  and  other 
painters  of  the  Umbrian  school.  The  broad  valley  bottoms 
are  white  as  snow-drifts,  being  filled  from  side  to  side 
with  the  polished  stones  of  the  dried-up  river  courses. 
The  olive  is  no  longer  seen  ;  thin  vineyards  and  com  are 
the  only  cultivation.  Such  was  the  country  through 
which  the  Tyrolese  sharpshooters  followed  on  the  heels 
of  the  Garibaldians  from  Sant'  Angelo  in  Vado  to  San 
Marino,  killing  all  whom  they  caught,  and  sometimes  treat- 
ing even  the  wounded  with  revolting  brutality.  They  were 
kept  off  from  the  main  column  by  a  handful  of  Manara's 
old  Bersaglieri,  commanded  by  Hugh  Forbes  in  his  top-hat, 
with  a  courage  which  won  the  admiration  of  his  brother 
officers.* 

After  passing  Plan  di  Meleto,  with  its  beautifully  machi- 
colated  castle,  the  army  descended  the  Foglia  for  some 
miles  ;  the  fatigues  of  the  way  were  great,  for  the  road  was 
not,  as  it  is  now,  supplied  with  bridges  over  the  numerous 
torrent-beds  that  cross  it.     Towards  evening  on  the  29th, 

•  In  some  rough  notes  on  the  story  of  the  retreat  in  the  handwriting 
of  Col.  Forbes  himself  (Forbes  MSS.)  we  read,  immediately  after  the  mention 
of  St.  Angelo  :  '  G(aribaldi)  looks  for  F(orbes).  Finds  him  Rear  Guard — 
Go  rest  of  retreat  together  to  the  camp.  G.  and  F.  continue  together 
with  the  last  drapello  of  Rear  Guard.  Such  is  the  spirit  which  animated 
both,  instead  of  the  petty  jealousy  which  so  frequently  reigns  between  the 
Chiefs  of  the  same  army.' 
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Garibaldi  turned  to  the  left  out  of  the  Foglia  valley,  marched 
up  the  gorge  of  the  Apsa,  and  reached  Macerata  Feltria, 
which  rises  on  the  edge  of  the  dried-up  torrent. 

The  troops  could  scarcely  drag  themselves  along  for 
weariness,  but  the  enemy  were  too  close  to  allow  of  any 
halt  at  Macerata,  except  to  eat  the  food  provided  by  the 
friendly  inhabitants.  Affairs  were  indeed  getting  desperate. 
Bueno,  the  commander  of  the  cavalry.  Garibaldi's  South 
American  comrade  of  the  longest  standing — a  countr5mian 
and  old  friend  of  Anita — had  sold  himself  to  the  pursuing 
Austrians,  and  passed  over  to  the  Emperor's  service : 
unlike  Miiller,  who  had  deserted  a  week  before,  he  was  of 
no  military  value  except  for  his  courage  in  a  charge  ;  but 
Anita  and  Garibaldi  felt  that  a  link  with  their  romantic 
past  had  been  most  cruelly  cut.  Next,  some  of  the  Italian 
officers  fled  from  the  doomed  army  and  took  refuge  in  the 
territory  of  San  Marino.  The  morale  of  the  1,500  men 
who  still  held  together  was  seriously  undermined,  and  a 
general  dispersion  was  not  unlikely.  Archduke  Ernest 
was  close  on  them  to  south  and  east,  Stadion's  men  were 
pouring  over  the  hills  to  the  west  behind  Monte  Carpegna, 
and  Hahne,  from  Bologna,  was  hastening  down  the  Via 
iEmilia  and  towards  San  Leo  to  cut  them  off  from  the 
north.  With  his  disheartened  and  exhausted  troops. 
Garibaldi  saw  that  he  could  no  longer  hope  to  capture 
a  large  port  on  the  Adriatic  and  embark  with  1,500  men 
for  Venice.  He  therefore  determined,  from  information  re- 
ceived at  Macerata,  to  make  for  the  neutral  territory  of 
the  Republic  of  San  Marino. 

And  so  again,  without  a  rest,  they  staggered  on  through 
the  midnight  from  Macerata  up  the  head-waters  of  the 
Apsa  to  the  Convent  of  Pietra  Rubbia,  standing  at  the  foot 
of  the  naked  mass  of  the  Carpegna  mountain  that  blocks 
the  head  of  the  valley.  Hence,  on  the  30th,  utterly  ex- 
hausted by  the  extraordinary  exertions  of  the  day  before, 
they  turned  north  and  crossed  a  high  moor  covered  with 
thin  grass  and  white  stones,  not  unlike  the  tops  of  some  of 
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the  Yorkshire  fells,  and  so  reached  the  hills  surrounding 
the  upper  waters  of  the  Conca.  In  front  of  them  rose 
the  fantastic  rock  fastness  of  Monte  Copiolo,  shadowing  the 
large  village  of  Villagrande,  built  2,700  feet  above  the  sea. 
Here  they  turned  north-eastwards  towards  San  Marino  by 
the  grass  tracks  that  lead  along  the  wooded  ridge  of  the 
Serra  Bruciata.  In  this  remote  and  sylvan  solitude  night 
again  overtook  the  straggling  column  :  the  difficulties  of 
finding  the  roadless  way  were  great,  and  only  Garibaldi's 
extraordinary  personal  exertions  saved  the  rear  from  being 
lost  in  the  darkness.  At  length  the  moon  shed  her  light 
among  the  dwarf  oak-trees  of  the  mountain,  and  the  tired 
soldiers  flung  themselves  down  and  slept.  But  their  chief 
never  closed  his  eyes. 

When  they  awoke  they  could  see,  five  miles  away  across 
the  chasms  and  cleft  ridges  of  the  hills,  the  City  of  Refuge, 
the  Republican  towers  and  precipices  of  San  Marino,  reared 
high  in  heaven  against  the  morning  sun. 


CHAPTER  XIV 

SAN   MARINO  AND  CESENATICO,   JULY  3I-ADGUST   I 

'  And  many  a  warrior-peopled  citadel, 
Like  rocks  which  fire  lifts  out  of  the  flat  deep. 
Arose  in  sacred  Italy, 
Frowning  o'er  the  tempestuous  sea 
Of  kings,  and  priests,  and  slaves,  in  tower-crowned  majesty.* 

Shelley  :  Ode  to  Liberty. 

The  Republic  of  San  Marino,  when  Garibaldi  drew  near  its 
borders,  was,  as  it  is  to-day,  the  sole  survivor  of  the  innu- 
merable sovereign  cities  which  nursed  the  free  and  vigorous 
life  of  Mediaeval  Italy  ;  it  had  outlived  a  hundred  more 
splendid  sister  cities,  partly  because  the  peasants  who  tilled 
the  rugged  sides  of  the  Monte  Titano  had  never  accumulated 
the  wealth  that  tempts  the  invader,  and  still  more  because 
the  market  town,  which  serves  as  capital  to  this  rural  com- 
munity, is  enclosed  by  the  walls  of  a  virgin  fortress  of  im- 
mense natural  strength.  The  last  serious  attempt  on  its 
independence  had  been  made,  in  1739,  by  the  famous 
Cardinal  Alberoni,  then  Papsd  Legate  in  the  Romagna. 
It  was  the  only  Italian  State  which  Napoleon  spared  and 
befriended. 

On  the  edge  of  the  precipice  facing  the  Adriatic,  2,437 
feet  above  the  sea-level,  stand  the  highest  towers  of  San 
Marino,  and  from  their  base  the  cliff  falls  sheer  away  for  700 
feet.  Down  below,  the  twelve  miles  of  undulating,  fertile 
country  that  descend  to  Rimini  on  the  coast ;  the  stony 
bed  of  the  Marecchia  river,  a  straight,  broad,  white  band 
through  the  vineyards  ;  the  ships  at  sea,  and  the  towns 
along  the  shore,  are  all  visible,  as  in  a  bird's-eye  view,  from 
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the  rock  of  the  freemen.  On  the  land  side,  the  Monte 
Titano  falls  away  only  less  steeply  than  to  seaward,  and 
the  western  view  ranges  far  over  gnarled  mountains  and 
torn  ravines,  among  which  rises  the  frowning  fortress  of 
San  Leo,  the  Papal  dungeon  where  the  arch-quack 
Cagliostro  breathed  his  last,  and  where  many  a  Car- 
bonaro  has  languished  for  Italy  and  freedom,  and 
left  neither  name  nor  memory.  Through  this  wild 
region,  on  July  30,  1849,  Garibaldi  was  coming  from  the 
south,  with  the  Archduke  Ernest  at  his  heels  ;  Holzer  was 
approaching  from  the  south-west,  and  Hahne,  unknown 
to  Garibaldi,  from  the  north.  Distant  glimpses  of  all  these 
hosts  might  have  been  caught  from  time  to  time  from  the 
piazza  of  San  Marino,  where  the  fathers  of  the  city  were 
anxiously  on  the  watch,  divided  between  desire  to  be- 
friend the  Roman  Republicans  and  anxiety  to  preserve 
their  own  State  from  the  vengeance  of  the  reactionary 
powers,  to  whom  it  had  for  many  years  been  notorious  as 
the  place  of  refuge  for  the  persecuted  Liberals  of  the 
Romagna. 

The  arrival  of  mounted  Garibaldian  deserters  had  first 
warned  the  little  community  that  danger  was  in  the  air. 
Then,  early  on  July  30,  a  messenger  from  Garibaldi  rode 
up  the  winding  ascent  of  the  Titano,  and  announced  that 
his  chief  intended  to  pass  through  the  neutral  territory ; 
to  which  the  Captain-Regent,  Belzoppi,  replied  that  if 
he  did  so  he  would  violate  his  principles  by  endangering 
the  existence  of  a  Republic,  and  would  not  help  himself, 
because  the  Sammarinesi  could  see  from  the  rock  that 
their  dominions  were  already  surrounded  on  all  sides  by 
Austrians. 

The  next  ambassador  was  Ugo  Bassi  himself,  who 
arrived  late  on  the  night  of  the  30th.  Having  received 
the  same  reply  from  the  Regency,  coupled  with  a  friendly 
offer  to  feed  the  troops  at  the  boundaries  of  the  Repubhc, 
the  red-shirted  friar  began  to  wander  disconsolately  about 
the  streets  of  the  frightened  town,  looking  out  for  some- 
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where  to  sleep,  until  at  last  '  a  true  Republican,'  Lorenzo 
Simoncini,  drew  him  into  his  cafe.  This  house,  which 
became  the  scene  of  memorable  events  during  the  next 
thirty  hours,  stands  close  to  the  western  gate,  and  overlooks 
the  outer  waU  of  the  city,  in  which  convenient  position 
it  had  often  served  its  generous  owner  to  entertain  and 
expedite  fugitive  Liberals  and  Carbonari  of  the  enslaved 
provinces  below.  After  a  much-needed  supper,  Ugo 
Bassi  went  to  the  window  and  looked  out  at  the  moonlit 
mountains.  Suddenly  he  started  back  in  horror,  for  he 
had  seen  the  watch-fires  of  Hahne's  men  stretched  along 
the  hillside  below  San  Leo.  '  My  God,'  he  cried,  *  the 
General  is  caught  between  two  fires ;  he  is  lost.  But 
we  must  save  him.'  Sitting  down  at  once  he  wrote  to 
Garibaldi  warning  him  that  he  was  headed  off  by  yet  another 
army  from  the  northward,  and  the  good  Simoncini,  with 
the  unofficial  aid  of  the  Secretary  of  State,  found  an  en- 
thusiastic and  capable  messenger,  named  Balda,  who  in  the 
darkness  of  the  night  picked  out  the  rugged  and  difficult 
way  across  the  slopes  of  Monte  Tassona  to  Garibaldi's 
presence,  and  gave  him  Ugo  Bassi's  letter.  Warned  thus 
before  daybreak  that  he  could  no  longer  pass  along  outside 
the  western  boundary  of  the  Republic  unless  he  wished  to 
fall  into  the  midst  of  Hahne's  troops.  Garibaldi,  if  he  still 
entertained  any  doubt,  saw  that  he  had  no  alternative  but 
to  enter  uninvited  the  territory  of  San  Marino  and  throw 
himself  on  the  mercy  of  its  citizens.* 

Therefore,  at  earliest  daylight  of  July  31,  his  troops 
resumed  their  march  along  the  ridge  of  the  Serra  Bruciata, 
and  then  turning  north  over  the  slopes  of  Monte  Tassona, 
made  straight  for  the  towers  of  San  Marino.  Garibaldi 
rode  on  in  front  to  explain  his  action  to  the  authorities, 
and  arrived  on  the  piazza  of  the  town  about  eight  o'clock. 
In  the  Hall  of  Audience  he  was  publicly  received  by  Belzoppi 
and  his  colleagues. 

*  It  is  impossible  to  say  for  certain  whether  the  letter  did  mors  tlian 
Oonfirm  Garibaldi  in  a  previous  resolution. 
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'  Citizen-Regent,'  said  the  General,  '  my  troops,  pursued  by 
superior  numbers  of  Austrians,  and  exhausted  by  the  privations 
they  have  endured  among  the  mountains  and  precipices,  are 
no  longer  in  a  condition  to  fight ;  it  therefore  became  necessary 
to  cross  your  border  to  obtain  bread  and  a  few  hours'  repose. 
They  shall  lay  down  their  arms  in  your  Republic,  where  the 
Roman  war  for  the  independence  of  Italy  now  comes  to  an  end. 
I  come  among  you  as  a  refugee  ;    receive  me  as  such.' 

'  Welcome  to  the  refugee,'  answered  Belzoppi.  '  General, 
this  hospitable  land  receives  you.' 

It  was  then  a;nd  there  agreed  that  the  Government 
of  San  Marino  shoiild  mediate  with  the  Austrian  com- 
manders, to  secure  the  safety  of  all  who  laid  down  their 
arms. 

While  this  interview  was  taking  place,  Garibaldi's  column, 
still  several  miles  away,  crossed  the  bare  slopes  of  Monte 
Tassona  by  stony  lanes,  passed  through  the  village  of 
Castello,  and  at  length  reached,  at  the  foot  of  Monte  Titano, 
the  ravine  which  divides  the  territories  of  Pope  and  Re- 
public. Here,  on  the  steep  slopes,  the  little  cannon  got 
into  difficulties,  and  since  the  men  were  unwilling  to  leave 
their  favourite  behind,  and  Garibaldi  was  absent  in  San 
Marino,  a  long  delay  took  place,  during  which  the  advanced 
guard  of  Hahne's  men  fell  upon  their  flank.  A  large  part 
of  the  demoralised  soldiers  fairly  fled  up  the  Monte  Titano  ; 
but  Anita,  as  soon  as  she  heard  the  first  shots,  rode  to  the 
point  of  danger,  looking  for  her  husband,  and  crying, 
'  Where  is  Peppino  ?  '  *  With  the  help  of  Forbes,  she  rallied 
a  strong  rearguard  and  checked  the  Austrian  pursuit,  until 
the  white  mantle  was  seen  floating  along  the  hillside  above, 
and  Garibaldi  came  galloping  back  down  the  spirals  of  the 
road,  meeting  and  rallying  the  fugitives  as  he  came.  When 
he  had  restored  such  order  as  was  possible,  the  remnants  of 
the  army,  some  1,500  men  in  all,  proceeded  together  up  to 
the  city  of  refuge.  But  the  little  cannon,  which  they  had 
dragged  with  such  pains  and  pride  over  so  many  mountain 

*  A  common  abbreviation  for  Giuseppe. 
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paths  and  river  beds,  the  whole  way  from  Rome,  was  left, 
fallen,  at  the  bottom  of  the  last  ravine. 

And  so,  about  mid-day,  they  reached  the  summit  of  the 
Titano,  a  band  of  veritable  refugees.  The  confusion  of 
their  ranks  and  the  variety  of  their  uniforms,  the  ponchos, 
the  red  shirts,  the  cocks'  feathers,  the  top-hats,  formed 
a  strange  medley.  There  were  cavalrymen  limping  along 
on  foot,  infantry  and  wounded  on  horseback  ;  pale-faced 
boys  who  had  thrown  away  their  arms  in  the  last  skirmish, 
strong  men  fainting  with  every  kind  of  anguish  and  ex- 
haustion. The  citizens,  moved  to  deep  compassion,  vied 
with  each  other  in  supplying  the  wants  of  the  army.  It 
was  quartered  in  the  Cappuccini  convent  on  the  road 
outside  the  walls,  where  all,  especially  the  wounded,  were 
treated  with  the  utmost  kindness  by  the  non-political  friars 
of  San  Marino.  On  the  steps  of  this  convent  Garibaldi  sat 
down  and  wrote  the  last  Order  of  the  Day  : — 

'  Republic  of  San  Marino. 

'  Order  of  the  Day,  July  31,  1849,  2  p.m. 

Soldiers, — We  have  reached  the  land  of  refuge,  and  we 

owe  the  best  behaviour  to  our  generous  hosts.     We,  too,  have 

earned  the  consideration  due  to  persecuted  misfortune. 

'  From  this  moment  forward  I  release  my  companions  from 
all  obligation,  and  leave  you  free  to  return  to  private  hfe.  But 
remember  that  Italy  must  not  continue  in  shame,  and  that  it 
is  better  to  die  than  to  live  as  slaves  of  the  foreigner. 

'  Garibaldi.' 

That  afternoon  and  evening  the  authorities  of  San 
Marino  busily  negotiated  with  Archduke  Ernest  for  the 
safety  of  their  guests,  and,  after  some  bargaining,  obtained 
the  offer  of  terms  which  would  not  have  been  unreasonable 
if  there  had  been  any  security  for  their  fulfilment.  The 
Italians  were  to  surrender  their  arms  to  the  San  Marinesi, 
who  were  to  hand  these  over  to  the  Austrians,  and  the 
disarmed  men  were  to  be  allowed  to  return  safely  to  their 
homes.     Garibaldi  and  his  wife  were  to  take  ship  for  Amenca. 
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But  these  conditions  were  not  to  hold  good  unless  they  were 
ratified  by  Gorzkowski,  Governor-General  of  the  Cavalry 
resident  at  Bologna,  to  whom  the  whole  question  was 
referred.  This  delay,  which  left  all  to  the  mercy  of  a  cruel 
man,  was  eagerly  seized  on  by  Garibaldi  and  his  Staff  as 
a  sufficient  reason  for  breaking  off  negotiations,  upon  which 
they  had  entered  most  unwillingly  and  only  for  the  sake  of 
their  followers.  That  same  night,  at  a  Council  of  War  held 
in  Simoncini's  cafe,  the  faces  of  those  present  lit  up  with  joy 
when  it  was  decided  to  refuse  the  terms,  for  Garibaldi  was 
thus  set  free  to  seek  Venice  with  a  small  body  of  volunteers, 
leaving  the  bulk  of  his  disbanded  army  to  the  good  offices 
of  the  friendly  Republic.  But  the  decision  was  not  at  once 
made  known.  Since  the  faithful  few  would  have  to  steal 
through  the  Austrian  lines  on  the  Marecchia  before  day- 
light, secrecy  was  essential ;  it  would  have  been  fatal  to 
arouse  the  main  body  of  the  troops,  who  were  sleeping  on 
the  road  between  the  Cappuccini  and  the  town  gate,  and 
equally  fatal  to  warn  the  authorities  of  San  Marino,  who  were 
bound  to  prohibit  the  setting  forth  of  an  armed  force  from 
their  dominions.  It  was,  therefore,  not  till  the  birds  were 
flown  that  the  Regency  received  the  following  note,  hastily 
written  in  pencil  : — 

'  Citizen  Representatives  of  the  Republic, — ^The  conditions 
imposed  by  the  Austrians  are  unacceptable  ;  and  therefore 
we  will  evacuate  your  territory. — Yours,  G.  Garibaldi.' 

This  laconic  statement  of  facts,  scribbled  in  the  hurry 
of  preparation  for  the  dangerous  sortie,  was  somewhat 
brusque,  but  Garibaldi  was  deeply  grateful  to  the  San 
Marinesi,  and  always  spoke  in  warm  terms  of  his  debt 
to  '  those  excellent  Republicans '  and  '  generous  hosts.' 
Whether  his  departure  with  the  other  notorious  Republican 
chiefs,  such  as  Bassi  and  Ciceruacchio,  whose  lives  neither 
Austria  nor  the  Papacy  would  willingly  spare,  made  it 
more  likely,  or  less,  that  the  remainder  of  the  troops  would 
be  well  treated,   it  is  difficult  to  decide.     Probably,   in 
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leaving  the  army,  which  he  had  already  disbanded,  to  obtain 
what  terms  it  could  for  itself,  he  by  no  means  betrayed  its 
interest.  But  one  thing  is  beyond  all  doubt.  It  was  no 
coup  de  theatre,  but  an  act  of  heroism  requiring  iron  nerves 
and  fortitude  of  mind,  for  the  man  who  had  been  in  com- 
mand night  and  day  during  the  whole  siege  and  retreat, 
and  who  during  the  last  forty-eight  hours  had  not  closed 
his  eyes,  to  start  out  once  more  from  a  haven  of  present 
rest  and  at  least  of  possible  salvation,  and  face  again  a  sea 
of  immediate  hardship  and  danger,  in  the  hope  of  penetra- 
ting into  Venice  so  as  to  share  in  its  last,  hopeless  defence. 

Late  at  night  (Jiily  31)  the  preparations  for  departure 
were  made  by  the  band  of  friends  who  were  in  the  secret, 
gathered  in  the  cafe  Simoncini,  and  round  the  city  gate. 
Garibaldi  supped  with  Ciceruacchio,  Ugo  Bassi,  and  Anita, 
who  was  showing  grave  signs  of  illness.  He  implored  her 
to  remain  among  the  kindly  Republicans,  in  a  house  whose 
inhabitants  were  already  treating  her  with  tenderness  and 
affection.  '  In  vain  ;  that  resolute  and  noble  heart,  indig- 
nant at  all  my  remonstrances  on  this  subject,  silenced  me 
at  last  with  the  words  :   "  You  want  to  leave  me."  ' 

It  was  close  on  midnight.  Garibaldi  was  sitting  on 
a  stone  outside  the  cafe,  reading  his  map  by  the  light  of  a 
lantern,  and  from  time  to  time  questioning  three  peasants 
of  the  Monte  Titano,  who  stood  reverently  before  him.  He 
was  smoking  a  cigar,  and  Ustening  with  his  usual  quiet 
manner  to  their  replies  as  to  the  exact  position  of  the 
Austrian  forces  that  surrounded  the  borders  of  the  Republic. 
His  officers  were  standing  round  him.  Suddenly  he  rose 
up.  '  Whoever  wishes  to  follow  me,'  he  cried,  '  I  offer  him 
fresh  battles,  sufferings  and  exile  :  treaties  with  the  for- 
eigner, never ' — '  patti  con  lo  straniero,  non  mat.'  So  saying, 
he  leapt  on  his  horse,  and  rode  out  under  the  gateway  of 
San  Marino,  which  ought  by  rights  to  have  been  closed  by 
the  porter,  had  he  not  been  in  collusion  with  Garibaldi.  In 
the  next  minute  everyone  present  had  to  determine  whether 
to  go  or  stay.     More  than  200  devoted  men,  and  one  all  too 
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devoted  woman,  followed  after  him,  and  in  silence  they 
began  to  descend  the  great  mountain,  northwards,  through 
the  night. 

It  was  done  so  suddenly  that  even  Ugo  Bassi  would 
have  been  left  behind,  had  not  Garibaldi  remembered  to 
ask  for  him  at  the  gate.  One  of  the  officers  went  back  to 
fetch  the  friar  from  the  cafe,  whence,  in  the  hurry  of  de- 
parture, he  forgot  to  take  his  coUar  and  his  writing  materials  ; 
they  were  found  lying  on  his  bed  and  preserved  in  San 
Marino  with  great  veneration,  after  his  martyrdom. 

When,  early  next  morning,  the  remainder  of  the  army 
awoke  to  find  their  leader  gone,  they  picked  up  their 
weapons,  and  rushed  after  him  down  the  road  almost  to 
the  borders  of  the  Republic.  Their  next  instinct  was  to 
return  and  occupy  the  citadel,  and  die  defending  it  against 
the  Austrians  ;  but,  finally,  their  remaining  officers  and 
the  civic  authorities  brought  them  to  reason,  and  induced 
them  to  surrender  their  arms.  The  negotiations  with  the 
Austrians  were  then  resumed,  and  dragged  on  during  the 
whole  autumn,  the  victors  securing  the  surrender  of  the 
arms,  but  giving  only  equivocal  and  ill-observed  promises 
as  to  the  treatment  of  the  interned  army.  The  good 
Sammarinesi  spared  neither  efforts  nor  expense  to  help  the 
poor  fellows,  gave  them  each  a  sum  of  money,  and  sent 
them  off  in  civilian  clothes  to  their  homes.  Some  went  in 
large  bodies,  others  in  small  groups,  others  alone.  Some 
were  seized,  flogged  almost  to  death,  and  shut  up  for  long 
terms  in  horrible  prisons.  Others  were  allowed  to  pass, 
and  yet  more  got  away  by  avoiding  the  enemy,  as  the  cor- 
don of  troops  round  the  Republic  was  gradually  relaxed. 

Meanwhile,  between  midnight  and  dawn.  Garibaldi  and 
his  column  had  escaped  through  the  Austrian  blockade. 
Just  outside  the  north-west  corner  of  the  territory  of  San 
Marino,  the  bed  of  the  Marecchia,  almost  dry  in  summer, 
but  broad  as  the  London  Thames,  lay  athwart  their  course, 
and  the  moment  of  greatest  danger  was  while  they  were 
stumbling  in  the  darkness  across  this  quarter  of  a  mile  oj 
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white  stones,  pools,  and  sandbanks,  between  two  bodies 
of  Austrians,  at  Pietracuta  above,  and  Verucchio  below 
the  point  of  their  passage.  But  again  the  enemy  came  up 
too  late — only  in  time  for  his  cavalry  to  skirmish  with  the 
rearguard  under  Forbes,  Hoffstetter,  and  Ugo  Bassi.* 

Once  across  the  Marecchia,  the  Garibaldians  had  httle 
cause  to  fear  being  overtaken  that  night.  Climbing  the 
high  mountains  on  the  further  bank  by  mule  tracks,  they 
stumbled  on  till  dawn,  up  and  down  the  sides  of  terrific 
ravines  such  as  that  of  the  Uso,  by  stony,  breakneck  paths 
of  the  nature  of  dried  watercourses,  difficult  in  the  day- 
time, and  impossible  at  night  to  ordinary  soldiers.  At 
Garibaldi's  side,  constantly  pointing  out  the  invisible  path, 
rode  Zani,  a  workman  of  San  Marino,  who  used  sometimes 
to  act  as  professional  guide,  and  who  had  on  this  occasion 
volunteered  for  love  to  show  the  way  over  the  northern 
mountains  as  far  as  the  plain  of  the  Romagna.  Under 
these  conditions  not  a  few  lost  the  column,  and  set  off  alone 
to  find  their  homes  ;  Hoffstetter,  left  behind  in  a  cleft  of 
the  Uso  valley,  sold  his  horse,  changed  his  clothes,  and  made 
off,  eager  at  length  to  quit  the  parched  Apennines  for  the 
echoing  torrents  of  the  Alps,  and  to  become,  in  the  leisure 
and  freedom  of  his  native  Zurich,  the  Xenophon  of  the 
Retreat  from  Rome. 

By  the  time  the  column  touched  a  road  once  more,  near 
the  high-perched  village  of  San  Giovanni  in  Galilea,  the 
men  were  utterly  exhausted  ;  but  they  were  soon  cheered 
by  the  rising  sun,  and  revived  by  the  fresh  bread,  wine, 
and  water-melons  sent  out  to  them  by  the  friendly  towns- 
people of  Sogliano.  All  that  day  (August  i)  they  raced 
on,  sometimes  by  roads  along  high  narrow  ridges,  .some- 
times by  mule  tracks  across  ravines,  traversing  hills  that 

*  The  Garibaldians  descended  Monte  Titano  by  the  Acquaviva  road, 
and  crossed  the  Marecchia  near  the  point  where  the  San  Marino  river 
enters  it.  If  the  Austrians  blockading  the  Republican  territory  had  kept 
a  body  of  men  at  the  place  where  the  San  Marino  road  and  river  debouch 
together  into  the  Marecchia  valley.  Garibaldi  could  not  have  crossed  their 
line  without  giving  battle. 
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gradually  became  less  rugged,  re-entering  the  region  of 
olives,  and  crossing  the  deep  valle3^  of  the  Rubicon  (Fiumi- 
cino)*  through  com  and  vines  and  fruit-trees.  In  the 
scattered  hamlet  of  Musano  they  halted  from  one  o'clock 
till  three  near  the  pretty  little  parish  church,  which  the 
authorities  afterwards  ordered  to  be  '  re-blessed,'  because 
Garibaldi  and  Anita  had  entered  it.f  Anita,  who  was 
rapidly  growing  worse,  called  all  day  most  piteously  for 
water. 

After  Musano  they  regained  the  high  road,  and  passed 
close  by  the  town  of  Longiano,  staggering  along,  stupid 
with  fatigue  ;  Garibaldi  himself  had  not  slept  for  three 
nights  and  days.  At  about  four  in  the  afternoon  they 
found  themselves  standing  at  cross-roads,  on  the  very 
edge  of  the  weary  hills,  at  a  spot  where  the  traveller  sud- 
denly sees  spread  before  him  the  plain  in  which  Caesar 
crossed  the  Rubicon,  and  beyond  it,  only  eight  miles  away, 
the  blue  Adriatic  dancing  in  the  sun.  As  they  stood  there 
gazing  on  the  sea,  the  face  of  Garibaldi  the  sailor  lit  up  as 
though  he  had  arisen  fresh  from  sleep,  and  his  eyes  kindled 
darkly  in  their  strange  fashion.  J 

An  hour  more,  and  they  were  in  the  full  plain  of  the 
Romagna,  crossing  at  right  angles  the  great  highway  of  the 
Via  Aemilia.  When,  late  in  the  afternoon,  they  reached 
the  village  of  Gatteo,  Zani's  task  was  done  ;  he  had  led  them 
safely  off  the  hills.  Garibaldi  took  his  hand  and  said  : 
'  Good-bye,  dear  Zani  ;  I  thank  you  for  your  work.  In 
ten  years  I  hope  to  see  you  again,  with  better  fortune.' 
The  faithful  guide  went  back  to  his  shop  on  the  summit 
of  the  Titano,  and  in  precisely  ten  years'  time,  came  down 
into  the  liberated  Romagna  to  be  welcomed  by  the  hero 

*  It  is  not  quite  certain  whether  the  Uso  or  the  Fiumicino  is  the 
ancient  Rubicon.  In  either  case,  they  crossed  it  in  the  march  from  San 
Marino. 

t  The  parish  priest  himself  befriended  them. 

t  A  memorial  pillar  and  little  grove  now  mark  the  spot.  It  is  within 
half  a  mile  of  Longiano,  and  quite  close  to  the  high,  squarely  built  Villa 
Pasolini,  which  is  the  most  prominent  landmark  on  the  edge  of  the  hills. 
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of  the  age,  as  one  of  those  who  had  saved  him  m  the  hour 
of  need. 

From  Gatteo  they  hurried  on,  in  growing  weariness 
and  excitement,  through  the  darkening  vineyards,  past  Sala, 
towards  the  sea.  The  goal  of  their  extraordinary  march  of 
twenty-two  hours  from  San  Marino,  was  to  be  Cesenatico, 
where  Garibaldi  heard  that  there  were  many  fishing  boats 
and  few  Austrians.  The  neighbouring  municipalities  were 
patriotic  and  active,  as  became  Romagnuols.  The  Governor 
of  Savignano  sent  false  reports  that  Garibaldi  was  spending 
the  night  at  Longiano,  and  so  prevented  the  Austrians,  who 
were  thick  along  the  Via  Aemilia,  from  following  to  Cesena- 
tico  until  it  was  too  late.  The  savage  Gorzkowski,  come 
from  Bologna  to  Savignano  to  catch  Garibaldi,  was  unable 
to  find  and  shoot  this  splendidly  lying  governor,  who  had 
decamped,  and  so  had  to  be  content  with  kicking  his  sec- 
retary. 

It  was  past  ten  at  night,  in  the  little  town  of  Cesenatico. 
The  fishing  fleet  had  come  home  and  thirteen  of  the  hra- 
gozzi,  by  which  the  inhabitants  made  their  livelihood  at 
sea,  were  lying  in  the  canal  that  runs  down  the  middle  of 
the  main  street.  '  The  bragozzi  are  the  most  picturesque 
boats  that  traffic  on  the  lagoons,'  writes  Mr.  Horatio  Brown, 
who  can  make  such  a  statement  with  authority.  '  It  is 
the  bragozzi  alone  that  carry  upon  their  bows  those  wonder- 
ful flying  figures  of  fame  blowing  a  trumpet  in  a  swirl  of 
drapery.  Nothing  can  be  prettier  than  to  see  them  lying, 
bow  by  painted  bow,  in  a  long  row.'  Even  so  they  lay  in 
Cesenatico  that  night.  Their  dyed  sails,  which  had  shone 
in  the  daylight,  sheets  of  scarlet  and  saffron,  orange,  brown 
and  white  in  curious  patterns,  were  furled  and  mufiied  in 
darkness.  The  tired  owners  were  fast  asleep  in  the  houses 
on  both  sides  of  the  canal ;  half  a  dozen  white-coats  were 
dozing  or  playing  cards  with  guttural  exclamations  in  the 
guard-house,  and  a  few  Papal  Carabineers  were  similarly 
off  the  watch  in  another  barrack.     The  street  and  the  httle 
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square,  and  the  masts  of  the  sleeping  ships  in  the  midst, 
were  wrapped  in  peace  and  darkness,  when  suddenly  the 
silence  was  broken  by  a  clatter  of  horsemen,  the  voice  of  a 
leader,  men  dismounting  and  hammering  at  doors  and 
scattering  in  all  directions  on  their  errands.  The  guards 
were  dragged,  dazed  and  half-awake,  out  of  their  quarters 
into  the  square  (where  GaribcJdi's  statue  stands  to-day) ; 
some  of  the  desperate  band  were  for  shooting  the  officer 
of  Carabineers — a  man  named  Sereni — lest  he  should  give 
information  after  they  had  gone  ;  but  since  Ugo  Bassi 
pleaded  for  his  life,  and  Garibaldi  would  not  hear  of  imi- 
tating Austrian  methods  of  warfare,  it  was  decided  to  take 
the  prisoners  on  the  voyage. 

And  now  the  serious  work  of  embarkation  began.  The 
fishermen  of  Cesenatico  were  hauled  out  of  bed,  sulky  and 
sleepy,  to  take  an  unenthusiastic  part  in  the  commandeering 
of  their  own  boats  ;  the  municipal  authorities  were  brought 
into  action,  and  the  town  was  ransacked  for  ropes  and  pro- 
visions. The  thirteen  hragozzi  were  towed  down  the  half- 
mile  of  canal  that  joins  the  town  to  the  shore,  as  far  as  the 
harbour  entrance,  which  consists  of  two  piers,  built  of 
wood-piles  and  stones,  carrying  the  canal  out  into  the  sea. 
So  far  all  had  gone  well ;  but  here,  as  Garibaldi  writes  in 
his  Memorie,  fortune  ceased  any  longer  to  favour  him  that 
night. 

'  There  had  been  a  violent  squall  from  the  sea,  and  the 
breakers  were  so  heavy  in  the  mouth  of  the  port  that  it  was 
almost  impossible  for  vessels  to  put  out. 

'  Here  I  found  the  advantage  of  my  seamanship.  It  was 
absolutely  necessary  that  we  should  leave  the  port ;  day  was 
at  hand,  so  were  the  Austrians,  and  no  retreat  was  open  to  us 
except  by  sea. 

'  I  went  on  board  each  of  the  hragozzi,  had  ropes  fastened 
to  two  kedge-anchors  lashed  together,  and  tried  to  get  out 
of  the  harbour  in  a  small  boat,  in  order  to  drop  the  anchors 
and  warp  the  hragozzi  out.  Our  first  attempts  were  fruitless. 
In  vain  we  sprang  into  the  sea,  to  push  the  boat  by  force  of 
axm  through  the  breakers ;   in  vain  we  encouraged  the  rowers 
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viath  cheering  words  and  many  promises.  Only  after  repeated 
and  laborious  attempts  did  we  succeed  in  carrying  the  anchors 
to  the  proper  distance  and  sinking  them.  As,  having  let  down 
the  anchors,  we  returned  to  the  harbour,  gradually  letting  out 
the  ropes  as  we  went,  the  last  one,  being  thin  and  made  of 
inferior  hemp,  parted,  and  we  had  to  do  the  whole  of  the  work 
over  again.  Such  mishaps  were  enough  to  drive  a  man  crazy. 
At  last  I  was  obliged  to  return  to  the  fishing-boats,  and  get 
fresh  ropes  and  fresh  anchors  ;  and  all  this  with  a  sleepy  and 
unwilling  crew,  who  could  be  made  to  move  at  all — not  to  speak 
of  doing  the  necessary  work — only  by  means  of  blows  with  the 
flat  of  our  swords.  At  last  we  tried  once  more,  and  this  time 
succeeded  in  taking  out  the  anchors  as  far  as  was  needful.' 

In  these  prolonged  operations  of  '  warping  out,'  Gari- 
baldi took  the  most  arduous  part  upon  himself,  plunging 
through  the  breakers  to  shove  out  the  little  boat  with  the 
kedge-anchors  on  board,  and  diving  into  the  sea  to  fasten 
them.  While  he  was  engaged  in  this  latter  operation, 
his  companion,  unable  to  keep  the  boat  still,  dropped 
away  from  him,  but  saw  him,  when  he  had  fastened  the 
anchors,  swim  back  with  ease  through  the  stormy  water 
and,  as  dawn  was  breaking,  leap  into  the  boat,  '  like  a  sea- 
god,'  '  shaking  out  his  long  locks  with  a  vigorous  motion 
of  the  neck.'  He  was  in  his  own  element  once  more,  and 
the  vigil  and  journeying,  and  strain  of  so  many  days  and 
nights,  seemed  to  have  had  no  effect  upon  his  iron  frame. 

For  seven  hours  Anita  sat  by  the  shore,  faint  and  in 
great  pain,  but  propped  up  so  as  to  watch  her  husband  at 
his  work.  Half  a  mile  away,  at  the  inland  entrance  of  the 
town,  Hugh  Forbes  had  thrown  up  a  street  barricade 
against  the  Austrians,  who  were  expected  at  every  moment 
throughout  the  long  agony  of  delay.  There  he  stoodj  with 
the  rearguard,  until  all  the  rest  were  aboard.*     He  and  his 

*  The  Mayor  of  Cesenatico,  in  his  official  report,  declared  that  he  tried 
to  send  word  to  Cesena  during  the  night,  '  but  all  was  useless,  as  the  Gari- 
baldians  liad  stopped  up  all  the  exits  from  the  town,  having  also  barricaded 
the  roads  out  of  the  place  with  carts,  tables,  benches,  and  other  objects. 
In  this  way  they  held  the  town  till  half-past  six  this  morning.'  This  is 
borne  out  by  Forbes   himself,  who  says  that  he   concealed  two  men  in 


THE  EMBARKATION  277 

white  top-hat  deserve  a  place  in  the  Garibaldian  epic.  The 
forerunner  of  Peard,  Dunne,  and  others  of  our  countrymen 
who  won  names  for  themselves  under  the  great  Italian  in 
less  calamitous  times,  Forbes  professed  the  faith  ten  years 
too  soon  for  prudence  and  respectability,  and  so  earned 
nothing  but  detraction,  besides  an  excellent  chance  of  being 
set  up  against  a  wall  and  shot.  He  was  by  no  means  a 
perfect  character,  but  he  appeared  at  his  best  in  1849. 

At  last,  between  half-past  six  and  eight  in  the  morning, 
the  hragozzi  with  the  men  on  board  had  been  '  warped  out ' 
into  the  open  sea,  and  all  was  ready  for  departure.  Garibaldi, 
not  without  emotion,  kissed  the  forehead  of  the  horse  that  had 
carried  him  so  far  and  so  well,  and  gave  him  to  a  patriot  of 
Cesenatico  with  the  words  :  '  Do  wliat  you  will  with  him, 
but  never  let  him  pass  into  the  hands  of  the  Austrians.' 

And  so  they  set  sail  for  Venice  ;  about  an  hour  later  the 
Austrians  entered  the  little  town. 

'  The  day  was  already  somewhat  advanced  when  we  left 
Cesenatico  ;  the  weather  had  turned  fine,  and  the  wind  was 
favourable.  If  I  had  not  been  so  distressed  by  the  situation  of 
my  Anita,  who  was  in  a  deplorable  state  of  suffering,  I  might 
have  said  that  our  condition — having  overcome  so  many  diffi- 
culties, and  being  on  the  way  to  safety — could  be  called  for- 
tunate. But  my  dear  wife's  sufferings  were  too  great ;  and 
greater  still  was  the  misery  caused  by  my  own  inability  to 
relieve  them. 

'  What  with  the  stress  of  weather,  and  the  difficulties 
encountered  in  getting  out  of  Cesenatico,  I  had  not  been  able 
to  turn  my  attention  to  the  provisioning  of  the  boats.  I  had 
entrusted  it  to  an  officer,  who  had  collected  all  he  could  ;  but 
at  night,  in  a  strange  village,  where  we  had  taken  the  inhabitants 
by  surprise,  he  had  procured  but  a  small  quantity  of  supplies, 
which  were  distributed  among  the  different  boats. 

ambush,  30  yards  beyond  the  sentries,  on  every  road  leading  out  of  the 
town,  and  that  these  men  and  the  sentries  between  them  secured  the 
arrest  of  everyone  either  leaving  or  approaching  the  town.  Forbes  be- 
lieved that  but  for  this  device  the  Austrians  would  have  got  news,  and 
Garibaldi  and  all  his  men  would  have  been  caught  during  the  '  warping 
out,'  and  destroyed. 
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'  The  chief  thing  wanting  was  water,  and  my  poor  suffering 
wife  was  tormented  by  a  feverish  thirst — no  doubt  one  of  the 
symptoms  of  her  illness — I  too  was  thirsty,  worn  out  as  I  was 
by  the  night's  work  ;  and  we  had  very  little  drinking-water. 
All  the  rest  of  that  day  (August  2)  we  coasted  along  the  Italian 
side  of  the  Adriatic,  at  a  certain  distance  off  shore,  with  a 
favourable  wind.  The  night,  when  it  came,  was  most  beautiful. 
The  moon  was  full,*  and  it  was  with  a  terrible  misgiving  that  I 
watched  the  rising  of  the  mariner's  companion,  contemplated 
by  me  so  often  with  the  reverence  of  a  worshipper.  Lovelier 
than  I  had  ever  seen  her  before,  but  for  us,  unhappily,  too 
lovely — the  moon  was  fatal  to  us  that  night.  East  of  the  point 
of  Goro  lay  the  Austrian  squadron.' 

*  Full  moon  was  on  August  4  (see  Almanacs  of  1849). 
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CHAPTER  XV 

THE   DEATH  OF  ANITA 

'  I  cannot  count  the  years, 

That  you  will  drink,  like  me. 
The  cup  of  blood  and  tears, 
Ere  she  to  you  appears  : — 

Italia,  Italia  shall  be  free  ! 

'  You  dedicate  yoiu'  lives 

To  her,  and  you  will  be 
The  food  on  which  she  thrives. 
Till  her  great  day  arrives  : — 
Italia,  Italia  shall  be  free  ! 

'  She  asks  you  but  for  faith  ! 

Yoiu:  faith  in  her  takes  she 
As  draughts  of  heaven's  breath, 
Amid  defeat  and  death  : — 

Italia,  Italia  shall  be  free  !  ' 

George  Meredith  {Vittoria,  chap.  xxi.). 

In  that  extreme  north-eastern  angle  of  the  Romagna 
formed  by  the  Adriatic  and  the  Po,  hes  the  lagoon  district 
of  Comacchio,  a  southern  counterpart  to  the  more  famous 
region  round  Venice  to  the  north  of  the  great  river.  Al- 
though its  islands,  marshes,  and  strips  of  sandy  soil  are 
seldom  visited  by  tourists  from  Ravenna,  owing  to  some 
difficulty  of  access,  it  has,  for  all  who  reach  it,  a  fascination 
and  beauty  of  its  own.  Comacchio,  like  a  diminutive 
Venice,  rears  its  tall  red  towers  out  of  the  middle  of  the 
inland  sea,  upon  which  it  seems  to  float,  a  princess  of 
the  waters.  Canals  run  through  some  of  the  principal 
streets,  and  the  island  city  is  joined  by  a  narrow  causeway 
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road,  across  the  lagoon,*  to  Ferrara  and  the  western  main- 
land on  one  side,  and  to  the  little  port  town  of  Magnavacca 
on  the  other.  The  district  which  included  Comacchio  and 
the  neighbouring  cit}>  of  Ravenna  was  noted  as  a  nursery 
of  brave  men,  and  its  peasants,  boatmen  and  fishermen,  fine 
fellows  as  any  in  the  Romagna,  were  good  patriots  and 
Liberals,  alike  when  Byron  dwelt  in  their  midst,  and  when 
Garibaldi  entrusted  his  life  to  their  keeping. 

The  leading  citizen  of  Comacchio,  in  1848-49,  was 
Nino  f  Bonnet,  the  owner  of  a  good  deal  of  land  round  the 
lagoon,  and  a  man  of  great  influence  with  all  classes,  except 
with  the  Papal  Governors  of  the  country.  In  November 
1848,1  he  had  taken  a  leading  part  in  rousing  Comacchio 
to  defend  Masina  and  his  lancers  against  the  Government 
troops  sent  from  Ferrara  by  Rossi  and  Zucchi,  had  gone 
the  length  of  erecting  a  barricade  and  a  battery  on  the 
causeway  over  the  lagoon,  and  had  even  fired  the  cannon 
to  warn  off  the  advancing  column.  In  the  following 
week,  at  Ravenna,  he  had  seen  Garibaldi  and  been  taken 
into  his  counsels  while  the  Legion  was  forming,  and  had, 
as  he  tells  us,  been  won  to  a  lifelong  devotion  by  '  the  air 
of  nobiUty  and  heroism  which  radiated  from  that  manly 
countenance.'  Since  then  eight  months  had  gone  by, 
during  which  two  of  Bonnet's  younger  brothers  had  fought, 
and  one  of  them  had  died,  under  Garibaldi  at  Rome  ;  while 
a  third,  named  Celeste,  was  with  Nino  in  Comacchio  during 
the  eventful  first  days  of  August  1849. 

Nino  Bonnet,  secretly  informed  by  his  Liberal  con- 
federates of  Garibaldi's  march  through  San  Marino  to 
take  ship  for  Venice,  was  strolling  along  the  seashore  near 
Magnavacca  on  the  evening  of  August  2,  with  an  anxious 
eye  on  the  eastern  horizon,  when  he  descried,  by  the  last 

*  In  Map  VI.  at  the  end  of  the  book,  which  must  be  used  for  this 
Chapter,  the  breadth  of  the  causeway  carrying  the  road  has  been  inevi- 
tably exaggerated. 

t  Short  for  Gioacchino  (Joachim),  a  common  name,  especially  ii?.  patri- 
otic Italian  famiUes  at  this  period,  in  honour  of  Joachim  Murat. 

t  See  pp.  85,  86  above. 
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light  of  day,  the  red  and  orange  sails  of  a  fleet  of  hragozzi 
in  the  offing,  running  before  a  favourable  wind  for  Venice. 
He  knew  at  once  who  must  be  on  board,  and  he  knew  also, 
from  his  friends  in  Venetia,  that  an  Austrian  squadron 
was  cruising  off  the  mouths  of  the  Po.  With  sombre  fore- 
bodings he  stood  and  gazed,  until  darkness  rose  out  of 
the  sea  to  blot  the  view  ;  then,  returning  to  his  house  in 
Comacchio,  he  flung  himself  down  in  his  clothes,  not  to  sleep, 
but  to  lie  nervously  listening  for  what  he  most  dreaded  to 
hear.  Shortly  before  midnight  the  distant  boom  of  cannon 
from  the  sea  sent  him  leaping  from  his  bed,  and  in  a  few 
minutes  he  was  driving  like  a  madman,  back  along  the 
causeway  to  Magnavacca,  in  his  Uttle  hiroccino*  Arrived 
at  the  mouth  of  the  harbour,  which,  like  that  of  Cesenatico, 
consists  of  two  piers  carrying  the  canal  out  into  the  surf,  he 
found  the  population  of  Magnavacca  and  150  Austrian  and 
Papal  soldiers  crowded  on  the  mole,  straining  their  eyes 
over  the  disturbed  and  moonlit  surface  of  the  sea.  But 
nothing  could  be  made  out  beyond  the  breakers  except  an 
occasional  flash,  always  followed  by  the  sullen  roar  of  a  can- 
non. As  the  night  grew  grey,  more  and  more  troops  poured 
down  to  the  beach,  and  the  excitement  became  intense, 
as  the  people  and  their  foreign  oppressors  watched  together, 
but  with  such  different  feelings,  the  veiled  spectacle  of  the 
tragedy  that  was  enacting  on  the  waters. 

At  sunrise,  experienced  mariners  in  the  crowd  by  the 
pier  could  distinguish  that  most  of  the  bragozzi  had  been 
captured,  but  that  three  of  them  were  running  for  shore 
some  miles  north  of  Magnavacca,  pursued  by  pinnaces  and 
long-boats.  If  Bonnet  had  now  remained  inactive,  or  if 
the  Austrian  commandant  had  at  once  marched  a  part  of 
his  men  northwards  to  cut  off  the  fugitives  as  they  landed, 
as  he  certainly  ought  to  have  done,  it  is  not  likely  that 
one  of  the  men  on  board  the  three  bragozzi  would  have 
survived   to  deliver   Italy  in  years  to  come.     But  while 

*  A  light  one-horse  gig  between  two  high  wheels,  much  used  on  the 
sandy  tracks  of  th«  Ravenna  and  Comacchio  district. 
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the  officer  kept  his  soldiers  drawn  up  on  the  pier  of  Magna- 
vacca — perhaps  because  he  did  not  clearly  perceive  what  was 
going  on  at  sea — Bonnet,  informed  by  an  old  salt  of  the  real 
state  of  the  game,  drove  his  biroccino  along  the  track  that 
runs  northward,  a  Uttle  inland,  but  parallel  to  the  shore. 
After  travelling  thus  for  two  or  three  miles,  till  he  was 
out  of  reach  of  the  Austrians,  he  sent  on  his  confidential 
servant  with  the  vehicle  to  await  him  at  Cavallina  farm, 
and  himself,  leaving  the  track,  made  his  way  down  to  the 
beach.  As  he  emerged  from  among  the  sand-dunes  on  to  I 
the  open  shore,  the  first  things  that  met  his  eyes  were  the 
three  bragozzi,  safely  aground,  half  a  mile  further  to  the 
north,  and  a  group  of  men  disembarking  from  them  and 
rapidly  disappearing  into  the  covert  of  the  dunes,  in 
various  directions.  As  he  ran  towards  them  along  the  hard 
sands  by  the  water's  edge,  he  saw  the  last  two  men  of 
the  party  wading  through  the  surf  from  the  fishing-boats, 
one  of  them  carrying  a  woman  in  his  arms.  '  It  is  he, 
it  is  he,'  the  runner  whispered  to  himself,  straining  every 
muscle  to  reach  them  before  they  should  follow  the  others 
and  disappear  among  the  dunes.* 

Among  the  men  whom  Bonnet  had  seen  making  off 
inland  were  Ugo  Bassi  and  Ciceruacchio,  to  whom  their 
Chief  bade  a  hasty  but  tender  farewell  with  the  sure  fore- 
boding that  he  would  never  see  them  again.  At  that 
moment  his  own  chance  of  life  was  even  less  than  theirs, 
for  the  Austrians  were  more  eager  to  catch  and  kill  him 
than  all  the  rest  of  his  band  put  together,  and  he  could 
move  away  from  them  no  faster  than  he  could  carry  Anita. 
He  had  ordered  all  to  disperse  and  escape,  but  to  one  other 
man,  who  could  himself  move  but  slowly,  he  accorded  the 
privilege  of  remaining  with  him  :  this  was  his  devoted 
friend  Captain  CuUolo,  commonly  called  Leggiero,  who, 
wounded  in  the  leg  during  the  siege  of  Rome,  had  not 
been  able  to  leave  the  city  tiU  July  14,  but  had  succeeded, 

*  The  place  of  Garibaldi's  disembarkation  is  about  four  miles  north 
of  Magnavacca,  not  at  the  memorial  pillar  near  the  port. 
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with  the  aid  of  good  horses,  in  overtaking  the  column  of 
retreat. 

The  greater  part  of  the  bragozzi,  with  162  Garibaldians 
on  board,  had  been  captured  out  at  sea.  The  fishermen  of 
Cesenatico,  less  than  half-hearted  in  performing  the  corvee 
imposed  on  them  by  the  red-shirts,  and  scared  by  the 
Austrian  cannonade,  had  shown  so  little  activity  in  obeying 
the  orders  shouted  by  Garibaldi,  that  the  greater  part  of 
his  commandeered  fleet  had  been  easily  overhauled.  The 
Austrians,  as  they  leapt  on  board,  spat  in  the  faces  of  the 
Italians,  but  refrained  from  massacre,  and  took  them  to 
the  fortress  of  Pola  on  the  Illyrian  coast.  There,  although 
the  female  population  of  the  town  received  the  enemies  of 
their  Kaiser  with  the  same  charming  courtesy  with  which 
they  had  been  first  greeted  by  their  captors  at  sea,  their 
lives  were  spared  on  the  ground  that  they  had  been  taken, 
not  as  rebels  against  the  Pope,  but  as  prisoners  of  war  in 
Venetian  waters  ;  and  after  some  months  of  severe  im- 
prisonment, they  were  released  under  an  amnesty.  If  they 
had  been  caught  in  Papal  territory,  or  if  they  had  been  landed 
there  immediately  after  their  capture,  they  would,  many  of 
them,  have  been  shot,  as  were  most  of  Garibaldi's  companions 
who  were  hunted  down  on  land  during  the  first  days  of 
August. 

Hugh  Forbes  was  released  in  October,  rather  before  his 
fellow-prisoners  of  Pola,  owing  to  the  representations  of  the 
British  ministers,  and  the  entreaties  of  his  wife,  a  lady  of 
partly  Italian  origin,  who  personally  visited  General  D'Aspre 
to  entreat  mercy.*  Throughout  August  and  September, 
this  poor  woman,  hourly  fearing  to  hear  that  her  husband 
had  been  handed  over  to  the  Papal  authorities  and  shot, 
must  also  have  had  grave  fears  for  young  Forbes,  who  had 
been  left  behind  by  his  father,  probably  at  San  Marino, 
and  whom  the  reactionary  Governments  were  making  special 

*  She  was  Forbes'  second  wife  ;  his  former  wife,  the  mother  of  young 
Forbes,  had  been  an  English  lady. 
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efforts  to  arrest  ;  however,  he  escaped  uncaught.  His 
father  Uved  to  devote  himself  to  the  liberation  of  the  Amer- 
ican negroes  and  of  the  Poles,  and  to  take  part  under 
Garibaldi  in  the  more  fortunate  Sicihan  campaign. 

But,  when  Garibaldi  waded  through  the  surf,  on  the 
morning  of  August  3,  there  was  little  prospect  that  he  would 
live  to  win  future  victories.  Set  ashore  on  the  Bosco  Eliseo, 
a  strip  of  land  three  miles  wide  by  six  long,*  which  was 
already  beginning  to  be  searched  by  hundreds  of  soldiers 
incited  to  kill  him  by  the  promise  of  rich  rewards,  himself 
bound,  by  ties  dearer  than  life,  to  a  dying  woman  clinging  to 
his  breast,  and  accompanied  only  by  a  friend  halting  on  a 
wounded  leg,  he  could  not  move  a  mile  or  find  fresh  water 
for  Anita's  parched  lips  but  by  the  help  of  the  peasants, 
who  had  the  fear  of  the  Austrian  murderers  heavy  upon 
them.  Gorzkowski,  moved  to  brutal  rage  by  the  news  of 
the  escape  from  San  Marino,  and  knowing  that  he  himself 
would  be  held  responsible  if  Garibaldi  escaped  alive,  pro- 
claimed death  tc  all  who  should  give  bread,  water,  or  the 
shelter  of  the  hearth,  to  any  of  his  following,  and,  with  the 
generosity  peculiar  to  the  hunter  after  blood,  announced 
that  the  leader  might  be  identified  at  sight  by  the  com- 
panionship of  a  woman  far  gone  with  child. 

While  Garibaldi  heavily  mounted  the  nearest  of  the 
sand-hills  with  his  precious  burden,  and  descended  towards 
the  marsh  water  beyond  it,  if  he  did  not  then  think  his 
last  day  had  dawned,  it  was  because  he  was  sustained  by 
a  strong  faith  in  his  destiny.  If  he  had  such  faith,  it  was 
answered,  as  it  were  by  miracle.  Suddenly,  in  that  desert 
place,  a  panting  but  well-dressed  young  gentleman  stood 
at  his  side,  holding  out  his  hand,  with  a  look  of -earnest 
determination  and  intelhgence  on  his  face.  '  Bonnet !  ' 
cried  Garibaldi,  in  a  rapture  of  surprise,  seeing,  when  he 

*  This  strip  of  land  was  cut  off  by  the  sea  to  the  east,  by  the  lagoon  to 
the  west,  by  the  Magnavacca  canal  to  the  south,  and  by  one  of  the  mouths 
of  the  Po  to  the  north.  In  contemporary  accounts  it  is  called  the  Bosco 
Eliseo. 
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least  expected  him,  the  one  man  who  might  procure  for 
the  fugitives  some  means  of  escape  through  the  farms  on 
his  land,  and  the  intricate  watenvays  of  his  native  district. 

Scarcely  had  they  exchanged  greetings,  when  they 
became  aware  of  a  man  hovering  near  them,  whom  Bonnet 
recognised  as  a  character  well  known  on  the  countryside 
under  the  name  of  Baramoro,  a  beach-comber,  one  of  the 
poorest  of  the  very  poor,  but  none  so  poor  as  to  sell  his 
countrymen  to  the  foreigner.  Baramoro ! '  cried  Bonnet, 
pointing  inland  across  the  marsh  to  a  straw-roofed  hut  on 
the  edge  of  the  cultivated  ground,  '  do  you  see  that  little 
cottage  ?  '  Yes,  I  see  it.  '  Well,  take  my  friends  there, 
while  I  am  off  after  some  other  business.  The  lady  is  ill, 
and  needs  to  be  carried.'  While  Baramoro  and  Garibaldi 
conveyed  Anita  to  the  hut,  and  Leggiero  hobbled  along 
behind.  Bonnet  ran  down  to  the  three  hragozzi  to  fetch  out 
some  papers  and  clothes  needed  by  the  fugitives.  But 
the  Austrian  long-boats,  arriving  in  belated  pursuit,  opened 
fire,  and  drove  off  Bonnet  before  he  had  time  to  effect  his 
purpose. 

Returning  inland,  he  reached  the  hut,  to  find  Garibaldi 
already  dressed  as  a  peasant.  With  infinite  difficulty  and 
danger — for  the  Bosco  Eliseo  was  now  swarming  with 
Papalini  and  white-coats — they  proceeded  to  carry  the 
agonising  woman  across  two  miles  of  country  to  Cavallina 
farm,  where  they  arrived  well  after  midday.  Here  Bonnet's 
servant  and  biroccino  were  waiting,  and  here  Anita  was 
laid  on  a  bed  and  given  such  nourishment  as  she  could  take. 
Here,  too,  Bonnet  had  time  to  take  the  chief  aside  and  ex- 
pose to  him  at  length  the  utter  impossibility  of  crossing  the 
Po  and  reaching  Venice,  and  the  need,  if  he  wished  to  save 
his  own  life  tor  his  country,  of  parting  from  Anita  as  soon 
as  she  had  been  placed  in  safety  and  comfort.  At  last 
Garibaldi  consented  to  leave  her,  provided  that  he  could 
himself  bear  her  company  as  far  as  the  house  designed  by 
his  friend  for  her  accommodation — the  large  Zanetto  fanru 
He  agreed  that  after  that  he  would  try  to  escape,  with 
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Leggiero,  through  the  Romagna  and  Tuscany  into  Pied- 
mont, by  such  means  as  the  Liberals  of  Ravenna  should 
provide. 

About  this  time  a  large  portion  of  the  searchers  had 
fortunately  got  on  to  the  track  of  another  party  of  fugitives, 
possibly  that  which  included  Ciceruacchio  and  his  sons,  and 
had  followed  the  trail  out  of  the  Bosco  Eliseo,  passing  close 
by  the  Zanetto  farm  itself  and  going  on  northwards  for 
many  miles,  as  far  as  Massenzatica,  on  the  edge  of  the  Aus- 
trian territory.  They  found  along  the  route  arms  thrown 
away  by  the  fugitives,  and  were  lured  on  apace  by  false 
reports  that  Garibaldi,  in  company  with  his  wife  dressed  as 
a  man  and  mounted  on  a  horse,  had  been  seen  among  the 
party  whom  they  were  following.* 

In  the  middle  ot  the  afternoon  (August  3)  Garibaldi  and 
Leggiero  started  on  again,  taking  Anita  in  a  cart,  towards 
the  Zanetto  farm  on  the  borders  of  the  great  lagoon,  where, 
at  Bonnet's  request,  every  comfort  was  being  prepared, 
and  where  her  husband  might  with  a  good  conscience 
leave  her  behind.  Meanwhile  Bonnet  himself  hastened 
back  to  Comacchio  to  engage  and  despatch  the  boat  which, 
according  to  the  plan  now  agreed  upon,  was  to  fetch 
Garibaldi  away  from  his  wife.  Entering  his  native  town 
at  imminent  risk  of  being  arrested,  he  found  Ugo  Bassi  in 
bed  at  the  Luna  inn,  under  surveillance  as  a  suspect,  having 
deliberately  come  to  Comacchio  in  the  belief  that  as  he  was 
a  non-combatant  his  life  would  be  spared.  Bonnet,  who 
knew  better,  urged  him  and  his  companion  Livraghi  to 
instant  flight ;  they  hurried  on  their  clothes  and  would 
have  escaped  forthwith,  had  not  the  Austrian  soldiers  burst 
in  while  they  were  in  the  act  of  eloping  by  the  window,  and 
arrested  them  under  Bonnet's  eyes.  They  had  been  de- 
nounced by  Sereni,  the  Papal  brigadier,  the  very  man  who 
had  been  spared  at  the  friar's  own  intercession  at  Cesena- 

*  Lt.-Gov.  of  Comacchio's  report.  The  map  shows  that  they  could 
not  have  got  to  Vaccolino  without  passing  close  to  the  Zanetto  farm.  Had 
Garibaldi  yet  arrived  there  when  they  passed  its  door  ?     Probably  not. 


ON  THE  LAGOON  287 

tico,  and  carried  off  on  the  voyage  ;  rather  than  take  his 
hfe  in  cold  blood.  Garibaldi  had  set  the  potential  informer 
free  that  morning,  when  they  had  dispersed  from  the 
hragozzi  on  the  beach. 

Leaving  Bassi  to  his  now  inevitable  fate.  Bonnet,  with 
the  help  of  his  brother  Celeste,  despatched  the  boatmen  to 
Zanetto  farm,  but  without  informing  them  of  the  character 
of  the  party  whom  they  were  transporting,  and  himself 
stole  back  thither,  avoiding  numerous  parties  of  white- 
coats.  At  the  farm  he  found  that  a  new  difficulty  had 
arisen.  Anita,  growing  hourly  worse,  and  no  longer  well 
able  to  understand  what  was  going  on  around  her,  was  in 
agony  at  the  idea  of  being  separated  from  Garibaldi.  '  Bon- 
net,' he  said  at  last, '  you  cannot  imagine  all  that  this  woman 
has  done  for  me,  nor  how  tenderly  she  loves  me.  I  owe 
her  an  immense  debt  of  gratitude  and  love.  Let  her  come 
with  me.'  After  again  making  clear,  but  to  no  purpose, 
the  great  danger  which  the  two  men  would  incur  by  this 
change  of  plan,  their  friend  bowed  to  the  ruling  of  love, 
and  granted  that  death  alone  should  part  the  wife  from  her 
husband.  And  so,  when  the  boat  arrived  from  Comacchio, 
they  laid  her  beside  him,  among  the  cushions  in  the  stem, 
and  at  the  moment  when  the  Ave  Maria  was  sounding  over 
the  broad,  still  surface  of  the  lagoon.  Bonnet  watched  Anita, 
Garibaldi  and  Leggiero  float  from  the  shore  and  recede  into 
the  gathering  gloom. 

Anita,  in  her  last  hours,  still  held  by  the  undogmatic 
religion  of  her  husband — to  which,  perhaps,  she  had  ad- 
hered more  consistently  than  he.  It  had  been  noticed  at 
Rieti,  on  Good  Friday  of  that  year,  that,  while  Garibaldi 
pleased  the  population  by  dismounting  and  taking  off  his 
hat  to  a  procession,  Anita,  who  was  at  his  side,  remained 
in  the  saddle.  The  minute  daily  records  of  those  who 
watched  her  during  the  Retreat  from  Rome,  and  during 
her  long  death  agony  throughout  the  first  four  days  of 
August,  mention  no  sign  of  craving  on  her  part  for  those 
miraculous  consolations  which  she  had  rejected  in  her  days 
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of  health  and  strength.  Dying  on  the  breast  of  Garibaldi, 
she  needed  no  priest. 

The  land-locked  sea  over  which  Anita  was  taken  for 
Tier  last  voyage,  called  the  Valli  di  Comacchio,  is  cut  into 
two  unequal  parts  by  the  highroad  causeway  that  joins 
the  island  city  to  the  mainland  and  to  the  seashore — the 
part  of  the  lagoon  north  of  Comacchio,  known  as  the  Valli 
Isola  and  Ponti,  being  smaller  than  the  portion  lying  to  the 
south.  The  lagoons  are  again  subdivided,  though  in  less 
marked  fashion,  by  long  strings  of  narrow  islands,  some 
of  bare  earth  and  some  covered  with  rough  grass,  never 
more  than  two  feet  above  the  water,  and  not  many  feet 
wide,  but  extending  often  for  miles  in  length.  Except  the 
towers  of  Comacchio,  the  low  black  lines  of  these  argini, 
as  they  are  called,  alone  break  the  monotony  of  the  lake  ; 
and  a  few  huts  rising  upon  them,  at  intervals  of  many 
miles,  serve  as  the  only  landmarks  within  the  wide  bound- 
aries of  the  green,  encircling  shores.  Under  a  spring  sky, 
with  larks  singing  above  the  causeway,  and  white  cloud 
masses  rolling  along  the  horizon  over  the  distant  Apennines, 
and  Comacchio  near  at  hand  rising  red  out  of  the  blue 
waters,  there  is  neither  terror  nor  gloom  in  all  the  tranquil 
scene.  But  on  that  hot  August  night,  danger  lurked  in 
the  still  lagoon,  and  death  was  companion  in  the  boat. 

They  rowed  safely  across  the  northern  Valli  Isola  and 
Ponti,  and  then,  carrying  Anita  and  their  little  vessel 
across  the  highroad  causeway,  at  midnight  and  unobserved, 
they  embarked  upon  the  larger  southern  lake.  But  during 
the  portage  over  the  causeway  something  aroused  the 
suspicions  of  the  crew,  the  identity  of  Garibaldi  was  dis- 
closed to  them,  and,  in  terror  of  their  lives,  they  abandoned 
him,  at  about  three  in  the  morning  of  August  4,  alone  with 
his  wife  and  Leggiero,  in  a  hut  upon  one  of  the  desert  islands 
to  the  north  of  the  argine  Agosta.  The  sun,  rising  from 
behind  Comacchio  on  the  desolate  scene,  brought  neither 
comfort  nor  hope ;  she,  it  was  now  too  clear,  would  in  any 
case  be  dead  before  nightfall,  and  the  Austrians  would  in 
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all  likelihood  be  the  next  visitors  to  the  oozy  isle  on  which 
they  were  marooned. 

But  the  boatmen  had  not  returned  to  Comacchio  in  order 
to  betray,  and  the  fact  that  they  had  declined  to  prosecute 
further  a  task  imposed  on  them  under  false  pretences  reached 
the  ears  of  their  employers  and  not  of  the  Austrians.  At 
an  early  hour,  Nino  Bonnet  was  roused  from  bed  by  his 
brother  Celeste's  wife,  who  rushed  into  his  room  with  the 
calamitous  news.  A  few  minutes  later  he  was  battering  at 
the  house  of  a  patriotic  boatman  named  Michele  Guidi, 
whom  he  soon  roused  from  sleep.  It  was  neither  possible 
nor  necessary  to  conceal  from  this  man  the  real  nature  of 
the  case,  and  he  agreed  to  fetch  away  Garibaldi  and  his 
party  to  a  certain  dairy-farm  near  Mandriole,  whither  Nino 
Bonnet  hastened  to  prepare  the  inhabitants  for  their  arrival. 

And  so  at  eight  in  the  morning,  after  five  hours  of 
terrible  suspense,  they  were  taken  off  the  lonely  island 
by  Michele  Guidi  and  his  brother,  who  rowed  them  across 
the  lagoon  to  the  Chiavica  di  Mezzo  (or  Pedone),  their 
chosen  landing-place  on  the  southern  shore.  They  arrived 
here  about  one  in  the  afternoon  (August  4),  but  only  to 
encounter  fresh  delays  and  difficulties  before  they  could 
transfer  the  dying  woman  to  the  dairy-farm  at  Mandriole. 
It  was  necessary  first  to  carry  the  boat  across  the  bank 
which  divides  the  lagoon  from  the  Po  di  Primaro  ;  after  that, 
a  cart  and  horse  had  to  be  fetched  from  the  farm  by  Michele 
Guidi.  He  and  his  brother  worked  with  indefatigable  zeal, 
for  Bonnet  was  now  absent  at  Ravenna,  making  arrange- 
ments for  the  further  escape  of  the  fugitives  ;  and  the  scared 
peasants,  though  friendly,  and  not  altogether  unhelpful, 
were  afraid  of  doing  too  much,  since  it  was  easy  to  guess  the 
character  of  such  strange  travellers.  Not  till  half-past 
seven  in  the  evening  (August  4)  did  the  little  procession 
reach  the  GuiccioH  dairy-farm,  near  the  scattered  hamlet  of 
Mandriole.  It  is  a  finely  built,  spacious  house,  standing 
among  vineyards  ;  but  the  reeds  and  waste  land  of  the 
southern  marsh  come  almost  to  its  doors,  and  from  its  upper 
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chambers  the  tall  trees  of  the  famous  pine  forest  of  Ravenna 
are  seen,  the  nearest  of  them  scarcely  a  mile  away.  It  was 
here  that  the  tragedy  of  Garibaldi's  life  took  place. 

The  last  words  that  he  had  heard  Anita  say  to  him  con- 
cerned the  children  whom  she  left  to  his  care.  Then,  for 
long  hours,  her  speech  had  failed.  All  day  she  was  losing 
her  hold  on  hfe,  and  Garibaldi  could  but  clasp  her  closer  in 
his  arms,  as  their  boat  glided  over  the  smooth  surface  of 
the  lagoon.  No  longer  conscious  of  anything  save  that  he 
was  there,  the  dying  woman  may  have  fancied  that  they 
were  escaping  once  more  over  the  weU-known  waters  of 
another  lagoon  now  all  too  far  away ;  or  that  they  were 
riding  together  to  war,  in  the  first  glory  of  youth  and  love, 
over  rolling,  infinite  spaces. 

When  they  drew  near  the  door  of  the  farm  in  the  long 
shadows  of  evening,  she  was  lying  in  the  cart,  on  the  mat- 
tress in  which  they  had  lifted  her  from  the  boat.  The 
good  doctor,  Nannini,  who  had  been  fetched  from  Sant' 
Alberto,  arrived  almost  at  the  same  moment.  '  Try  and 
save  this  woman,'  said  Garibaldi  to  him  as  they  met.  *  Then 
we  must  make  a  shift  to  get  her  to  bed,'  he  replied.  '  The 
four  of  us  then  each  took  a  comer  of  the  mattress,'  writes 
her  husband,  '  and  carried  her  into  the  house,  to  a  room 
at  the  head  of  the  stairs.  In  laying  her  down  on  the  bed, 
I  thought  I  saw  the  death-look  in  her  face.' 

It  was  too  true.  She  had  passed  away  as  they  bore  her 
into  that  quiet  chamber.  Then  the  noble  outward  calm 
of  Garibaldi,  which  had  been  proof  against  the  thousand 
dangers,  disappointments,  and  sorrows  of  the  past  months, 
and  had  inspired  his  fainting  followers  with  courage,  all  in 
an  instant  gave  way,  and  he  burst  into  a  flood  of  prolonged 
and  bitter  weeping. 


CHAPTER  XVI* 

THE  ESCAPE  OF  GARIBALDI 

'  That  second  time  they  hunted  me 
From  hill  to  plain,  from  shore  to  sea, 
And  Austria,  hounding  far  and  wide 
Her  blood-hounds  thro'  the  country  side, 
Breathed  hot  and  instant  on  my  trace. 


'  At  first  sight  of  her  eyes,  I  said, 

"  I  am  the  man  upon  whose  head 
They  fix  a  price,  because  I  hate 
The  Austrians  over  us  :  the  State 
Will  give  you  gold — oh,  gold  so  much  ! — 
If  you  betray  me  to  their  clutch. 
And  be  your  death,  for  aught  I  know. 
If  once  they  find  you  saved  their  foe  !  "  ' 

Robert  Browning,  The  Italian  in  England. 

Stunned  by  the  first  blow  of  the  irreparable  loss,  and  for 
awhile,  as  it  seemed  to  those  who  were  in  the  room,  deprived 
of  his  reason.  Garibaldi  no  longer  concealed  his  identity, 
and  in  a  few  minutes  the  crowd  of  peasants  who  had  gathered 
outside  the  door  of  the  house  were  whispering  the  name 
of  joy  and  fear.  But  there  was  not  found  among  them 
one  who  would  sell  Italy  for  gold.  In  Romagna,  the 
patriotism  of  the  contadini  was  as  staunch  as  that  of  the 
townspeople  in  Umbria,  and  from  this  moment  forward 
Garibaldi's  life  was  handed  on  with  religious  devotion  from 
one  poor  man  to  another,  until,  after  many  days,  they  had 
safely  transferred  him  out  of  the  region  where  the  hunt 
was  hottest. 

It  was  impossible  to  permit  him  to  linger  in  the  house 

*  See  Map  VI.  at  end  of  book  for  this  chapter. 
891 
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of  death,  close  to  the  high  road,  for  the  Austrian  searchers 
might  arrive  at  any  moment,  and  the  corpse  would  betray 
them  all.  '  I  directed  the  good  people,'  he  writes,  '  to  bury 
the  body,  and  left,  yielding  to  the  entreaties  of  the  inhab- 
itants of  the  house,  whom  my  farther  stay  compromised.' 
Then  he  '  staggered  along,  scarcely  able  to  walk,'  accom- 
panied by  Leggiero  and  a  guide,  who  took  him,  partly  in  the 
doctor's  cart,  to  the  little  village  of  Sant'  Alberto,  and 
lodged  him  there  in  tlje  cottage  of  a  poor  handicraftsman, 
where  he  was  received  with  a  generosity  that  sank  deep 
into  his  heart.  He  himself  belonged  to  the  poor,  by  origin, 
and  by  the  simple  habits  of  his  early  life  which  he  never 
abandoned ;  the  heroism  and  kindness  of  his  hosts  on  this 
dreadful  night  pierced  the  armour  of  his  grief,  and  he 
determined  to  live  for  a  country  whose  humblest  children 
were  ready  to  die  for  him.  Another  feeling,  less  tender 
but  no  less  wholesome  as  an  antidote  to  sorrow  during  the 
crisis  of  his  soul's  malady,  was  roused  as  he  looked  out  from 
the  window  and  saw  the  white-coats  swaggering  down  the 
village  street,  with  their  insolent  airs  of  mastery  towards 
the  defenceless  natives.  Wrath  choked  him  at  the  sight, 
and  he  hungered  for  new  battles.* 

Very  early  on  the  next  morning  (August  5),  Leggiero  and 
he,  accompanied  by  one  of  the  faithful  men  of  Sant'  Alberto, 
started  back  eastwards  towards  the  coast.  The  Austrians 
were  swarming  close  around  them,  but  they  managed  to 

*  Garibaldi  calls  his  host  of  Sant'  Alberto  a  tailor,  but  Marie  von 
Schwartz,  who  accompanied  him  in  his  pilgrimage  to  these  scenes  in  the 
autumn  of  1859,  records  that '  our  return  joiumey  to  Ravenna  led  us  through 
the  hamlet  of  Sant'  Alberto,  where,  during  his  adventurous  retreat  from 
Rome  in  1849,  Garibaldi  sought  refuge  and  found  shelter  at  the  hands  of 
a  poor  cobbler.  This  very  cobbler  now  lay  at  the  point  of  death.  *He  had 
already  received  extreme  unction.  But  when  the  shouts  of  the  people 
announced  Garibaldi's  triumphal  procession  through  the  village,  the  poor 
man  tried  to  leave  his  sick  bed  to  welcome  the  hero  of  Varese  and  Como. 
The  General  was  informed  of  this,  and  at  once  paid  a  visit  to  his  former 
benefactor,  who,  as  I  learnt  afterwards,  was  so  strongly  affected  with  joy 
by  the  visit  that  he  recovered  from  his  illness.'  He  had  been  moved  about 
from  one  house  to  another  during  the  dangerous  night's  residence  in  Sant' 
Alberto,  occupied  as  it  was  by  some  200  Austrians. 


THE  PINE  FOREST  OF  RAVENNA  293 

make  their  way  down  the  course  of  the  Po  di  Primaro, 
sometimes  walking,  sometimes  hiding  in  the  tall  Indian 
com,  and  sometimes  rowing  with  the  help  of  one  regular 
oar  and  of  a  big  stake,  picked  out  of  the  water  by  Garibaldi, 
and  shaped  for  use  with  the  large  knives  which  were  now 
the  only  arms  borne  by  the  two  fugitives.  When  they  had 
in  this  way  approached  the  northern  end  of  the  pine  forest 
of  Ravenna,  they  stole  out  of  the  fevered  marshland  into 
the  covert  of  that  luxuriant  and  health-giving  jungle  that 
grows  beneath  the  tall  pine  stems. 

The  pine  forest  of  Ravenna  has  been  so  perfectly  de- 
scribed by  John  Addington  Symonds,  that  no  inferior  hand 
need  attempt  the  task  : 

•  As  early  as  the  sixth  century,'  he  writes,  '  the  sea  had 
already  retreated  to  such  a  distance  from  Ravenna  that  or- 
chards and  gardens  were  cultivated  on  the  spot  where  once  the 
galleys  of  the  Caesars  rode  at  anchor.  Groves  of  pines  sprang 
up  along  the  shore,  and  in  their  lofty  tops  the  music  of  the  wind 
moved  Hke  the  ghost  of  waves  and  breakers  plunging  upon 
distant  sands.  This  Pinetum  stretches  along  the  shore  of  the 
Adriatic  for  about  forty  mUes,  forming  a  belt  of  variable  width 
between  the  great  marsh  and  the  tumbling  sea.  From  a  dis- 
tance the  bare  stems  and  velvet  crowns  of  the  pine-trees  stand 
up  like  palms  that  cover  an  oasis  on  Arabian  sands  ;  but  at  a 
nearer  view  the  trunks  detach  themselves  from  an  inferior 
forest-growth  of  juniper  and  thorn  and  ash  and  oak,  the  tall 
roofs  of  the  stately  firs  shooting  their  breadth  of  sheltering 
greenery  above  the  lower  and  less  sturdy  brushwood.  .  .  . 

'  As  may  be  imagined,  the  spaces  of  this  great  forest  form 
the  haunt  of  innumerable  living  creatures.  Lizards  run  about 
by  myriads  in  the  grass.  Doves  coo  among  the  branches  of 
the  pines,  and  nightingales  pour  their  full-throated  music  all 
day  and  night  from  thickets  of  whitethorn  and  acacia.  The 
air  is  sweet  with  aromatic  scents  ;  the  resin  of  the  pine  and 
juniper,  the  may-flowers  and  acacia-blossoms,  the  violets  that 
spring  by  thousands  in  the  moss,  the  wild -roses  and  faint  honey- 
suckles which  throw  fragrant  arms  from  bough  to  bough  of 
ash  or  maple,  join  to  make  one  most  deUcious  perfume.  And 
though  the  air  upon  the   neighbouring   marsh  is  poisonous. 
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here  it  is  dry,  and  spreads  a  genial  health.  The  sea-wind 
murmuring  through  these  thickets  at  nightfall  or  misty  sunrise 
conveys  no  fever  to  the  peasants  stretched  among  their 
flowers.  .  .  . 

'  You  may  ride  or  drive  for  miles  along  green  aisles  between 
the  pines  in  perfect  solitude  ;  and  yet  the  creatures  of  the  wood, 
the  sunlight  and  the  birds,  the  flowers  and  tall  majestic  columns 
at  your  side,  prevent  aU  sense  of  loneliness  or  fear.  Huge 
oxen  haunt  the  wilderness — grey  creatures,  with  mild  eyes  and 
spreading  horns  and  stealthy  tread. 

'  Then  there  is  a  suUen  canal,  which  flows  through  the  forest 
from  the  marshes  to  the  sea ;  it  is  aUve  with  frogs  and  newts 
and  snakes.  You  may  see  these  serpents  basking  on  the  surface 
among  thickets  of  the  flowering  rush,  or  coiled  about  the  lily 
leaves  and  flowers — Uthe  monsters,  sUppery  and  speckled,  the 
tyrants  of  the  fen. 

'  It  is  said  that  when  Dante  was  hving  at  Ravenna  he 
would  spend  whole  days  alone  among  the  forest  glades,  think- 
ing of  Florence  and  her  civil  wars,  and  meditating  cantos  of 
his  poem.' 

And  here,  in  a  later  age,  B5n:on  had  taken  his  daily  ride, 
meditating  a  less  divine  comedy,  and  finding  strange  com- 
panions under  the  greenwood  tree.  In  his  diary  of  182 1 
we  read  : 

'  Met  a  company  of  the  sect  (a  kind  of  Liberal  club)  called 
the  Americani  in  the  forest,  all  armed,  and  singing,  with  all 
their  might,  in  Romagnuole,  "  Sem  iutii  soldat'  per  la  libertd  " 
{"  We  are  all  soldiers  for  liberty  ").  They  cheered  me  as  I 
passed.' 

And  again : 

'  The  Americani  give  a  dinner  in  the  Forest  in  a  few  days, 
and  have  invited  me,  as  one  of  the  Carbonari.  It  is  to  be  in 
the  Forest  of  Boccaccio's  and  Dry  den's  "  Huntsman's  Ghost  "  ; 
and,  even  if  I  had  not  the  same  political  feelings  (to  say  nothing 
of  my  old  convivial  turn  which  every  now  and  then  revives), 
I  would  go  as  a  poet,  or,  at  least,  as  a  lover  of  poetry.'  * 

•  Byron's  letters,  January  29  and  February  20,  1821. 
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And  now  Garibaldi,  conducted  by  the  sons  of  Byron's 
Americani  through  the  same  enchanted  thickets,  lay  con- 
cealed for  more  than  twenty-four  hours  amid  these  scenes 
of  untamed  nature,  the  sight  of  which  was  a  talisman  more 
sure  to  touch  and  heal  his  heart  than  formerly  to  dispel 
the  ennui  of  the  English  lord. 

The  beauty  of  the  forest,  the  long  hours  of  repose  in  its 
salubrious  air,  varied  by  the  occasional  excitement  of  dodging 
the  Austrian  searchers,  had  a  recuperative  effect  upon 
Garibaldi's  body  and  mind. 

'  The  Austrians,'  he  writes  with  a  certain  gusto,  '  had 
divided  a  battalion  into  sections,  which  marched  in  every 
direction  through  the  pine  forest.  .  .  .  On  one  of  these  occasions 
it  happened  that,  while  I  lay  stretched  out  beside  my  com- 
rade Leggiero,  on  one  side  of  a  clump  of  bushes,  they  passed 
on  the  other — their  voices  anything  but  welcome,  somewhat 
disturbing  the  quiet  of  the  forest  and  our  peaceful  reflections. 
They  passed  very  near  us,  and  we  probably  formed  the  subject 
of  their  rather  animated  conversation.' 

'  Several  people,'  he  tells  us,  '  were  in  the  secret  of  the  con- 
cealment which  saved  me  from  the  researches  not  only  of  the 
Austrians  but  of  the  PapaHni,  who  were  worse  still.  These 
courageous  Romagnuols — most  of  them  young  men — were 
untiring  in  their  care  for  my  safety.  When  they  thought  me 
in  danger  Ln  one  place,  I  used  to  see  them  coming  up  at  night 
with  a  cart,  to  remove  me  to  a  safer  situation,  many  miles 
distant.   .  .  . 

'  My  young  protectors  had  arranged  their  night-signals 
with  admirable  skill,  so  as  to  transfer  me  from  one  point  to 
another,  and  to  give  the  alarm  in  case  of  danger.  When  all 
was  known  to  be  safe,  a  fire  was  lit  in  an  appointed  place,  and 
we  passed  on  ;  if,  on  the  contrary,  no  fire  was  seen,  we  turned 
back  or  took  another  direction.  Sometimes,  fearing  some 
mistake,  the  driver  stopped  the  cart,  got  down,  and  himself 
went  on  to  reconnoitre — or  else,  without  getting  down,  found 
some  one  to  give  him  directions  at  once. 

'  These  arrangements  were  made  with  admirable  precision. 
Be  it  noted  that,  if  anything  had  transpired — if  my  perse- 
cutors had  had  the  slightest  hint  of  what  was  happening — 
they  would  have  shot  even  the  very  children  of  the  people 
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who  showed  me  such  devotion,   without   trial  and  without 
mercy.'  * 

On  the  evening  of  August  6  he  was  conducted  out  of  the 
pine-wood  to  a  little  thatched  hut  standing  in  a  position 
of  extraordinary  loneliness  in  the  middle  of  the  strip  of 
marsh  between  the  forest  and  the  sea.  '  Garibaldi's  hut,' 
now  a  small  museum  in  the  wilderness,  can  only  be  reached 
by  boat,  for  it  stands  amid  a  network  of  canals — a  situation 
which  had  comrhended  it  to  the  peasants  as  a  place  of 
safety  for  their  guest.  Indeed,  it  was  never  visited  in 
those  days  except  by  a  club  of  sportsmen  who  shot  duck 
there  in  springtime.  The  spot  where  Garibaldi  and  Leggiero 
landed  at  its  door  is  marked  by  a  stone.  All  around,  the 
dark,  flat,  unprofitable  marsh  stretches  away  for  miles, 
bounded  on  one  side  by  the  sea,  and  on  the  other  by  the 
beautiful  curving  sweep  of  the  pine  forest.  Here  they  re- 
mained for  twenty-four  hours,  until  the  secret  preparations 
imdertaken  by  Bonnet's  Liberal  friends  in  Ravenna  were 
in  a  state  of  readiness.  During  this  interval  Garibaldi 
in  his  hut  nursed  schemes  of  procuring  a  ship  to  take  him 
to  Venice,  but  the  shore  was  so  strictly  watched  from  both 
sea  and  land  that  the  wiser  counsels  of  his  friends  pre- 
vailed. And  so,  just  before  nightfall  of  August  7,  the  two 
fugitives  re-embarked  on  the  canals,  and  were  smuggled 
safely,  first  as  far  south  as  Savio,  and  then  into  the  Sisi 
suburb  outside  the  southern  gates  of  Ravenna. 

There,  in  the  closest  neighbourhood  to  the  Papal  and 
Austrian  authorities,  they  passed  nearly  a  week  in  strange 
safety,  moved  on  sometimes  from  one  house  to  another, 
and  latterly  quartered  on  a  farm  a  mile  or  two  to  the  south- 
west of  Ravenna,  among  the  damp  rice-fields  of  Porto 
Fuori,  not  very  far  from  the  solitary  and  ancient  Church  of 
S.  ApoUinare  in  Classe.  Here  Garibaldi  could  hear  through 
the  door  of  the  room  where  he  lay  concealed  the  conversa- 

*  Within  a  few  miles  and  a  few  days  of  this  hunt  for  Garibaldi  in  the 
forest,  they  shot  Ciceruacchio's  younger  son,  a  boy  of  about  thirteen, 
guilty  only  of  follawing  his  father  on  the  retreat  from  Rome. 
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tion  of  the  gangs  of  farm-labourers  at  their  dinner ;  one  day, 
they  were  telling  tales  of  his  already  legendary  escape,  and 
added  the  terrible  story — all  too  true — of  how  Anita's 
body,  hastily  concealed  from  the  police  in  the  thin  sand 
near  Mandriole,  had  been  grubbed  up  and  gnawed  by  un- 
clean animals.  At  that  the  door  opened,  and  for  a  moment 
a  spectre  stood  gaping  with  horror  at  the  feasters,  but  was 
instantly  pushed  back  before  it  could  gather  voice  to  speak. 
Meanwhile  arrangements  were  being  made  for  his  recep- 
tion at  Forli  and  subsequent  passage  thence  into  the  Tuscan 
Apennines.  When  all  was  ready,  he  and  Leggiero  were 
driven  by  night  along  the  direct  road  from  Ravenna  to 
Forli ;  one  of  their  most  active  friends,  Savini,  went  in  front 
to  prepare  the  way,  and  succeeded  in  making  the  guards 
in  the  roadside  hamlet  of  Coccolia  so  drunk  that  they  did 
not  wake  to  question  the  midnight  travellers.  When  they 
reached  Forli,  they  had  recrossed  the  plain  of  the  Romagna, 
and  were  once  more  at  the  foot  of  the  Apennines. 

While  Garibaldi  and  his  sole  companion  were  thus 
escaping  from  the  toils,  some  fifty  or  more  patriots  who  had 
disembarked  with  them  on  the  shore  and  whom  Garibaldi 
had  ordered  to  shift  for  themselves,  had  made  off,  most  of 
them  throwing  away  their  arms,  assuming  disguises,  and  for 
the  most  part  disappearing  from  the  knowledge  of  history. 

Ciceruacchio  and  his  two  sons,  with  half  a  dozen  other 
Italians,  made  northwards  for  Venice,  and  with  immense 
difficulty  succeeded  in  crossing  several  of  the  mouths  of 
the  Po,  and  entering  Austrian  territory  ;  but  there,  about 
the  middle  of  August,  they  were  betrayed  by  a  fellow- 
countryman  covetous  of  the  blood-money,  condemned  by 
a  drum-head  court-martial,  and  shot  in  the  market  square 
of  San  Nicol6  in  the  district  of  Ariano,  close  to  the  central 
mouth  of  the  great  river.  The  elder  of  Ciceruacchio's 
sons,  Luigi  Brunetti,  who  had  stabbed  Rossi  with  his  own 
hand,  deserved  his  fate,  though  he  was  sentenced  under  an 
alias,  and  by  men  who,  even  if  they  had  known  his  real 
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name,  would  have  been  totally  ignorant  that  he  had  com- 
mitted any  worse  crime  than  that  of  following  Garibaldi. 
The  secret  of  his  guilt,  confined  to  private  individuals  for 
many  years  after  his  death,  has  only  in  recent  times  been 
revealed,  to  a  generation  which  can  look  without  blind 
partiality  on  Rossi  and  his  assassins.*  Luigi's  brother,  some- 
where between  ten  and  fifteen  years  of  age,  stood  at  his 
father's  side  to  face  the  levelled  muskets,  with  the  innocence 
and  courage  of  boyhood.  The  public  execution  of  such  a 
lad  among  a  band  of  '  Liberal  thieves,'  was  not,  in  those 
months,  a  thing  that  aroused  surprise  or  comment. 

So  fell  Ciceruacchio,  the  man  who  first  won  the  populace 
of  Rome  to  a  tardy  but  enduring  sense  of  their  place  in  the 
national  movement.  He  was  himself  a  lovable,  hearty, 
simple-minded  man,  who  had  earned,  not  merely  the 
applause  of  the  market-place,  but  the  admiration  and 
friendship  of  Garibaldi  and  Ugo  Bassi,  and  even  of  so  re- 
spectable a  person  as  the  Whig  grandee.  Lord  Minto,  during 
his  residence  in  Rome  in  the  winter  of  1846-47.  The 
crime  of  Ciceruacchio's  elder  son  overshadows  the  father's 
name  in  history  with  a  doubt ;  if  he  was  implicated,  he 
paid  the  penalty  with  his  blood  and  that  of  his  children  ; 
if  he  was  guiltless,  he  was  one  of  the  chief  of  Italy's  martyrs, 
should  there  be  any  order  of  precedence  among  those  who 
died  for  her  cause. 

No  shadow  of  any  sinister  suspicion  rests  on  the  pure 
fame  of  Ugo  Bassi.  After  the  soldiers  had  seized  him  and 
Livraghi  in  the  bedroom  of  the  Comacchio  inn,  on  August  3, 
they  were  taken  to  the  Government  prison  '  with  barbarous 
treatment  and  at  the  point  of  the  bayonet.'  They  re- 
mained in  the  island  city  two  days  longer,  and  on  the^wall 
of  the  prison  Ugo  Bassi  drew  in  pencil  '  a  beautiful  Christ,' 
with  this  motto — '  Ugo  Bassi  here  endured  somewhat,  glad 
of  heart,  in  feeling  himself  innocent,  Livraghi,  captain  of 
Garibaldi,  was  present  and  with  him  through  all.' 

On  the  fifth  the  two  friends  were  carried  off,  bound,  in 
•  See  Chap.  V.  above. 
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an  open  cart  towards  Bologna.  As  the  tragic  procession 
passed  along  the  roads,  there  were  not  wanting  priests 
who  mocked  the  outcast  of  Church  and  State  ;  at  the  bridge 
of  Castenaso,  a  few  miles  east  of  Bologna,  the  parish  priest 
of  the  neighbouring  village  called  out,  '  Preach  your  war 
against  the  Austrians  now.'  *  On  their  arrival  in  the  capital 
of  the  Romagna  Gorzkowski  at  once  had  Bassi  condemned 
to  death  on  the  utterly  false  accusation  that  he  had  been 
taken  with  arms  in  his  hands.  The  sentence,  which  the 
General  was  anxious  to  have  sanctioned  by  the  spiritual 
power  before  carrying  it  into  execution,  was  approved  by 
a  council  held  in  the  Palace  of  the  Cardinal  Legate  Bedini, 
composed  entirely  of  secular  priests,  nine  Bolognese  and  three 
Hungarians.  The  Italians,  whose  names  are  on  record, 
signed  the  disgraceful  document ;  the  Hungarians  refused, 
and  were  seen  to  leave  the  palace  in  tears.  That  evening 
(August  7)  Bassi  was  taken  to  the  Penitentiary  prison 
'  della  Carita,'  and  left  there  for  his  last  night  on  earth, 
in  the  hands  of  his  bitter  enemies  the  secular  priests.  At 
half -past  eleven  on  the  morning  of  the  eighth,  he  was  led 
to  hear  his  sentence,  to  which  he  merely  answered,  '  I  am 
innocent.'  In  the  afternoon  of  the  same  day  he  was  carried 
to  execution,  like  Browning's  '  Patriot,'  through  the  streets 
of  the  city  where  his  noblest  triumphs  of  fame  and  popular 
success  had  been  won.  A  mile  outside  the  city  gate,  close 
under  the  Church  of  the  Madonna  of  St.  Luke  standing  on  a 
hill  visible  for  many  miles  round  Bologna,  the  cart  stopped 
and  Bassi  and  Livraghi  were  taken  out  to  die.  Bassi's 
last  spoken  thought  was  of  a  brother-worker,  whom  he  had 
perhaps  known  many' years  before  in  his  struggle  with  the 
cholera  in  Palermo  : — '  This  handkerchief,'  he  said,  '  is  not 
mine,  but  it  belongs  to  Padre  Fihppo,  a  bare-footed  Augus- 
tinian  of  Palermo,  my  intimate  friend ;  let  it  be  returned  to 

*  The  scene  of  this  incident  shows  that  they  were  not  taken  by  the 
Via  Aemilia,  but  by  cross-country  roads.  There  is  not  sufficient  evidence 
of  the  route  traversed  to  render  it  possible  either  to  accept  or  reject  the 
story  of  Bassi  and  his  captors  passing  close  to  Garibaldi's  biding-plaoe 
iu  the  Pineta. 
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him,  and  tell  him  that  it  has  wiped  the  tears  of  my  agony.' 
The  officer  who  was  to  give  the  order  to  fire  had  not  the 
heart  to  do  his  duty  ;  another  took  his  place,  and  a  minute 
later  the  two  victims  had  fallen,  bathed  in  blood.  That 
night  Ugo  Bassi's  grave,  which  was  dug  near  the  spot 
where  he  fell,  was  found  covered  with  flowers  and  garlands  ; 
the  people  regarded  him  as  a  saint  and  martyr ;  visions  of 
him  descending  from  the  clouds  in  an  aureole  of  light  were 
accredited  by  the  pious  and  simple  ;  and  his  tomb  outside 
the  gate  became  a  place  of  pilgrimage,  until  the  Papal 
authorities  thought  it  wise  to  dig  up  the  body  and  hide  it 
away.     But  that  did  not  cause  Bologna  to  forget  him. 

The  memory  of  Ugo  Bassi  may  be  revered  by  men  of  all 
creeds.  The  heroism  of  the  saint  who  fought  the  cholera  in 
the  streets  of  Palermo,  and  of  the  patriot  who  rode  un- 
armed in  the  thick  of  so  many  battles,  the  fiery  eloquence 
of  the  prophet  and  reformer,  were  softened  by  a  pure 
gentleness  of  soul  and  manner,  which  Garibaldi  compared 
to  that  of  a  maiden  tenderly  nurtured  far  from  such  dreadful 
scenes  as  those  in  which  this  true  Christian  moved  unstained. 

The  news  of  these  murders,  overtaking  Garibaldi  during 
his  secret  peregrinations  not  many  miles  to  the  south, 
moved  him  to  intense  pity  and  anger.  In  the  years  to 
come,  he  always  thought  and  spoke  of  the  Austrians  as 
'  the  men  who  shot  Ugo  Bassi  and  Ciceruacchio.' 

Garibaldi's  own  escape  from  the  region  of  the  lagoons 
was  visited  upon  Gorzkowski  by  his  removal.  This  event, 
which  has  its  humorous  side  if  we  consider  how  little  the 
General's  failure  was  due  to  want  of  zeal,  incidentally  saved 
the  life  of  Nino  Bonnet,  who  had  been  arrested  on  just 
suspicion,  and,  after  some  delay,  'taken  to  be  shot  at 
Bologna,'  as  the  newspapers  put  it.  Gorzkowski  had 
specially  sent  for  the  person  whose  activities  had  so  seriously 
injured  his  reputation  as  a  man-catcher,  and  had  no  inten- 
tion of  foregoing  his  revenge.  Bonnet  was  lodged  in  the 
cell  occupied  a  few  days  before  by  Ugo  Bassi,  and  would 
certainly  have  left  it  for  the  same  destination,  had  not 
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Gorzkowski's  disgrace  occurred  in  the  nick  of  time.  His 
successor  gave  Garibaldi's  saviour  both  Hfe  and  freedom, 
in  circumstances  from  which  we  may  conclude  that  the 
hero's  marvellous  escape,  while  it  stimulated  the  brutahty 
of  some  of  the  Austrian  generals,  awakened  the  chivalrous 
sympathy  of  others. 

As  Garibaldi  re-entered  the  valleys  of  the  Apennines 
and  approached  the  Tuscan  border,  he  was  eagerly  awaited 
by  Don  Giovanni  Verita,  the  parish  priest  of  Modigliana, 
a  pretty  little  mountain  town  built  at  a  meeting-place  of 
three  valleys.     This  good  man,  as  Garibaldi  writes, 

'  had  saved,  by  hundreds,  the  proscribed  Romagnuols,  who, 
condemned  by  the  inexorable  rage  of  the  clergy,  had  sought 
refuge  in  Tuscany — a  country  whose  government,  though  not 
good,  was  at  least  less  atrocious  than  that  of  the  priests.  Pro- 
scriptions were  frequent  among  the  unfortunate  and  courageous 
people,  and  whenever,  in  my  wanderings,  I  met  with  banished 
Romagnuols,  I  always  heard  them  bless  the  name  of  this  truly 
pious  priest.' 

Verity,  who  lived  long  to  tell  his  stories  of  these  strange 
times,  relates  that,  having  received  instructions  to  expect 
Garibaldi,  he  waited  up  for  him  night  after  night  on  the 
Faenza  road,  until  at  last,  when  that  route  proved  to  be  too 
strictly  watched,  he  was  told  that  his  guest  would  come  by 
way  of  Terra  del  Sole.  And  so,  on  the  night  of  August  20- 
21  (or  possibly  21-22),  the  good  priest  was  waiting  by  the 
cross  at  Monte  Trebbio  in  a  torrent  of  rain,  when  Garibaldi 
at  length  arrived,  walking  beside  a  cart  on  which  he  had 
placed  Leggiero.  Verita  had  been  led  to  expect  the  hero 
alone,  and  the  need  of  providing  for  his  lame  companion 
added  greatly  to  the  difficulties  of  finding  a  passage  across 
the  Apennine  summits.  To  this  task,  however,  he  gladly 
addressed  himself,  as  he  had  done  on  behalf  of  many  less 
celebrated  refugees.  After  hiding  the  two  in  his  house  for 
more  than  twenty-four  hours,  he  started  with  them  over 
the  mountains,  solving  the  problem  of  Leggiero  sometimes 
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by  the  aid  of  a  cart,  sometimes  by  the  help  of  certain 
Liberal  muleteers  and  horse-owners,  accustomed  to  act  as 
his  secret  service  on  these  occasions. 

In  this  way,  riding,  driving,  or  walking  beside  a  cart, 
the  three  friends  traversed  the  Apennine  ridges  by  winding 
and  rocky  paths,  crossing  almost  at  right  angles  the  in- 
numerable rivers  that  flow  down  into  the  Romagna  plain, 
until  on  the  night  of  August  23-4  (or  24-5)  they  found  them- 
selves standing  on  the  great  road  between  Florence  and 
Bologna.  They  had  struck  it  at  a  point  a  mile  or  two 
south  of  Filigare,  the  village  wherein  Garibaldi  had  spent 
some  anxious  days  with  his  infant  legion,  in  the  snows  of  the 
previous  November ;  *  it  was  therefore  a  district  where  he 
was  only  too  well  known  by  sight.  Here  Verita  left  his 
friends,  protected  by  the  darkness,  while  he  went  down 
towards  Filigare  to  find  a  rich  merchant  farmer  named 
Francia,  whom  he  could  trust  to  guide  and  help  them.  But 
Francia  was  not  at  home,  and  it  was  hours  before  the  priest 
could  find  him  and  return.  Meanwhile  day  had  dawned, 
and  its  light  exposed  the  two  fugitives  lingering  on  the  high 
road  patrolled  by  Austrian  and  Tuscan  troops,  f  No  longer 
daring  to  wait  about  for  Verity,  they  chartered  a  tumble- 
down country  cart  and  the  sorry  jade  that  drew  it,  and  drove 
southwards  up  the  pass,  meeting  numerous  Austrian  columns 
on  the  way. 

In  this  adventurous  manner  they  traversed  a  dozen 
miles  of  hard  white  road  between  the  wooded  sides  of  the 
mountains,  and  recrossing  the  water-shed  of  Italy  began  to 
descend  towards  Florence.  Just  below  the  top  of  the  pass 
stands  the  wayside  inn  of  Santa  Lucia,  then  kept  by  the 
patriotic  family  of  Baldini,  and  here  the  fugitives,  cut  off 
by  their  recent  misadventure  from  all  friends  and  helpers, 
presented  themselves  at  the  door  and  called  for  coffee. 

*  See  p.  84  above. 

t  There  is  a  tradition  that  an  ofi&cer  of  Tuscan  cavalry,  during  a  halt 
near  Filigare,  recognised  Garibaldi,  but  made  no  sign  of  the  discovery, 
and  at  once  gave  the  order  to  mount  and  ride  on. 
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The  mother  happened  to  be  ill  in  bed,  and  the  house  was  in 
charge  of  her  daughter  Teresa,  then  a  beautiful  girl  of 
twenty,  who  survived  to  a  great  and  honoured  old  age, 
to  tell  a  generation  of  free  Italians  the  story  of  what  befell 
her  with  those  strange  guests  in  the  inn. 

The  elder  of  the  two  strangers  began  to  chat  with  the 
girl  as  she  waited  on  them,  and  to  ask  the  news  of  the 
country.  '  Oh,'  said  Teresa,  '  the  Tuscan  and  Austrian 
troops  are  out  looking  for  you.' 

'  What !     You  know  me  ?  ' 

'  You  are  Garibaldi.' 

*  Where  have  you  seen  me  ?  ' 

'  Don't  you  remember  that  you  passed  here  last  Novem- 
ber with  your  volunteers,  on  the  day  of  Galliano  fair  ?  ' 

'  Basta,  basta.' 

An  understanding  was  soon  arrived  at,  after  which 
Garibaldi,  sleepy  from  his  night  upon  the  hills,  sat  leaning 
over  the  table,  and  letting  his  face  fall  forward  on  his  arms, 
dropped  off  into  a  doze.  Roused  by  a  touch  from  Leggiero, 
he  looked  up  to  see  a  party  of  whitecoats  sitting  down  with 
them  to  the  board.  Signing  Teresa  to  keep  them  in  con- 
versation, he  drew  a  cigar  from  his  pocket  and  Ut  it  at  the 
lantern,  which  he  replaced  in  such  a  position 'as  to  leave 
his  face  in  shadow  ;  the  poor  room  had  no  windows,  and  the 
light  from  the  door  was  by  itself  too  feeble  to  betray  him. 
There  he  sat  and  smoked  in  silence,  while  the  Austrian 
sergeant,  who  found  Teresa  most  engaging,  informed  her  and 
her  guests  in  broken  Italian  that  the  army  to  which  he 
belonged  was  coming  up  from  Barberino  in  Mugello,  3,000 
strong,  to  catch  *  the  infamous  Garipalda.'  At  length  the 
Tedeschi  got  up  and  left  the  room,  intent  upon  the  chase.* 

The  fugitives  were  then  placed,  for  their  greater  safety, 
in  a  hut  at  Pian  del  Monte,  just  on  the  other  side  of  the  road, 
but  on  ground  considerably  above  its  level,  where  they  sat 

*  The  evidence  as  to  whether  Garibaldi  had  shaved  his  beard  is  con- 
tradictory. Teresa's  recollection  was  that  he  wore  '  only  his  moustache ' 
during  this  dangerous  interview. 
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under  a  chestnut-tree  and  watched  through  a  telescope  more 
Austrians  passing  the  inn.  Some  of  them  handled  Teresa 
roughly,  calling  her  '  Garibaldi's  wife,'  and  threatening  to 
shoot  her  ;  they  treated  many  other  women  along  the  road  in 
the  same  manner.  Garibaldi  and  Leggiero  were  then  supplied 
with  guides  by  their  new  friends  in  Santa  Lucia,  and  on  the 
night  of  August  25-26  were  conducted  westward  out  of  the 
dangerous  valley,  by  mountain  paths  south  of  Mangona, 
over  the  slopes  of  Montecuccoli.  Travelling  all  night,  on 
the  following  morning  they  dismissed  their  guides  and 
descended  off  the  mountain  side  into  Cerbaja  in  the  Val  di 
Bisenzio,  where  they  arrived,  friendless  once  more,  but  once 
more  destined  to  find  deliverers. 

While  the  fugitives  were  coming  down  from  Monte- 
cuccoli in  the  early  morning  of  August  26,  a  young  man 
named  Enrico  Sequi  set  out  with  his  dog  and  gun  from 
Vajano  a  few  miles  down  the  valley,  in  pursuit  of  game — 
but  of  what  size  and  species,  history,  fearful  perhaps  of 
alienating  English  sympathy,  has  providentially  left  un- 
recorded. About  eight  o'clock  the  sportsman  took  refuge 
from  the  rain  in  the  mill  of  Cerbaja,  which  was  also  kept  as 
a  rustic  inn  by  the  host  and  miller,  a  jolly  fellow,  but  no 
politician  and  above  all  no  Liberal.  Here  Sequi  was  joined 
by  the  two  travellers,  and  they  ate  and  smoked  together, 
charmed  with  one  another's  company.  Being  himself  an 
active  Liberal,  the  young  Tuscan,  as  he  took  stock  of  his 
new  acquaintances,  at  once  had  the  thought  of  refugees, 
an  idea  naturally  uppermost  in  the  minds  of  aU  members 
of  his  party  in  those  months.  Partly  in  order  to  test  their 
politics,  he  drew  a  Val  d'  Amo  newspaper  from  his  pocket 
and  handed  it  across  the  table.  Seeing  the  elder  of  the  two 
laugh,  and  show  his  companion  the  advertisement  about 
Garibaldi  and  Leggiero,  he  could  not  refrain  from  ex- 
claiming, '  And  where  is  our  Garibaldi  now  ?  '  '  Friend,' 
said  the  stranger,  rising  suddenly  and  advancing  to  embrace 
the  young  man,  *  Garibaldi  is  in  your  arms.' 

When  Sequi,  having  recovered  from  his  first  delight  and 
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surprise,  heard  that  their  intention  was  to  cross  the  moun- 
tains towards  Spezia  in  the  hope  of  reaching  the  territory 
of  Piedmont,  he  declared  the  venture  too  hazardous, 
because  the  whole  frontier  region  was  thickly  occupied  by 
the  troops  of  the  reactionary  powers,  on  the  watch  for  the 
passages  of  such  fugitives  ;  he  himself  undertook  to  provide 
them  with  better  means  of  escape.  Leaving  Garibaldi  and 
Leggier 0  at  Cerbaja,  he  took  horse  and  rode  in  haste  to 
Prato,  the  pretty  Uttle  town  at  the  northern  edge  of  the 
Val  d'  Arno  plain,  where  the  cathedral,  with  its  Renaissance 
bas-reliefs  and  its  balcony  of  Donatello's  dancing  boys, 
looks  out  over  the  square  to  tell  the  traveller  that  he  is  in 
the  enchanted  neighbourhood  of  Florence. 

Here  Sequi  made  one  of  his  friends  take  him  at  once 
to  Antonio  Martini,  the  chief  of  the  Liberal  party  in  Prato, 
whom  they  found  at  his  mid-day  meal.  It  was  arranged 
then  and  there  that  the  two  fugitives  should  be  carried 
southwards  in  a  closed  carriage  across  the  Val  d'  Arno,  and 
over  the  hills  near  Volterra  to  a  solitary  point  on  the 
Maremma  of  Tuscany,  where  there  were  good  patriots  who 
would  ship  them  off  to  Piedmont.  This  scheme,  actually 
accomplished  during  the  ensuing  week,  speaks  much  for 
the  energy  and  faithfulness  of  these  Tuscan  Liberals,  for 
it  was  a  plot  in  which,  before  all  was  over,  a  score  of  per- 
sons took  an  active  share,  and  of  which  many  more  were 
cognisant.  Nets  of  conspiracy,  when  they  are  as  widely 
spread  as  that,  usually  become  tangled  or  break  at  some 
one  point. 

Meanwhile,  in  the  miU  of  Cerbaja,  taking  his  meals  with 
the  jolly  miller  and  his  family,  who  seem  to  have  suspected 
nothing.  Garibaldi  confidently  awaited  the  return  of  the 
stranger,  whom  he  had  trusted  to  the  death  on  no  other 
security  than  that  of  his  honest  face  and  bearing.  And 
surely  after  sunset  the  young  man  came  back — without  the 
police — and  drove  Garibaldi  and  Leggiero  down  the  river 
towards  the  Val  d'  Arno,  to  the  rendezvous  with  his  friends. 
In  the  dead  of  night  the  various  parties  to  the  plot  met  in 
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the  Prato  railway  station  on  the  outskirts  of  the  town, 
under  the  nose  of  an  Austrian  sentry.  There  the  last  plans 
were  made,  the  greetings  and  farewells  were  exchanged,  and 
the  two  wanderers,  having  been  transferred  into  an  excellent 
four-wheeled  carriage,  were  driven  off  along  the  outside 
of  the  city  walls.  Going  round  by  the  flattest  road,  they 
crossed  the  Amo  at  Empoli  about  dawn,  and  ascending 
the  Elsa  valley  reached  Poggibonsi  at  eight  in  the  morning 
of  the  27th,  having  accomplished  in  six  hours  a  drive  of 
nearly  forty  miles  from  Prato. 

After  a  short  rest,  they  started  on  again  at  mid-day  with 
a  new  carriage,  and  travelled  for  eleven  anxious  hours, 
with  coachmen  who  were  not  in  the  secret.  At  the  first 
short  stage,  CoUe  d'  Elsa,  they  sat  through  a  bad  quarter 
of  an  hour,  suffering  much  from  the  inquisitive  habits  of 
their  countrymen,  who  happened  to  be  collected  there  in 
great  numbers  for  afesia. 

'  Our  journey  from  Prato  to  the  Maremma,'  writes  Gari- 
baldi, '  was  indeed  singular.  We  passed  over  a  great  extent 
of  country  in  a  closed  carriage,  stopping  every  now  and  then 
to  change  horses.  Our  halts  in  some  places  were  rather  longer 
than  was  absolutely  necessary,  some  of  our  drivers  being  much 
less  careful  of  us  than  others.  In  this  way  time  was  given 
to  the  curious  to  surround  the  carriage ;  sometimes,  too, 
we  were  obliged  to  leave  it  for  meals,  instead  of  having  them 
brought  to  us,  to  conceal  in  some  degree  our  exceptional 
situation.  In  small  towns,  our  vehicle  was,  of  course,  turned 
into  a  species  of  pillory  by  the  idlers  of  the  place,  who  offered 
aloud  a  thousand  conjectures  as  to  who  we  were,  and  were 
naturally  disposed  to  gossip  about  people  whom  they  did  not 
know,  and  who,  therefore,  in  those  difficult  and  terrible  times 
of  reaction,  seemed  doubtful  or  even  dangerous  characters. 
At  CoUe,  in  particular,  nowadays  quite  a  patriotic  and  ad- 
vanced place,  we  were  surrounded  by  a  crowd,  from  whom 
our  faces,  certainly  not  those  of  peaceful  and  indifferent 
travellers,  drew  manifest  tokens  of  suspicion  and  disUke. 
However,  nothing  took  place  beyond  a  few  abusive  epithets, 
which,  as  was  to  be  expected  under  the  circumstances,  we 
pretended  not  to  hear.' 
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From  Colle  they  left  the  valley  of  the  Elsa  and  travelled 
westward,  until  their  carriage  had  by  three  in  the  afternoon 
climbed  onto  the  far-seen  table  momitain  of 

'  lordly  Vclaterrae, 
Where  scowls  the  far-famed  hold 
Piled  by  the  hands  of  giants 
For  godUke  kings  of  old.' 

Passing  near  the  colossal  masonry  of  its  Etruscan  gate 
and  walls,  they  dared  not  look  out  at  the  town — nor  even  at 
the  view,  which  would  have  been  to  them  more  thrilling,  of 
the  distant  western  sea — but  sat  well  back  in  the  carriage 
with  their  hats  pulled  over  their  eyes,  until  they  felt 
themselves  rattling  down  the  mountain  on  its  southern 
side. 

On  hearing  that  the  village  of  Saline  was  full  of  soldiers 
they  crossed  the  Cecina  river  a  little  further  down,  making 
a  detour  which  clearly  showed  the  coachman  that  they  were 
not  the  innocent  merchant  farmers  they  pretended  to  be. 
From  the  valley  bottom  they  again  mounted  the  hills  by 
the  high  road  that  leads  through  Pomarance,  straight  south- 
wards for  the  Maremma.  An  hour  before  midnight 
(August  27)  they  entered  the  local  health  resort  of  Bagno  al 
Morbo,  and  drew  up  at  the  door  of  Girolamo  Martini,  a 
sturdy  old  Liberal,  who  looked  hard  at  their  letters  of 
introduction  from  his  namesake  and  relation  of  Prato, 
mysteriously  recommending  the  two  nameless  travellers 
to  his  good  offices.  At  last  one  of  them  said,  '  I  am  General 
Garibaldi  and  this  is  my  companion,  Leggiero.'  '  Courage, 
General,'  answered  the  old  man,  *  all  will  come  right  again.' 

Girolamo  Martini  now  took  matters  in  hand.  Several 
days  would  be  required  to  communicate  with  the  Liberals 
of  the  Maremma,  who  were  to  make  all  ready  for  a  speedy 
embarkation  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Follonica.  Mean- 
while, the  fugitives,  who  could  not  safely  be  left  to  the 
tender  mercies  of  the  gossips  and  invalids  of  Bagno,  now 
at  the  height  of  its  season,  were  transferred  off  the  high 
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road  to  the  remote  and  high-lying  village  of  San  Dalmazio, 
and  lodged  in  the  house  of  one  Serafini,  specially  chosen 
for  its  facilities  of  escape  into  the  mountain.  Here  Gari- 
baldi remained  more  than  four  days,  enjoying  his  first 
holiday  since  the  siege  of  Rome  began,  while  a  dozen  de- 
voted adherents  were  guarding  his  neighbourhood,  or  at 
work  down  in  the  Maremma  procuring  a  fishing  boat 
with  a  faithful  crew,  who  should  carry  him  to  the  ports 
of  Piedmont. 

On  the  evening  of  September  i,  all  was  ready  for  the 
last  rush  to  the  sea.  At  nine  o'clock  they  left  their  moun- 
tain fastness,  armed  to  the  teeth  for  whatever  might  befall, 
walked  over  a  few  hundred  yards  of  broken  ground  to  their 
horses,  rode  by  stony  paths  back  to  the  high  road  at  Castel- 
nuovo,  mounted  a  carriage  that  was  waiting  for  them  a 
little  farther  to  the  south,  and  were  driven,  during  the 
darkest  hours  of  night,  at  a  smart  pace  down  towards  the 
coast.  After  diverging  a  short  while  from  the  road,  in  order 
to  avoid  passing  through  the  town  of  Massa  Marittima, 
they  entered  the  plain  of  the  Maremma,  and,  at  two  in 
the  morning  of  September  2,  drew  up  at  the  door  of  the 
Casa  Guelfi,  a  large  and  solitary  farmhouse  prepared  as 
their  headquarters,  whence  the  final  venture  was  tc  l^e 
made. 


CHAPTER  XVII* 

THE  EMBARKATION — SEPTEMBER  Z,   1849 

'  Push  hard  across  the  sand, 

For  the  salt  wind  gathers  breath ; 
Shoulder  and  wrist  and  hand. 
Push  hard  as  the  push  of  death. 

'  Out  to  the  sea  with  her  there. 
Out  with  her  over  the  sand  ; 
Let  the  kings  keep  the  earth  for  their  share. 
We  have  done  with  the  sharers  of  land. 

'  They  have  tied  the  world  in  a  tether, 

They  have  bought  over  God  with  a  fee ; 
While  three  men  hold  together. 
The  kingdoms  are  less  by  three. 

'  All  the  world  has  its  burdens  to  bear. 
From  Cayenne  to  the  Austrian  whips  ; 
Forth,  with  the  rain  in  our  hair 
And  the  salt  sweet  foam  in  our  lips. 

'  In  the  teeth  of  the  hard,  glad  weather, 

In  the  blown  wet  face  of  the  sea  ; 
While  three  men  hold  together. 
The  kingdoms  are  less  by  three.' 

Swinburne,  A  Song  in  Time  of  Order. 

The  Casa  Guelfi,  a  square  house  of  three  stories,  rising 
high  by  the  side  of  the  road  that  leads  from  Pisa  to 
Grosseto,  is  far  seen  as  a  landmark  in  the  partly  reclaimed 
marshlands  that  stretch  between  the  port  town  of  Follo- 
nica  and  the  wooded  hills  of  Scarlino.  In  1849  the  upper 
stories  of  the  Casa  Guelfi  were  inhabited  by  the  inmates  of 

•  For  this  Chapter,  see  inset  in  Map  VI.  at  end  of  book. 
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the  farm,  while  the  ground  floor,  then  as  now,  was  used  for 
cattle  and  stores  ;  the  house  took  its  name  from  the  pro- 
prietor, who  was  one  of  the  chiefs  of  the  plot.  When 
Garibaldi  alighted  at  its  door  two  hours  after  midnight, 
greeting  his  hosts  with  a  cheery  *  Good-morning,  friends,' 
he  and  Leggiero  were  at  once  conducted  upstairs,  refreshed 
with  food  and  coffee,  and  sent  to  lie  down  for  the  last  two 
hours  of  darkness,  while  their  protectors  kept  guard  below. 
The  great  expedition  was  to  start  at  first  glint  of  dawn. 

At  four  o'clock  Pina,  one  of  the  most  active  of  these 
young  Liberals  of  the  Maremma,  knocked  at  Garibaldi's 
door ;  never  was  Alpine  climber  waked  in  the  early  hours 
by  the  low  tapping  of  his  guide,  for  a  more  thrilling,  a  more 
eagerly-expected  day.  '  In  a  few  hours,'  the  wanderer  must 
have  thought  as  he  looked  from  the  window,  '  I  shall,  if  all 
goes  well,  be  sniffing  the  sea-breeze  from  deck,  bound  for 
my  own  Ligurian  coast.' 

Half  an  hour  later,  while  they  were  all  assembling  and 
arming  for  immediate  departure,  a  strange  figure  at  the 
door  alarmed  the  conspirators.  It  turned  out  to  be  a 
Hungarian,  a  deserter  on  patriotic  principles  from  the 
conscript  Austrian  army,  who,  having  heard  of  Garibaldi's 
presence  at  the  Casa  Guelfi  (no  one  knows  how,  but  the 
web  of  the  plot  was  wide),  had  come  with  the  request 
to  be  taken  with  him  across  the  sea.  The  general  nature 
of  his  petition  was  clear,  but  in  trying  to  tell  his  whole 
story  he  had  no  medium  of  communication  except 
his  native  Magyar,  an  unknown  tongue  to  the  impatient 
ItaUans  ;  he  obtained,  however,  one  eager  listener,  for  the 
name  of  his  great  countryman,  Kossuth,  kept  occurring  at 
intervals  in  his  obscure  discourse.  '  This  man,*  said  the 
generous  Garibaldi,  '  must  come  with  us.'  '  No,  he  shall 
not,'  said  Pina,  who  protested,  not  without  reason,  that  he 
and  his  friends  were  risking  their  lives  for  a  great  national 
object,  and  would  not  jeopardise  its  success  for  the  sake  of 
an  unknown  foreign  wayfarer.  A  heated  dispute  arose, 
only  ended  by  Pina's  declaration  that  the  boat  which  they 
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had  engaged  could  hold  but  two  travellers,  besides  the 
crew.  The  Hungarian  was  given  a  rendezvous  for  a  later 
hour,  and  sent  away,  content  with  the  assurance  that  his 
case  would  be  attended  to  when  once  Garibaldi  was  safely 
embarked. 

And  so,  at  five  o'clock,  six  Italians,  one  of  them  still 
halting  a  little  in  his  gait,  all  attired  as  sportsmen,  accom- 
panied by  large  dogs,  and  each  carrying  a  double-barrelled 
shot  gun — charged  that  morning  for  big  game — set  out  on 
foot  from  the  back  door  of  Casa  Guelfi,  and  made  across  the 
low,  damp  farmlands  towards  the  hills  south  of  Scarlino. 
Striking  the  great  AUacciante  canal  which  drains  the  fen, 
they  marched  in  Indian  file  along  the  top  of  its  western 
dyke  for  some  distance.  On  every  side  of  Garibaldi,  as  he 
strode  along,  Italy  was  looking  her  best  in  the  morning  light. 
Behind  him  lay  the  sombre  mountains  out  of  which  he  had 
escaped  ;  far  off  to  the  right  stood  the  hill-promontory 
of  '  seagirt  Populonia  '  ;  in  front  of  him,  the  pointed  peaks 
of  Elba  rose  in  a  bunch  out  of  the  shining  sea  ;  close  at  hand 
to  his  left  were  the  forest-clad  hills  above  Scarlino,  itself 
standing  high  on  a  slope  of  glittering  olives.  Its  morning 
bells  sounded  sweetly  over  the  marsh.  '  What  town  is 
that  ?  '  said  Garibaldi,  who  was  in  high  spirits.  '  It  is 
Scarlino,  our  native  town,'  was  the  answer,  '  and  if  you 
order  it,  General,  it  will  change  the  tune,'  meaning  that  its 
young  men  were  all  Liberals  and  would  gladly  sound  the 
tocsin  of  revolt. 

Turning  to  the  left,  they  crossed  the  canal  by  a  rustic 
bridge,  ascended  off  the  level  of  the  marsh,  crossed  a  country 
road,  and  entering  the  forests  of  the  hills,  began  to  traverse 
them  in  a  south-westerly  direction,  towards  Cala  Martina, 
the  bay  where  their  boat  was  in  waiting.  At  first  they 
walked  by  easy  paths  through  glades  of  oak,  but  gradually 
the  nature  of  the  vegetation  changed  to  a  thickly  matted 
jungle  of  dark  evergreens,  more  impenetrable  than  any 
kind  of  woodland  known  to  us  in  Britain.  The  paths,  too, 
became  narrow  almost  to  vanishing-point,  and  the  men 
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began  to  struggle  like  explorers  in  a  tropical  forest.  Here 
the  question  was  raised  whether  they  ought  not  to  go 
round  by  way  of  the  PortigUone  coastguard  station,  where 
they  could  strike  into  the  coastguard  path  through  the 
jungle,  and  so  reach  Gala  Martina  by  way  of  the  shore. 
This  would  be  a  quicker  and  less  fatiguing  route,  but  on 
the  other  hand  it  would  be  more  dangerous,  because  there 
were  six  coastguards  in  the  station.  It  was  argued,  how- 
ever, that  the  garrison  of  PortigUone  were  well  known 
for  cowards,  and  that  even  if  they  showed  any  fight  they 
could  easily  be  overcome.  But  Garibaldi,  knowing  that 
any  encounter  would  expose  his  saviours  to  vengeance  after 
he  had  gone,  decided  for  the  safer  and  more  wearisome 
route.  '  Not  for  us  two,'  he  said,  '  but  for  the  sake  of  those 
who  remain  on  land  we  must  use  prudence.' 

And  so  they  plunged  on  once  again  through  the  depth  of 
the  forest,  tearing  their  way  through  the  dark-green  boughs, 
which  shut  from  them  all  view  of  the  silver  sea  they  were 
approaching.  After  a  couple  of  hours  or  more  of  hard 
work,  they  leapt  out  into  the  coastguard  path,  a  broad 
ride  cut  through  the  jungle.  Crossing  it,  they  dashed 
through  the  last  few  yards  of  forest,  down  a  steep  slope, 
and  stood  on  the  sand  and  rocks  of  the  little  bay. 

The  Cala  Martina*  was  an  ideal  spot  for  the  conduct 
of  a  secret  embarkation.  A  few  yards  from  the  water's 
edge  lay  the  safe  shelter  of  the  jungle,  stretching  up  over 
the  high  hills  for  miles  and  miles,  in  solitude  uninvaded 
save  by  a  few  herds  of  swine  and  white  oxen  thrusting  their 
way  through  the  bushes  in  search  of  food,  and  by  the  herds- 
men whose  horns  at  evening  alone  break  the  silence  of  that 
brooding,  lonely  coast.  The  bay  was  out  of  sight  alike  of  the 
guard  station  at  Portiglione  and  of  another  station  perched 
on  the  top  of  the  Punta  Martina,  where  another  small 
garrison,  though  close  at  hand,  was  far  removed  from  all 

*  The  bay  where  the  embarkation  took  place  was  the  one  to  the  north 
of  the  Punta  Martina,  though  the  one  to  the  south  of  the  point  is.  I  find» 
called  the  Cala  Martina  by  the  herdsmen  of  the  shore. 
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view  of  what  was  happening  on  the  shore  below.  Soon 
after  the  new-comers  emerged  on  to  the  beach,  the  fishing 
boat  hove  in  sight,  and  at  the  given  signal  moved  towards 
them,  manned  by  four  chosen  mariners.  While  they  awaited 
its  approach.  Garibaldi's  companions  observed  him  stand, 
flushed  with  life  and  joy  by  the  presence  of  the  sea,  bathing 
his  naked  feet  in  its  ripples  with  the  pleasure  of  a  child, 
and  looking  out  towards  Elba,  where  they  were  first  to  touch, 
in  an  ecstasy  of  desire  to  cleave  the  waves  once  more. 

It  was  ten  o'clock  on  the  morning  of  September  2  when 
the  boat  reached  the  shore  and  the  rapid  embarkation  took 
place.  The  last  words  of  farewell  have  been  recorded  by 
the  actors  themselves  : 

Garibaldi. — '  Nothing  could  be  a  recompense  for  what  you 
have  done  for  me.  But  I  hope  to  find  you  again  in  happier 
times.' 

Pina. — 'A  piece  of  your  handkerchief  is  reward  enough 
for  each  of  us  :  we  shall  leave  it  as  an  heirloom  to  our  children. 
Our  object  was  to  save  you  in  order  to  preserve  you  for  Italy. 
We  will  wilHngly  go  with  you  to  Genoa,  if  you  will  let  us.' 

Garibaldi. — '  No.  On  the  sea  I  fear  no  one.  We  shall  meet 
again.' 

Then  they  embraced.  Garibaldi  stepped  on  board  with 
Leggiero,  and  the  boat  was  pushed  from  shore.  When  a 
few  yards  of  water  separated  him  from  the  land  he  loved, 
and  from  the  men  who  had  saved  him  and  who  now  stood 
silently  watching  his  receding  form,  the  chief,  standing  in 
the  stem  of  the  boat,  cried  out  in  tones  that  vibrated  for 
ever  in  their  memory,  '  Viva  1'  Italia  ! ' 


EPILOGUE 

I  CANNOT  here  relate  all  that  befell  Garibaldi  after  his 
embarkation.  Suf&ce  it  that  he  was  now  in  relative  safety, 
that  after  touching  at  Elba  he  reached  the  ports  of  Pied- 
mont, saw  his  motherless  children  for  a  few  hours  at  Nice, 
and  was  then  hurried  out  of  the  country  by  Victor  Emman- 
uel's government,  not  yet  in  a  position  to  harbour  him  for 
long.  Expelled  once  more,  he  passed  six  months  at  Tangier, 
enjoying  the  hospitality  of  the  Piedmontese  and  British 
Consuls,  until  in  1850,  feeling  that  he  ought  no  longer  to 
depend  on  the  charity  of  others,  he  passed  by  way  of  Liver- 
pool to  the  United  States.  He  was  never  more  noble  than 
during  the  obscurity  of  the  years  that  followed.  He  ac- 
quired none  of  the  faults  and  habits  characteristic  of  the 
exile,  but  cheerfully  set  about  the  task  of  earning  his  bread, 
first  as  a  journeyman  candle-maker,  then  as  a  merchant 
captain,  and  finally  as  a  farmer,  until  the  time  came  round 
for  him  to  deal  in  the  manufacture  of  kingdoms,  and  to 
be  hailed  by  his  countrymen  as  'Captain  of  the  People.' 
Those  events  of  i860,  I  have  narrated  in  two  later  volumes 
of  this  work,  entitled,  Garibaldi  and  the  Thousand,  and 
Garibaldi  and  the  Making  of  Italy. 
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The  batteries  marked  are  the  French  batteries, 
after  June  21. 
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